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CHAPTER    I. 


Tbb  sun  was  sinking  beneath  the  horizon  at 
the  close  of  a  sultry  day  in  the  latter  end  of 
June^  and  its  parting  beams  shed  a  rich  tint  on 
the  varied  foliage  which,  just  then  in  the 
height  of  its  luxuriance,  gave  grace  and  beauty 
to  a  small  Scottish  hamlet,  that,  deprived  of 
such  softening  shade,  had  only  been  noticed  for 
the  wild  and  rugged  scenery  which  so  emi- 
nently characterised  many  parts  of  Scotland, 
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at  the  period  m  which  the  events  recorded  la 
the  following  pages  took  place. 

The  few  straggling  cottages,  peeping  from 
among  the  trees,  bore  no  afEnitj,  lo  point  of 
appearance,  to  the  lovely  landscape  around, 
being,  for  the  most  part,  indicative  of  that  ab- 
ject state  to  which  the  peasantry  were  doomed 
by  the  heartless  oppression  of  a  tyrannical 
noblesse,  unrestrained  by  laws  partially  admi- 
nistered, during  a  season  peculiarly  marked  by 
violence  on  the  part  of  the  nobiUly,  and  by 
weakness  and  error  on  that  of  the  ruling 
powers. 

One  email  dwelling  seemed  in  some  degree 
exempt  from  the  rude  barbarity  which  reigned 
around ;  and  while  the  little  plot  of  ground 
belonging  to  the  other  cottages  produced  only 
the  thorn  and  the  thiatle,  this  was  gay  with 
row  and  eglantine,  which,  trained  tgatnst  the 
whitened   wall,  shed   their   delicious   pcrTume 

OfOlUld, 


At  the  doorofthe  cabin  stood  an  old  wooiaii, 
wboae  fbdde  spirit  seemed  ready  to  break  fipom 
its  eartUjtabeniade;  her  attention  was  at  this 
moment  engrossed  by  a  boy,  whose  age  might 
be  abont  three  years,  and  who,  after  the  fiuhion 
of  the  yoong  choristen  of  the  air,  was  opening 
his  little  mouth  to  receive  the  portion  of  food 
which  the  old  woman  doled  out  to  her  nursling 
from  a  wooden  bowL 

More  perfect  specimens  of  age  and  infancy 
could  not  be  found ;  the  worn,  and  anxious 
countenance  of  the  old  woman  forming  a  fine 
contrast  with  the  beaming  eye  and  cherubic 
head,  rich  with  its  clustering  curis,  of  that  fair 
child.  As  the  old  woman,  after  satisfying  the 
appetite  of  her  young  charge,  was  turning 
again  to  the  cottage,  the  clatter  of  a  horse's 
hoofr  was  heard,  and  a  minute  after  a  horse- 
man, covered  with  dust,  reined  up  his  exhausted 
steed,  and,  after  cautiously  glancing  his  eye 
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round  to  ascertain  that  all  was  safe^  lighted 
down  from  the  jaded  beast^  which  had  evidently 
been  urged  to  a  speed  beyond  its  noble  nature, 
and  slackening  the  girths  of  the  ponderous 
saddle,  sought  in  some  degree  to  relieve  the 
beautiful  animal,  which,  sensible  of  its  master's 
efforts  to  give  it  comfort,  caressed  him  with  its 
head,  testifying  by  its  dumb  eloquence  grati- 
tude and  affection. 

Approaching  the  old  woman^  the  Knight, 
for  such  his  belt  and  spurs  betokened  him, 
besought  her  for  n  draught  of  water. 

"  If  the  poor  beast  ye  have  well  nigh  ridden 
to  death  could  speak,"  she  answered,  "  would 
it  not  cry  out  for  some  too  ?  Shame  thus  to 
abuse  a  dumb  creature,  and  all,  I  warrant,  to 
suit  some  fooPs  whim  of  your  own  !  but  yonder 
is  the  well,  and  if  ye  list  to  draw  him  a  bucket 
full,  do ;  my  old  limbs  are  too  feeble  to  save 
ye  the  labour." 

'•  (jramcrcy,   good    mother,''    the    stranger 


HART   SrUART.  5 

answered,  ^  far  be  it  from  me  to  exact  such 
service  from  one  like  you.**  ~ 

The  Knight  caught  up  the  bucket,  and  soon 
returned  with  the  welcome  draught. 

'*  S09  mj  poor  fellow,"  he  continued,  patting 
the  noble  beast,  ^  thou  hast  done  well  this 
weary  day.  Yet,  beshrew  me !  we  have  still 
many  a  mile  to  go  before  we  stretch  our  limbs 
to  rest.** 

Then,  tiuning  to  the  old  woman,  he  asked, 
how  many  miles  it  was  to  Dunbar. 

'*  To  Dunbar  !**  she  repeated  in  a  tone  of 
surprise,  ^  full  sixty  Scottish  mile.'< ;  and  with 
this  poor,  weary  beast  you  will  hardly  get  over 
them  this  night.^ 

*•  We  must  try,**  he  answered  gloomily ; 
'^  Bayard  has  helped  me,  ere  now,  at  a  pinch  ; 
and  he  will  not  fail  his  master,  to-day.  Yet  I 
m  ould  fain  spare  his  generous  nature ;  but  this 
journey  past,  he  shall  have  rest  enough ;  it  will 
be  long  before  I  take  another  on  his  back.'' 
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"  Yet  wherefore  not  tarry  to>iiight,  aiid  gi« 
him  time  to  recover  ?" 

"  Because,  good  mother,  life  or  death  hangtl 
on  mj  speed ;  and  a  night's,  even  an  hour**fl 
delay,  might  render  all  the  tod  I  have  this  deyl 
encountered  of  no  avail." 

"  Are  you  then  fleeing  from  an  enemy  ?"  tbd  | 
old  woman  asked,  fastening  an  him  her  keen, 
grey  eye,  as  if  she  would  read  his  thoughts. 

The  Knight  started  at  '.he  question,  or  rather 
at  the  look  and  tone  uhich  accompanied  it ; 
and  his  hand  grasped  the  hilt  of  hia  sword, 
while  his  eye  glanced  round  as  if  in  search  of 
some  more  legitimate  object  of  dread  than  a 
decrepid  woman.  She  smiled  as  she  marked  ■ 
the  effect  of  her  question. 

"  Fear  not,"   she   said,   "  there  is   nobody 
here  can  harm  you ;  the  few  stout  arms  thafe 
might  have  stayed  even  one  hke  you  are  away  I 
to  the  wars,  and  all  leA  tn  their  room  are  aged 
crones,  like  me,  and  feeble  infancy." 
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**  And  you  doubtless  wish  to  bear  news  of 
your  neighbours  ?'* 

The  old  womsi)  shook  her  head. 

[  am  a  stnuger  and  an  outcast  among 
them,"  she  replied ;  "  aor  a  there  one  who 
gives  a  kind  word  to  the  English  witchj  for  so 
tbrf  term  me  la  their  tongue." 

"  Tou  are  then  a  native  of  England.  1 
goessed,  hj  your  speech,  Scotland  was  not  the 
place  of  your  hirth.  Wh;  not  return  to  your 
own  people,  and  leave  the  churls  who  are  thus 
wanting  in  kiadneas  to  the  stranger." 

*'  The  spoiler  has  been  there,"  &he  answered 
bitterly,  "  he  robbed  me  of  my  treasure,  and, 
as  I  left  my  desolate  hearth,  I  ateoFe  never 
again  to  cross  a  threshold  that  could  only  re- 
mind me  of  what  1  once  possessed — but  'tis 
idle  prating,"  she  muttered,  turning  towards 
the  cottage ;  "  this  one  may  have  been  linked 
wkh  the  Mae  thief  that  rendered  my  old  age 
acciuaed." 
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"  Was  it  then  a  Scot  who  did  you  foul 
wrong?  Betbiok  you  dame,  'twas  but  the 
chaace  of  war.  Many  a  Scottish  wife  can  tell 
a  tale  of  house  and  land  left  desolate  when  the 
fausse  Southern  harried  them." 

"  1  spoke  not  of  war,"  the  old  woman  said, 
"  had  the  villain  entered  the  widow's  peaceful 
dwelling  sword  in  hand,  and  seized  upon  her 
little  all,  he  would  perchance  have  heen  held  in 
abhorrence  for  the  deed  of  violence ;  but  he 
came  in  the  guise  of  Iriendliness  and  compas- 
sion— he  stole  into  ourhearta;  and  when  he 
found  we  trusted  to  his  well  told  tale,  the 
heartless  wretch  destroyed  the  life  of  my  only 
child,  whom  he  had  sworn  before  the  altar  to 
protect  and  love.  But  they  are  gone ;  a  fearful 
death  has  avenged  his  falsehood,  and  an  carl; 
gn\-e  has  closed  over  her  who  once  gladdened 
her  mother's  days  1" 

"  TliJa,  then,  is  your  daughter's  child?"  (he 
stnngcr  said,  laying  bis  hand  od  the  boy's 
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bead.  "  He  ia  m  noble  feDov,  and  will  one 
day  be  a  soldier ;  tint  1  nad  in  hiiGruk  and 
bald  beariiis.  M;  joamtj  U  ooe  of  dai^er, 
ud  bi«  jean  are  too  trader,  ebe  would  I  ask 
fatm  for  mj  little  pvgc.  How  saj  yon,  dame ; 
would  jfxnt  trust  the  wtml  of  a  belted  knigbt, 
and  give  me  tbe  boy  y 

"  Be  aball  never  be  a  soldier,"  and  the  <M 
womao  hastily,  **  wfaHe  I  live  Harrr  moat  be 
with  ne :  and  when  I  am  dead  be  sball  follow 
hit  bfwe  anele  oa  the  broad  sea,  and  team  to 
be  a  Hulor." 

"  ^^ys  I  had  thought  myself  of  quitting  the 
lance  and  etiirup,  for  the  freer  life  of  a  sailor," 
the  knigbt  answered.  "  Say  then,  if  I  come 
again,  you  will  let  the  boy  go  with  me ;  his 
bold  look  pleases  roe.  Credit  me,  he  shaO  be 
w(-ll  nurtured,  and  the  rather,  that  his  bearing 
recak  one,  to  whom  in  former  Jays  1  did  some 

At  this  momeot  a  colunui  of  dust  was  seen 
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rising  in  the  distance,  tn  the  direction  vheace  f 
the  knight  had  made  his  appearance.     He  cast 
a  startled  look  tonards  it ;  then  tightening  the 
girths  of  his  saddle,  sprang  into  it,  and  waving  J 
his  hand  to  the  old  woman,  vanished  like  a  J 
meteor,  leaving  wonder  and  dread  behind  him. 
So  rapid  had  been  the  horseman's  flight,  that 
the  old  woman  stood  for  a  moment  in  complete 
bewilderment,  more  than  half  inclined  to  b©-  ) 
lieve,    in   accordance   with    the    auperstitioua  I 
spirit  of  the  times,   that   what  she  had  seen  | 
could  not  be  mortal  man,  but  rather  some  c 
spirit,  allowed  at  times  to  escape  from  its  prison  I 
house,   and  wander  through  the  earth  seeking  I 
whom  he  might  beguile.     Bnt  it  was  to  other  J 
sourcea  the  more  enlightened  mind  would  havs  I 
traced  his  instantaneous  disappearance,  attri* 
buting  it  to  the  cfibrls  of  a  generous  animal, 
which  seemed  capable  of  entering  into  its  master's 
sense  of  danger,  and  exerting  a  speed  that  did 
indeed  ippear  auperaitural,  to  place  that  mas- 
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ter  bevond  the  fierce  grasp  of  the  arenger. 
Well  might  the  stranger  declare  life  or  death 
biug  OD  that  JouTDe;';  bad  his  noble  horse 
faltered  aa  it  bore  him  from  thoae  tbirstiog  for 
bis  blood,  his  parting  shrifl  bad  been  short ; 
but  fate  had  decreed  it  otherwise,  and  he  was 
left  for  a  season  to  play  a  part  on  the  busy 
Uafgc  of  the  world,  wbich  had  already  rung  with 
bia  name  and  daring  crimes. 

The  old  woman  gazed  a  brief  space  after  the 
honeoaau,  then  started  round  with  a  look  of 
borror  as  the  thought  crossed  her  mind,  that 
the  mysterious  being,  vho  had  bo  strangely 
pused,  might  have  robbed  her  of  the  boy 
«boM  possession  he  had  seemed  so  earnestly  to 
ewet ;  but  ber  fears  were  relieved  as  she  be- 
held the  child  riding  on  the  back  of  a  large 
dog,  his  coQslaat  playfellow,  and  with  a  slender 
willow  wand,  firmly  grasped  in  his  little  hand 
endcavooring,  aa  far  as  his  feeble  strength 
would  permit,  to  mimic  the  mar^l  bearing  of 


12  THE   LAST   OATS   OF 

the  armed  knight.  A  smile  of  mingled  pride 
and  affection  lighted  the  aged  woman's  sunken 
eye,  as  she  beheld  that  lovely  picture  of  inno- 
cence and  joy,  and  stretching  her  trembling 
arms  towards  the  child  of  her  love,  the  boy 
bounded  from  his  favorite's  back,  and  twining 
his  arms  round  his  grandmother's  neck  nestled 
in  her  bosom* 

^^  God  help  thee,  poor  imp  !'^  she  said  "  the 
friend  of  the  widow  and  the  orphan  \(  atch  over 
thee  !  thy  earthly  friends  are  few,  and  thy  old 
granny's  arm  grows  feebler  day  by  day  ;  when 
its  strength  is  quite  gone,  who  shall  win  for 
thee  food  and  raiment  ?'^ 

The  history  of  that  aged  woman  and  her 
tender  nursling  was  a  sad  one ;  she  was  the 
widow  of  one  descended  from  a  noble  house, 
and  the  first  part  of  her  life  had  been  passed  in 
splendour;  but  one  by  one  her  earthly  ties 
were  severed;  the  sword,  and  the  axe,  that 
fearful  instrument  when  wielded  under  a  ty- 
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rant's  command^  had  swept  then  all  away,  and 
she  found  herself  forlorn  and  desolate,  with  an 
only  child — a  daughter;  and  to   support  and 
rear  this  delicate  flower  the  widow  toiled  hard, 
for  her  sake  forgetting  to  mourn  for  days  gone 
by.     And  there  came  a  ray  of  comfort  amid 
this  gloom  of  poverty  and  privation  ;  the  widow 
became  acquainted  with  one  of  those  enlight- 
ened  men  by  whose  powerful  eloquence  the 
errors  of  the  church  of  Rome  Iiad  been  exposed  ; 
and  listening  to  his  message  of  truth  and  purity 
she  learned  to  abhor  the  mummery  exercised 
by  a  corrupt  priesthood  to  support  a  religion 
based  upon  fraud  and  blasphemy. 

Thus,  to  her,  there  arose  light  out  of  dark- 
ness, and  for  some  years  she  lived  contented 
iiilh  her  peaceful,  though  lowly  lot;  but  then 
came  the  hour  of  trial.  A  stranger  of  noble 
mien  and  winning  grace  sought  her  lonely  cot, 
and  under  the  guise  of  compassion  and  kindly 
feeling  stole  into  the  hearts  of  the  widow  and 
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her  young  daughter.  Bereaved  of  those  wbt^ 
should  have  been  their  comfort  and  defence 
who  can  [nar\'el  if  they  readily  yielded  to  the 
fasciuation  wrought  by  one  who  well  knewhniv. 
to  assume  the  cbaracccr  best  adapted  to  aupplyj 
the  losses  they  had  sustained.  He  sought  tha^ 
hand  of  the  beautiful  Ellen,  and,  st  lengll 
under  the  plea  that  secresy  was  necessary  to 
screen  him  from  the  malice  of  angry  friends,  he;, 
brought  her  to  consent  that  their  nuptial* 
should  be  celebrated  in  private.  The  ceremony 
was  performed  in  the  presence  of  the  fond 
mother,  who,  in  the  certainty  that  her  child  hid 
secured  a  powerful  protector,  had  nothing  left 
to  wish  for  on  earth.  But  a  short  time  sutHced 
to  awaken  her  from  this  blissful  dream. 

The  better  to  effect   hia  purpose,  the  fiend, 
had  sufTered  them  to  suppose  he  was  of  tha.l 
same  persuasion  as  themselves.     True,  he  had 
never   openly  avowed   his    adherence    to  the 
tenets  of  the  rcformera,  but  the  victims  of  hit 
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hrartlesB  villany  believed,  in  the  simplicity  of 
their  onture,  that  had  it  not  been  so  he  would 
hare  shuoned  the  altar  at  irhich  they  knelt ; 
and  not,  as  vas  frequently  the  case,  sought  to 
oShr  his  prayers  with  Ihcm.  But  a  more  splen- 
did alliftDCe  presented  itself,  and  then  he  con- 
fessed his  faith,  pleading  as  an  excuse  for  the 
cruel  desertion  he  meditated,  a  scruple  ofcon- 
tcieoce  for  having  thus  wedded  with  a  heretic. 
Yrt  one  reflection  consoled  him,  their  marriage 
wu  not  binding;  and  the  wrong  done  to  one 
who  followed  the  doctrine  of  Geneva,  was,  in 
those  days  of  angry  |)assion,  a  circumstance  too 
trinal  to  be  dwelt  upon. 

Comfoited  by  the  absolution  granted  by  his 
tpiritual  director,  he  set  out  for  Scotland,  leav- 
ing the  stricken  deer  to  weep  in  solitude  the 
wound  that  she  had  received.  Life  became  a 
burden  too  grievous  to  be  borne ;  its  waters, 
till  this  moment,  had  flowed  sparkling  into  her 
cap,  and  she  had  drained  the  tide  of  love  and 
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,  that  in  cruel  mockery  v 


i  for  an  iustanl 
Iteld  to  her  lip.    But  now  the  pure  current  was 
troubled,    and    she    turned    from    the    bitter 
draught,  which  was  ail  that  she  might  hence^l 
forth  hope  to  taste. 

She  lived  to  bless  her  infant  boy,  and  thel 
gently  sank  to  that  rest  the  wicked  have  i 
power  to  trouble.  With  her  last  breath  sbl 
besought  her  mother  to  bear  her  son  I 
father,  fondly  believing  the  sight  of  hioi  migb^ 
work  on  the  heart  of  a  parent,  and  induce  hill 
to  extend  that  protection  to  his  helpless  chi^ 
he  had  denied  to  her  who  gave  it  birth. 
lUTurdnnce  with  her  Mishcs,  the  old  worn 
triivelled  to  ScoilanJ,  braving  the  fatigue 
danger  of  a  lon^r  journey  with  a  tender  habCfV 
But  trouble  and  disappointment  again  overtook 
hi-r :  shortly  after  her  arrival  in  Scotland  a  v 
lent  death  cut  short  the  days  of  the  author  of  , 
her  misfortunes ;  and  thus  she  was  left,  at  i 
advanced  age,  to  struggle  with  all  the  niiseri 
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attendant  on  poverty,  and  burdened  witli  the 
care  of  a  helpless  infant. 

In  this  forlorn  situation  her  6ret  intention 
was  to  return  to  her  native  country  ;  but  the 
perils  she  had  encountered  made  her  shrink 
from  again  exposing  her  life ;  aince  who  would 
care  for  the  street  orphan,  should  she  be  taken 
from  him.  Each  year  that  added  strength  and 
beauty  to  her  little  nursling,  stole  some  of  the 
▼igor  from  her  aged  frame,  and  at  the  very  mo- 
ment the  stranger  made  the  extraordinary  re- 
quest, that  she  would  yield  up  the  charge  of 
her  grardaon  to  him,  the  old  woman's  utmost 
endeavours  could  only  win  a  scanty  portion  of 
meal,  which  for  some  time  had  been  their  sole 
nouriahment. 

She  mused,  as  she  caressed  the  noble  boy,  on 
the  strange  apparition.  Was  it  indeed  a  living 
man  that  stood  before  her  ?  one  who  in  future 
lime  might  prove  the  friend  and  protector  of 


licr  child : 
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it  of  darkness  that 
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ng  offer,  to  ^^l 


wuted  bat  her  aascDt  to  hii  tempting  o 
snatch  the  child  to  the  region  of  darkness  for 
ever?  His  dark  and  fiery  eye,  together  with 
the  deep  furrows  imprinted  on  his  handsome 
brow,  spoke  of  a  mind  agitated  by  violent 
passions ;  and  the  old  woman  was  almost  la- 
dueecl  to  believe  that  one  of  those  malignant 
demons,  which  were  supposed  to  possess  the 
power  of  wandering  through  the  earth,  during 
some  portion  of  t)ie  lime  of  torment,  just  retri- 
bution of  crimes  committed  while  in  the  Oesh, 
htid  been  permitted  to  ajiproach  her.  The 
thought  made  her  clasp  the  boy  more  fondly  to 
her  bosom,  as  if  to  assure  him  of  protection 
from  the  assaults  of  the  arch  fiend,  should  be 
again  renew  his  temptation. 

But  it  was  from  an  earthly  friend,  she  would 
guard  him ;  one  whose  wild  carctr  had  been 
sullied  by  crimes  of  the  blackest  hue,  and 
who  was,  even  now,  fleeing  from  the  punish- 
locot  due  to  bis  oiien  violation  o 
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God  and  man.  Yet  it  vas  strange  hovr,  even 
in  that  hour  of  peril,  be  had  coveted  the  posses- 
uoQ  of  that  fair  boy.  TItosc  who  knew  the 
nan  might  justly  ask,  n-as  it  for  good  or  evil  be 
soi^t  it  ?  Capable  of  noble  acts  of  generoai^ 
perchaoo^  be  wished  to  repair  the  vrronga 
done  to  him,  whose  lineaments  he  traced  in 
tboae  of  the  boy,  by  lavishing  on  him  riches 
and  preTerments ;  —  or,  on  the  other  hand, 
m%ht  he  not  seek  to  sweep  from  his  future  path 
one  who  so  powerfully  called  to  mind  a  dark 
act,  which,  standing  out  from  among  the  many 
hia  life  had  witnessed,  clung  to  his  memory 
with  a  tenacity  he  would  fain  have  shaken  off. 

But  whateTer  the  motive  which  prompted  so 
lingular  a  desire,  it  was,  for  the  present,  lost  in 
the  approach  of  danger ;  and  even  the  little 
moment  which  had  been  spent  in  urging  hia 
request  had  well  nigh  cost  the  horseman  his 
life ;  since  bad  those  by  whom  he  was  so  hotly 
pursued  continued  to  track  his  path,   with   the 
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same  precision  they  had  at  first  exercised^  he 
would  on  the  spot  have  fallen  their  victim. 
But  just  as  the  prize  was  within  their  grasp, 
some  unaccountable  impulse  induced  the  leader 
of  the  party  to  quit  the  direct  road^  and,  by  turn- 
ing ofi"  to  the  left,  soon  lost  every  trace  of  the 
object  of  their  purs\ut ;  who  gaining  the  nearest 
seaport,  found  a  vessel  ready  to  sail ;  in  which 
he  embarked,  and  was  borne  far  from  the  scene 
of  his  villany. 
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Time  had  fleeted  on  with  its  usual  swiftness; 
the  jrrccn  leaf  of  suqimer  had  given  place  to 
the  scared  and  faded  bough  of  autumn,  and  tiic 
mellow  tints,  which  linger  round  its  soft 
shadowy  days,  had  one  by  one  departed,  and 
were  succeeded  by  the  snow  clad  landscape, 
with  the  chill  and  gloom  of  winter.  Again  and 
again  these  changes  had  passed  as  a  fitful 
dream,  when  little  Harry  beheld  his  aged  rela- 
tive fast  sinking  to  her  long  repose.     Death  he 
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had  never  nitneaGcd ;  when, therfore,  hin  grand' 
mother  told  him  she  was  about  to  die,  he  was 
unable  to  comprehend  the  full  extent  of  the 
trial  that  awaited  him ;  but  a  vague  Idea  of 
some  unkuown  trouble  and  danger  caused  him 
to  cling  yet  more  fondly  to  the  only  being  he 
had  been  allowed  to  love.  The  full  time  was, 
however,  conie  when  he  must  resign  her ;  and, 
stretched  on  a  bed  of  straw,  the  aged  woman 
was  gazing,  for  the  last  time,  on  the  much  loved 
offspring  of  that  child  she  was  about  to  rejoin. 
The  boy  sat  by  her  side,  seeking  in  vain  to 
induce  her  to  swallow  the  contents  of  a  small 
wooden  cupbe  held  from  time  to  time  to  her  lips. 
"  It  will  do  you  good.  Granny  dear,"  he 
said,  in  answer  to  a  mute  gesture  of  rejection, 
"  you  know  uncle  Ben  says  wine  wilt  make  you 
live  even  if  you  were  dead ;  and  how  far  he 
went  to  get  this  I  be  says  every  drop  cost  a 
silver  ahilling ;  so  do  drink  it,  for  if  it  cost  so 
much,  it  must  be  good." 
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"  PresenUy,  inj  child,  perhaps  I  may  take 
lome;  but  not  now,  put  down  the  cup,  Harry, 
■nd  listea  to  me.  I  may  aot  live  till  your 
node  comes  back,  but  you  are  old  enough  to 
think  sometimes  of  the  words  I  speak.  One 
promise  I  would  have  from  you,  my  brave  boy  j 
and,  as  you  value  the  old  woman's  blessing, 
nho  baa  watched  over  you  with  a  mother's 
care,  and  yoiur  own  happiness  hereafter, 
promise  you  will  strive  to  remember  those  holy 
precepts  I  sought  to  impress  on  your  youthful 
mind.  1  am  about  to  leave  you,  alone  and  un- 
protected, ID  a  world  of  danger,  which  resembles 
ihe  smooth  ocean  in  outward  shew,  but  quick* 
sands  lurk  beneath,  ready,  at  every  moment, 
to  betray  your  erring  ftet." 

The  old  woman  passed  her  trembling  hand 
beneath  the  rude  wooden  bolster  which  sup- 
ported her  head,  and  taking  ihence  a  small 
black    volume,  whose   worn   appearance   bore 
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ample  testimony  to  the  constant  use  it  had  been 
subject  to^  thus  continued. 

*^  Silver  and  gold  I  have  none^  but  this 
precious  book  encloses  treasures  of  great  price  ; 
take  it  then^  my  son  ;  search  it  diligently^  and 
daily^  that  when  the  hour  comcs^  when  you 
must  be  as  I  am  now^  you  may  know  your 
grandmother  pointed  you  the  way  to  an  inheri- 
tance that  passes  not  away.'' 

Exhausted  by  her  efforts^  the  aged  woman 
sank   back   and  presently  fell  into   a    heavy 
slumber ;  long  and  profound  .was  that  sleep,  the 
sure  harbinger  of  a  more  undisturbed  rest ;  and 
the   dying  saint  was  not  aware  that   another 
anxious  watcher  was  added   to   the  youthful 
guardian  she  had  beheld  beside  her.    This  was 
a  man  of  middle  age,  whose   weather  beaten 
face,   and  sailor's  dress,    proclaimed    him    a 
British  seaman ;  a  title  we  are  apt  to  consider 
but  another  word  for  honesty,  bravery,  kind- 
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keartedness,  and  all  the  virtues  that  may  render 
nan  estimable ;  and  truly,  amid  the  heartless 
sclfi&hoesa  and  contemptible  pride,  so  conspi- 
cuous in  the  character  of  the  worldling,  there  is 
BomelVing  refreshing  in  the  childlike  simplicity 
and  noble  generosity  of  a  true  son  of  the  ocean. 

And  in  no  one  point  did  honest  Ben  Frank- 
lin fall  short  of  the  character  of  a  genuine 
British  tar.  With  tlie  courage  of  the  lion,  he 
possessed  the  giiildcaa  simplicity  of  the  dove  ; 
and  while  incapable  of  injuring  any,  he  believed 
all  were  prompted  by  the  same  kindly  feelings 
that  glowed  in  his  own  honest  breast;  and  thus, 
totally  unguarded,  he  was  the  constant  prey  of 
ti>e  designing  and  the  froUcksome,  who  in  turn 
mnilcd  him  ;  the  one  to  be  possessed  of  his 
prize  money,  and  the  other  to  inveigle  him  into 
•ituationa  in  which  his  uu sophisticated  natura 
afforded  rich  food  for  mirth.  He  was  brother 
to  the  old  woman,  who  had  been  to  him  as  a 
Dtother  in  the  days  of  his  childliood ;  but  ths 
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!  of  fortune,  which  forced  her  to  seeli 
shelter  in  a  lowly  col,  had  also  obliged  her  to 
consent  to  pc>or  Ben'a  becoming  a  cnbin  boy  ; 
Bud  to  her  other  Bourcea  of  regret,  in  afterttincs, 
was  that  of  knowing  his  lot  was  cast  among 
those,  who  would  either  hate  him  for  still  ad- 
hering to  catholicity,  or,  giving  themselves  no 
trouble  about  the  matter,  allow  him  to  continue 
unmolested  in  the  exercise  of  a  mode  of  wor- 
ship, she  had  learaed  to  regard  as  idolatrous. 

During  the  few  brief  visits  Ben  had  paid  his 
sister,  she  had  laboured  earnestly  to  nia  him 
from  the  errora  of  his  church;  but  in  vain. 
Open  to  conviction  on  every  other  subject, 
and  regarding  hisstster  with  a  veneration,  which 
exalted  her  above  evtry  earthly  being,  he  yet 
heard  her  on  the  subject  of  religion  not  merely 
with  iodiffcrcurc,  but  with  a  degree  of  anger, 
which  took  its  rise  from  the  mortification  be 
feV.  that  one,  regarded  in  every  other  point  an 
pcriccl,  should  have  been  led  to  listen  to  wbat^ 
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he  considered  the  impious  tenets  of  a  daring 
heretic,  who,  by  his  blasphemous  doctrinea  had 
Tentttred  to  descCTate  all  most  holy  in  the 
church.  Some  years  had  passed  since  they  had 
met ;  hot  a  few  weeks  being  allowed  the 
honest  sailor  from  the  duties  of  hia  service,  he 
hastened  down  to  fiiid  again  this  still  fondly 
loved  relative.  He  found  her  sinking  beneath 
(he  pressure  of  age  and  poverty ;  and  just 
arrifed  in  time  to  comfort  her  departing  spirit, 
by  promising  to  supply  her  place  in  the  care 
of  little  Harry  Knoz. 

At  the  moment  we  hnvc  introduced  him, 
Ben  Franklin  entered  the  lowly  cabin,  bending 
beneath  the  weight  o(  a  large  basket,  the  con- 
tents of  which  had  been  obtained  at  the  ei- 
1|>ense  of  vast  fatigue.  Perceiving  that  the  ob- 
ject of  hia  solicitude  slept,  the  sailor  placed  his 
ponderous  load  cautiously  on  the  ground,  then 
drawing  the  window  curtain  so  as  to  exclude 
a  sunbeam,  which  played  on  llic  face  of  the 
c  3 
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sleeper,  as  if  seeking  (o  rekiodle  the  warmtb 
life  in  that  marble  cheek  and  sunken  eye, 
crept  with  the  caution  of  a  fond  mother,  fe 
ful  of  disturbing  her  infant's  slumber, 
Heated  himself  beside  the  lowly  eoucfa. 

.Vt  length  the  old  woman  once  more  opened 
her  eyes,  and  gazed  around  nith  the  startled, 
bewildered  look,  which  accompanies  the  sudden 
waking  of  those,  whose  mortal  life  is  closing, 
A  hen  the  spirit,  hovering  between  this  world 
and  the  next,  is  unable  for  a  moment  to  deter- 
mine, whether  it  is  still  a  prisoner 
tenement  of  clay,  or  is  admitted  into  that 
known  region  where  all  is  new,  and  ei 
seeks  around  for  those  dear,  familii 
nhich  it  had  fondly  dreamed  would  be  the 
to  welcome  it  to  the  land  of  bliss 

As  Den  beheld  the  auxioua  eye  wandering 
feebly  in  search  of  something,  which  apparently 
did  not  meet  its  gaze,  he  felt  the  delightful 
conviction,  that  the  moment  bad   arrived  when 
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the  awakened  soul,  repenting  Us  past  heresy^ 
was  about  to  cast  offtbetrammek  in  which  it 
had  been  bound  bj  an  h^^tical  creeds  and^  by 
eonfeasion  and  recantation^  seek  for  re-admit* 
tance  into  the  bosom  oi  Holy  Mother  Church. 
Animated  by  this  delightful  assurance,  he 
took  from  his  bosom  a  small  iroiy  crucifix,  and, 
devoutly  kissing  the  little  image,  held  it  before 
the  dying  woman^  whispering,  at  the  same 
time,  that  Father  Ambrose  was  waiting  not  far 
off,  and  would  be  with  her  in  a  moment*  But 
this  « ell  meant  proffer  did  not  meet  with  the 
reception  he  had  looked  for*  With  more 
energy  than  could  have  been  expected  in  one 
so  feeble,  the  dying  woman  repulsed  the  hand 
that  held  towards  her  the  symbol  of  an  idola- 
trous worship,  saying* 

*<  1  carry  them  in  my  heart,  and  need  not  a 
senseless  image  to  remind  me  of  my  Re- 
deemer*^ 

*^  Avast^  sister!^    the  honest   sailor  said 
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mortified  and  astouisbed  at  the  destruction  of 
bis  bopeSj  *^  I  tbougbtj  d'ye  see^  tbat  being 
about  to  set  sail  on  tbe  ocean  of  eternity,  it 
would  not  be  amiss  for  tbe  priest  to  tbrow  in 
a  little  ballast;  just  by  way  of  keeping  tbe 
vessel  steady ;  but  maybap  tbere's  one  of  your 
Own  people  you  would  Uke  to  comfort  you ;  if 
80,  tell  me,  and  be  sball  be  her6  in  the  twink- 
ling of  an  eye,  tbough  I  am  obliged ,  to  bring 
him  througb  tbe  water  on  my  back.'' 

^^It  needs  not,''  the  old  woman  repliedy 
^  He  that  is  with  me  is  greater  than  earthly 
beings ;  and  to  His  guidance  I  can  safely  trust, 
even  in  tbe  dark  and  gloomy  valley  of  death." 

Honest  Ben  listened  in  silence  to  a  language 
perfectly  new  to  him,  nor  could  he  for  one 
moment  understand,  how  any  one  durst  die 
without  the  absolution,  he  had  been  taught  to 
consider  essential  to  a  soul's  reception,  even 
into  purgatory.  Affection  for  his  sister  forbade 
him  to  yield  the  point  without  further  efibrt ; 
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and  another  motive  equally  powerful,  was 
fownd  in  the  alarm  occasioned  by  divers  con- 
irersaiioas,  held  with  Father  Ambrose,  respect- 
ing  the  awful  condiiioo  of  a  soul  about 
to  be  condemned  to  everlasting  darkness, 
a  doom,  which  even  the  bribe  of  all  the 
prize  money  Ben  might  hereafter  touch,  and 
wliich  was  to  be  laid  out,  at  the  priest's  dis- 
cretion, in  Masses  for  the  tortured  spirit,  could 
prevail  on  the  inexorable  denunciator  to  re- 
verse. Horror  at  the  recollection  of  this  awful 
coiuleni nation  therefore  concurred,  witbfraternal 
auction,  in  urging  poor  Ben  again  to  return  to 
the  charge  ;  as  be  believed,  in  the  simplicity  of 
hit  heart,  that,  could  the  invalid  be  prevailed 
on,  but  fur  one  moment,  to  receive  a  visit  from 
Father  Ambrose,  all  further  anxiety  »ould  be 
(pared  on  her  account ;  and  since  she  must  die, 
he  should  at  least  have  the  satiafaccion  of  know- 
ing ail  vras  right  with  her  soul,  which  mif;ht 
'reasanably  be  expected  to  escape  with  a  few 
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years  of  purgatory,  a  term  he  promised  himself 
the  satisfaction  of  abridging  by  liberal  gifts  to 
the  holy  Roman  see.  Bending  over  her,  he 
besought  the  dying  woman,  with  all  the  per- 
suasive eloquence  be  was  master  of,  not  to  resist 
the  power  of  the  church,  setting  before  her  the 
dreadful  consequences  of  departing  under  the 
malediction  of  the  priest. 

Suddenly  raising  herself  with  a  power  that 
seemed  supernatural,  she  answered  : — 

^  Time  was,  when  like  you,  Ben,  I  too  was 
fettered  by  the  superstitions  of  a  papist,  and 
God  knows  the  struggle  it  cost  me  to  free  my- 
self from  the  chain — to  free  myself  did  I  say  ? 
that  had  indeed  been  impossible,  since  what 
human  strength  is  equal  to  burst  the  iron 
bonds,  in  which  the  priests  of  Rome  have  bound 
their  victims;  what  human  mind,  unaided 
by  a  higher  power,  could  bear  up  under  their 
bitter  curse,  or  resist  the  more  dangerous  poison 
of  their  persuasive  eloquence.    What  mortal  ia 
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ibere  but  must  feel  the  overpowering  influence 
of  th&t  Bpiendour  and  seemioglj  awful  Bolem- 
nity,  with  vrhtcb  they  ioveat  their  idolatrous 
ritea.  All  this  I,  a  weak  woman,  was  permitted 
to  rise  above,  thanks  be  to  Him  who  gave  me 
the  victory ;  and  in  this  hojr,  when  I  go  to 
prove  the  reality  of  those  truths,  X  have  been 
allowed  to  embrace,  and  the  worthless  vanity 
of  those  beggarly  elements,  to  which  1  once 
clung,  may  thi;  Redeemer,  who  1  trust  is  about 
to  receive  the  soul  he  died  for,  hear  the  prayer 
which  I  offer  up  for  you,  ray  brother,  still  in 
the  bonds  of  idolatry ;  and  may  He  in  mercy 
open  the  eyes  of  your  underatan cling,  that  you 
may  see  the  awful  precipice  on  which  you 
stand ;  ani  before  it  be  too  late,  may  you  flee 
for  safety  to  the  rock  of  ages,  that  true  rock  on 
which  Ui>  church  is  built,  and  against  which 
the  gatfii  of  hell  shall  never  prevail." 

She  sunk  back  in   utter  exhaustion,  but  he 
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eye,  still  raised  to  heaven,  and  the  fervent  exr 
pression  of  her  pallid  brow,  plainly  beqpoke  a 
spirit  rising  above  the  weakness  of  X)kJL  teoer 
ment  of  clay,  still  its  prison,  and  wrestling  in 
earnest  prayer  in  behalf  of  those  to  whom  h«r 
earthly  affections  yet  clung. 

Believing  his  grandmother  was  about  to 
faint,  the  boy  raised  the  cup  of  wine  to  her 
lip  with  a  trembling  hand.  She  received  th/s 
welcome  draught  eagerly,  then  a  faint  smile 
played  over  her  hollow  cheek,  as  she  laid  her 
withered  hand  on  the  curly  head  of  her  darling. 

'^  May  Grod  bless  thee,  my  boy,''  she  said, 
'^  and  may  he  continue  you  in  the  faith,  1  have 
sought  to  instil  into  your  young  mind.  Ben," 
she  continued,  looking  earnestly  at  her  brother, 
while  a  portion  of  her  failing  energy  for  a  mo- 
ment ebbed  back  to  her  eye,  "  as  you  value  the 
blessing  of  a  dying  sister,  seek  not  to  lead  this 
lamb  from  the  fold  into  which,  I  hope,  he  is 
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adcypCed ;  lemember  mj  last  request^  and  may 
this  blessed  child,  I  leave  to  your  care,  prove 
Ihe  jneana  <^  leading  you  aright !'' 

A  ooDTulsive  motion  stopped  her  further 
QltenDoe;  one  short  struggle,  and  she  lay 
peaceful  in  death.  A  cry  of  horror  burst  from 
the  boy,  as  he  marked  the  fearful  change  pass 
across  the  features  of  his  grandmother,  and 
hiding  his  eyes,  as  if  to  shut  out  a  sight  to  him 
so  appalling,  he  dashed  himself  on  the  ground, 
with  all  the  despair  of  first  and  passionate  grief. 

The  sailor  sought  not  to  disturb  this  natural 
effusion  of  feeling;  indeed  his  mind  was,  at 
the  mon^ent,  painfiiUy  divided  between  sorrow 
for  his  departed  sister,  and  the  difficulty  of 
finding  any  one  likely  to  lend  assistance  in  the 
necessary  arrangements,  previous  to  the  inter- 
ment. The  efibrt  must  however  be  made,  and 
he  entered  the  nearest  cottage  to  pray,  that  the 
good  woman  who  inhabited  it,  would  perform 
the  needful  offices  for  the  departed ;  but  he  met 
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only  denial ;  his  sister  had  died  under  the  bao 
of  the  church,  and  woe  to  the  Catholic,  who 
should  presume  to  lay  a  finger  on  the  corpse 
unhallowed  by  the  consecrated  oil.  The  sailor 
met  with  no  better  success  in  one  or  two  others. 

'^  She  was  aye  an  uncanny  chield,"  one  of 
the  gossips  observed^  ^^  an'  doubtless  it  wad  be 
an  unco'  risk  for  ony  christian  to  meddle  wi 
her,  sin  the  deil  had,  nae  doubt — provided  a 
muckle  company  to  watch  abune  the  corse,  lest 
it  should  be  rescued  fra'  his  claws.*' 

With  many  such  consolatory  speeches  was 

« 

honest  Ben  greeted,  until  almost  driven  to  de- 
spair, he  was  about  to  retrace  his  steps,  when 
*^  a  new  made  widow/'  who  had  found  means 
to  admire,  through  her  tears,  the  honest  sailor's 
frank  look  and  merry  eye,  was  induced,  for  the 
sake  of  christian  charity,  to  take  upon  herself 
the  abhorred  office  of  preparing  a  heretic  corpse 
for  its  unhallowed  sepulchre;  and  following 
Ben  to  the  cottage,  gladdened  his  heart  by  the 
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zeal,  with  which  she  rnnde  every  arrangement. 
The  first  difficulty  overcome,  it  now  remained 
to  seek  a  minister  of  the  gospel,  who  would 
consign  the  inanimate  clay  to  its  kindred  dust. 
This  did  not  prove  so  difficult  an  undertak- 
ing as  the  first ;  for  though  the  inhabitants  of 
the  little  hamlet,  in  which  he  was  placed  for  a 
time,  still  adhered  to  the   ancient  faith,  a  few 
miles  only  separated  it  from  one,  equally  devoted 
to  the  reformed  religion.     Ben   Franklin,  who 
had  been  taught  to  consider  the  teachers  of  this 
impious  heresy  as  a  species  of  monster,  beheld, 
with  some  surprise,   the  mild  and  benevolent 
countenance  of  the  venerable  man  to  whom  he 
was  directed.    A  degree  of  awe,  for  which  he 
conid  not  account,  stole  over  the  rough  sailor, 
as  he  silently  rendered   the   homage  which  is 
paid,  even   for  a  time,  by  the  most  depraved, 
to  that  sacred  dignity  of  demeanour,  with  which 
the  humble  and  devoted  follower  of  his  heavenly 
master  is  invested* 
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The  minister  listened  with  patient  attentui 
to  the  sailor*!  request,  couched  in  terms  som 
what  difficult  to  be  understood. 

"  Your  sister,  my  friend,"  he  said,  when  i 
speaker  had  S&iabed,  "  was  brought  to 
ktowledge  of  the  truth,  as  it  is  set  before  us  i 
[he  written  word  of  God  ;  and  has  the  sam 
mercy  been  vouchsafed  to  you  ?" 
Ben  shook  his  head. 
"  I  am  still  a  child  of  Holy  Mother  Clmrch,*«( 
he  rei>lied,  "  and  I  hope  no  gfience,  if  1  say,  n 
heretic  shall  wreck  the  faith  of  Ben  Franhi 
lin." 

The  worthy  pastor  saw  this  was  not  the  tnor 
mciii  to  attempt  a  refutation  of  that  faith, 
boldly  avowed ;  he  therefore  breathed  a  sileol 
prayer,  that  the  honeai  and  simple  minded  ■ 
being  beside  him,  might  be  another  brand 
plucked  from  the  burning;  and  satisfied  with 
his  promise,  that  he  would  not  fail  to  be  on  the 
spot  indicated,  the  following  mot  ning,  the  i 
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lomcuKis  object  of  his  soUcitade  returned  to 
comfort  kis  still  mourning  charge* 

True  to  his  appointment,  the  minister  was 
found  at  his  post,  and  the  simple  and  beautiful 
•ervicey  which  hallows  the  resting  place  of  the 
deady  being  finished^  Ben  drew  from  his  pocket 
a  well  worn  leathern. pouch,  and  taking  thence 
a  small  silver  coin,  proffered  it  to  the  minister, 
but  the  latter  declined  it,  saying.  '<  Thanks 
worthy  friend,  but  I  take  not  money  for  doing 
my  duty  to  such  as  you  ;  keep  the  offering, 
you  may  hereafter  need  it/^ 

"  But  if  not  for  yourself,"  Ben  replied,  still 
pressing  upon  him  the  little  coin,  in  blunt 
sincerity,  and  with  no  small  degree  of  embar- 
rassment, ^  take  it  for  the  use  of  my  poor 
sister's  soul.'^ 

^^  Thy  sister's  soul  is  above  all  that  we  can 
offer  for  it ;  nor  can  all  the  atonements  now 
made,  change  one  tittle  of  its  destiny.  Let  it 
be  thy  comfort,  friend,  that  iu  the  kingdom  of 
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her  Redeemer^  she  is  now  eDJoyiog  happiness 
that  passes  our  understanding/^ 

Thelooksof  the  sailor  expressed  not  satis- 
faction. 

^*  I  hope^  sir/'  he  said^  '^  that  in  time  she 
may  be  happy^  but  she  died  in  error,  and  the 
purgatory  of  sueh^  holy  father  Ambrose  says^ 
must  be  sharp;  and  he  even  doubts  that 
being  able  to  save  her  from  everlasting  pain. 
Yet^  he  says^  a  few  dead  Masses  may  do 
good." 

''  Believe  him  not ;  his  prayers  and  idola- 
trous sacrifices  are  alike  unavailing ;  as  the  tree 
falls  so  it  must  lie.'' 

^Till  somebody  comes  with  ropes,  and 
drags  it  away/'  Ben  quickly  rejoined.  '^  Now, 
your  honor,  the  masses,  which  Father  Ambrose 
shall  say  for  my  sister's  soul,  are  the  ropes 
which  shall  drag  it  out  of  purgatory.'' 

The  minister  turned  towar43  Harry  Knox, 
probably  to  conceal  the  smile^  which   involun- 
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taril;  stole  over  hia  faee,  at  Ben's  abrvd  wffii 
cation  of  his  9ugf«atMO. 

"  And  are  ^ on,  too, »  papix?"  he  adEsd. 

"  Mr  graadmolber  was  «  PnuaaMf"  the 
bo;  answered,  "aod  the  lold  me  1  waat  be 
one  too." 

**  God  preaerre  yoa  in  the  war,  mj  aon  I  jwm 
•ill  indeed  need  His  oU  powcrjoi  aid,  to  fccep 
jfju  therein,  if  exposed,  at  joor  teeder  aga,  ID 
the  wily  priesta  of  Rome ;  but  if  jvm  wiD  floae 
home  with  me,  I  will  teach  joa,  as  toot  gnad- 
mother  tatiglit  yoo." 

Here  Beo  broke  in  upon  the  eomaudoa. 

**  Avast,  your  honor  ■  the  boy  is  all  ikat 
remains  to  me  of  my  flesh  and  blood ;  tad  tan 
your  honor  would  not  entice  bim  ftoaa  ne  |  be 
is  to  set  sail  with  me,  and  while  Bea  Fiaak- 
Itn  baa  a  stirer,  be  shall  never  want  it ;  for  his 
religion,  I  leave  that,  as  welt  as  my  own,  to  the 
priest,  wbo  must  know  a  deal  more 
souk  than  we  do,  seeing  as  bow  tbey  1 
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debtor  and  creditor  account  between  us  and 
heaven^  and  have  a  care  we  don't  over  charge 
the  log  book/' 

^  Yet  I  would  preserve  the  lamb/'  the  minis* 
ter  rejoined>  ^^  in  the  right  fold  ;  he  is  young, 
and  must  be  exposed  to  much  danger,  both  of 
body  and  soul,  in  the  course  of  Ufe  to  which 
you  destine  him ;  leave  him  then  with  me,  my 
friend ;  he  ii*ill  be  a  heavy  burden  upon  you ; 
I  will  relieve  you  from  it ;  with  me  he  shall 
be  carefully  kept ;  and  such  an  education  be* 
stowed  upon  him,  as  shall  enable  him  to 
fill  my  place,  when  it  shall  please  God  to 
call  me  home.  He  shall  replace  in  my  home 
and  heart,  the  son  I  have  lost." 

The  sailor  again  shook  his  head.  '^  Tou 
will  teach  the  boy  to  hate  his  old  unde,  be- 
cause he  is  not  one  of  your  own  folk ;  no, 
no,  Harry  Knox  must  be  an  honest  man,  as 
far  as  I  can  make  him  one ;  no  ofience  to 
your  honor,  but,  1  hold  it  better  he  should  go 
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aft  with  a  light  hearty  aad  a  clear  conscieiice^ 
than  ataj  at  home  to  carae  thoae^  who  maj- 
hap  have  never  done  or  wished  him  ill.  And 
as  fat  eddjcation,  whj,  d*ye  se^  I  hold  that 
same  verj  cheap  'canae  why  ?   I  never  knew 
good  oome  of  it^  my  poor  aister^  that'a  dead 
and  gone^  ahe  had  a  power  of  book  laming, 
and  tfaat'a  thereaaon.  Father  Ambrose   says, 
why  she  took  such  queer    fancies   about   re- 
ligion.    So  thank  you  for  Harry  ;  all  the  lam- 
ing he  will  have,  must  be  to   box   the   com- 
pass, and  heave  the  lead.      Howsomever,  we 
are  obliged  to  your  honor,   and   if  ever  you 
want  a   firiend  to   stand    by  you,  why,  Ben 
Franklin's  the  man,  that  won't  shrink/* 

'*  Thanks,  honest  friend,  for  your  kindly 
ofiier;  and  better  aid,  or  a  more  tmsty  arm, 
I  would  never  seek,  did  I  deem  security  might 
be  found  in  one  of  flesh ;  I  will  return  your 
good  will  by  sincere  prayer,  which  shall  be 
constantly  offered  up  to  the  throne  of  grace. 
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that  you  may  be  turned  from  error,  and  that 
this  dear  child  may  be  preserved  in  the  right 
path/' 

He  shook  the  boy  atfectionately  by  the  hand, 
then  slowly,  and  with  reluctance,  quitted  one 
whose  youth  and  prepossessing  countenance 
had  strongly  interested  him  in  his  favour. 
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CHAPTER  III, 


Taking  the  privilege,  allowed  to  story  tellers 
io  general,  we  shall  not  attempt  mioutely  to  fill 
up  the  years,  which  intervened  between  Harry 
Knox's  childhood,  and  the  period,  when  ve 
thtll  again  present  him  to  the  reader;  it  will 
be  sufficient  to  state,  that  he  became  enthusi- 
astically attached  to  the  life  of  a  sailor,  and 
that  be  had  firmly  resisted  every  ofTer  of  ad- 
vancement, which  his  gallant  conduct  had,  on 
more  than  one  occasion,  procured  for  him,  lest 
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he  might  thereby  be  separated  from  a  relative, 
to  whom  he  was  united  both  by  the  ties  of 
gratitude  and  affection. 

A  signal  service^  which  it  was  the  young 
sailor's  good  fortune  to  render  Sir  John  Norris, 
was  repaid  in  the  manner,  which  was  found 
most  agreeable  to  his  feelings;  and  honest 
Ben,  owner  of  a  small  trading  vessel^  trod  the 
deck  with  all  the  pride  of  a  youthful  monarch, 
in  the  "  first  morning  of  his  reign.**  Nothing 
seemed  wanting  to  bis  perfect  contentment,  for 
with  his  gift,  Sir  John  Norris  had  recommended 
the  old  veteran  so  strongly  to  the  notice  of 
Queen  Elizabeth,  that  she  frequently  employed 
him  in  the  secret  and  important  missions,  so 
continually  passing  between  the  courts  of 
Englaiid  and  Scotland. 

It  is  well  known,  that  the  constant  policy  of 
Elizabeth  was  to  ferment  and  keep  alive  the 
spirit  of  discontent,  which  distracted  that 
wretched  country;  now  openly  profeasing  to 
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teke  part  with  the  governmeiit  against  the 
people^  and  anon,  stirring  up  the  passions  of 
the  people  against  their  rulers,  promising  them 
protection  in  her  dominions,  when  their  deeds 
of  TioleQce  had  drawn  down  upon  them  the 
cbastiaement,  due  to  their  open  violation  of 
their  allegiance  to  their  sovereign.  Thus  the 
wily  queen,  though  by  turns  deceiving  both 
parties,  was  enabled  to  hold  in  her  hand  the 
destinies  of  Scotland. 

Under  these  circumstances,  a  trusty  messen^ 
ger,  such  as  Ben  Franklin,  was  an  invaluable 
acquisition.  Nor  did  the  circumstance  of  his 
professing  the  Ronush  religion  render  him,  in 
any  d^;ree,  less  fitted  for  such  an  office, 
tteasons,  which  will  appear  hereafter,  had  pro- 
duced in  his  mind  a  singular  aversion  to  all 
belonging  to  the  Scottish  court;  and  he  impli- 
citly believed  the  protestations  made  by  Eliza- 
beth, that  her  sole  aim  was,  to  promote  a  purer 
finrm  of  government,  which,  she  declared,  could 
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only  be  effected^  by  detaining  Mary  in  the  cap« 
tivity  in  ivhich  she  had  placed  her,  and  raising 
to  the  throne  one  better  fitted  to  govern,  than 
she  had  proved  herself. 

In  the  simplicity  of  his  heart,  Ben  Franklin 
concluded  that  the  religion  of  mother  and  son 
must  be  the  same,  and  he  felt  therefore  less 
scrupulous  in  aiding  the  exclusion  of  one  papist 
from  the  throne,  since  a  better  was  to  be  sub- 
stituted. In  all  these  excursions  he  was  ac* 
companied  by  his  nephew,  whose  very  name 
insured  him  a  welcome  reception  among  the 
reformers,  for,  led  away  by  their  notions  of 
clanship,  and  knowing  too  that  he  professed 
the  reformed  religion,  they  naturally  decided, 
that  a  portion  of  John  Knox's  spirit  must  de- 
scend upon  his  young  relative.  True  they 
marvelled,  that  he  should  cling  so  fondly  to  one 
still  in  the  bonds  of  iniquity ;  but  they  com- 
forted themselves  with  the  hope,  that  when 
Satan  should  have  claimed  his  own,  the  youth. 
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hiving  oo  longer  anj  temptation  to  continue 
his  wandering  life,  would  quietly  settle  among 
them,  and  be  no  more  exposed  to  dangers, 
arising  from  stormy  seas,  or,  what  w%s  ^ually 
to  be  dreaded,  the  delusive  notions  of  a 
Minded  papist. 

Many  times  the  little  vessel  had  passed  to 
and  fro,  laden  with  divers  articles  of  merchan- 
dize, and  usually  containing  more  than  met 
the  eye  of  the  general  observer.  No  danger 
was  apprehended,  for  though,  in  these  perilous 
times,  pirates  were  far  from  uncommon,  Ben 
Franklin  held  any  such,  who  might  appear 
in  his  latitude,  in  utter  contempt,  deeming 
them  rather  bugbears  calculated  to  frighten 
timid  women  and  children,  than  to  raise  a  fear 
to  the  bold  mariner's  bosom.  But  he  was 
destined  to  experience  the  insecurity  of  the 
mortal  who  boasted  in  his  own  strength. 

It  was  on  his  return  from  a  most  successful 
cruise  to  the  Scottish  shores,  where  he  had 
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disposed  of  his  cargo  much  to  his  satisfaction, 
that  honest  Ben  vas  pacing  the  deck  of  his 
little  vessel,  i/rith  conscious  pride,  exulting 
in  increasing  wealth,  and  drawing  plana  for 
further  emolument.  The  number  of  persons 
on  board  had  been  encreased,  by  the  addi- 
tion of  passengers,  an  event  rendered  not 
unfrequent  by  the  fame  which  the  little  trader 
had  acquired  as  a  fast  sailer. 

The  day  had  been  hot,  and  all  on  board  were 
assembled  on  the  deck,  to  enjoy  the  cool 
breeze  which  had  sprang  up  as  the  sun  went 
down.  Among  the  figures,  whose  dark  gar- 
ments, rendered  more  sombre  by  the  deepening 
shades  of  evening,  gave  a  solemn  appearance 
to  the  deck,  might  be  discerned  the  lighter 
drapery  of  female  attire.  The  presence  of 
an  individual  of  the  softer  sex  was  a  circum- 
stance sufficiently  remarkable,  as  how  much 
soever  the  culture  of  their  minds,  together  with 
early  hours  and  substantial  aliments,  approach* 


habt  btdart. 

td  them  to  the  mascuItDe,  still  the  rigid  ao- 
bons  of  decorum,  which  obtained,  in  the  golden 
dajra  of  good  Queen  Bess,  forbade  ladies  travel' 
ling  far  Irom  home.  The  fact,  however  astonish- 
ing, was  nevertheless  certain  ;  two  were  actual- 
ly Kated  on  the  deck  of  that  trader ;  and  as 
far  as  could  be  discovered  of  her  form  and  fea- 
tureis  one  was  young  and  beautiful,  while  the 
other  was  of  an  age  and  bearing,  well  adapted 
to  the  character  of  duenna.  The  rest  of  the 
young  lady's  body-guard  consisted  of  a  vener- 
able looking  man,  whose  atfectionate,  though 
mpectful  attentions  to  his  young  mistress, 
marked  him  as  a  domestic  of  rather  a  superior 
stamp ;  oue  who  hod  probably  watched  her 
from  the  cradle  to  that  age,  when  the  frolic 
glee  of  the  child,  is  about  to  be  exchanged 
for  the  more  dignilied  grace  of  the  woman. 
Whether  the  homage  usually  paid  to  youth 
and  beauty,  or  the  knowledge,  that  their  fellow 
D  3 
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travellers  were  of  gentle  blood,  caused  the 
marked  difference,  with  which  they  were  treated 
by  d)  around,  we  will  not  pretend  to  determine ; 
but  it  was  evident,  that  such  was  yielded  and 
received  by  the  younger  lady  with  all  that 
winning  courtesy,  which  shewed  she  wbs  per- 
fectly accustomed  to  it. 

The  guidance  of  the  vessel  was  left  princi- 
paily  to  Harry  Knox,  who,  absorbed  in  the 
pcrforniancc  of  his  duty,  seemed  regardless  of 
all,  save  the  palb  of  his  charge  through  the 
fooDiing  billows.  Suddenly  the  silence,  which 
had  for  sonic  time  reigued  in  tlte  little  barque, 
was  broken  by  the  deep,  hoarse  tones  of  Ben 
I'Vaiiklin  exclaiming  "  sail  a  head !"  an  intima- 
tion for  his  nephew,  who  stood  at  the  helm,  to 
avoid  the  danger  which  might  arise  should  the 
two  vcB&els  approach  too  near  in  the  dim  and 
uncertain  shades  of  twilight.  But  the  | 
cautions  taken  to  avoid  so  perilous  a  collis 
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proved  unavailing,  from  the  circumstance  of  the 
BpproachJDg  vessel  being  bent  on  accomplishing 
the  very  end  the  other  sought  to  avoid. 

Bearing  down  upon  the  little  trader,  as  a 
hawk  pounces  on  his  prey,  ic  was  along  side  in 
a  moment,  and  a  rough  voice  called  out "  heave 
to,  or  we  fire."  The  attack  was  so  sudden  and 
uolootced  for  that  there  was  no  time  for  pre- 
paration to  make  defence.  Yet  the  spirit  of 
the  British  Sailor  could  not  tamely  yield, 
though  Ben  saw  that  the  superior  size  of  the 
enemy's  ship,  crowded  as  it  was  with  grim  and 
warUke  forms,  forbade  all  hope  of  eOectual  re- 
sistance. Snatching  up  a  hatchet  that  lay '  be- 
side him  ;  he  called  on  the  little  crew  to  strike 
one  blow  for  their  colors,  before  they  su'bmitted 
the  base  thieves,  who  threatened  so  loudly. 

More  than  one  of  the  assailants  paid  with  his 
life  for  this  outrage  on  ihe  peaceful  trader  j  hut 
superior  force  prevailed  ;  and  a  blow  from  the 
captain  of  the  band,  which  stretched  poor   Ben 
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on  the  deck,  was  the  signal  for  further  oppi 
tion  to  cease.  In  vain  Harry  Knox  called  i 
the  men  to  revenge  their  leader's  death, 
coif  yield  with  life ;  he  was  in  the  grasp  of  his 
uncle's  murderer,  a  man  of  herculean  strength, 
who  hurled  him  to  the  ground,  with  a  force 
that  for  a  few  moments  deprived  him  of  sense. 

The  leader  of  the  pirates,  having  thus  freed 
himself  from  his  youthful  opponent,  turned 
towards  that  part  of  the  vessel  occupied  by  the 
two  females,  who  sat  in  speechless  horror, 
spectators  of  the  scene  of  blood  and  carnage 
which  was  acting  around  them.  The  elder  lady 
had,  at  the  first  alarm,  caught  her  young 
charge  to  her  bosom,  as  if  to  screen  her  fi-om 
the  threatened  danger ;  but  though  unable 
to  free  herself  from  that  convulsive  gnsp, 
the  native  courage  of  the  Scottish  maiden  im> 
pellcd  her  to  look  on  the  strife,  and  while  a 
shudder  passed  through  her  slight  frame,  as 
she  beheld  one  aAer    another   struck   down. 
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and  the  deck  slippery  with  bloody  still  her  eye 
was  fixed  on  the  leader  of  that  bold  band^  with 
the  gaze,  that  marks  the  bird  fascinated  by  a 
snake. 

As  he  approached,  a  deadlier  hue  spread 
over  her  face,  but  she  moved  not  until  she  be- 
held the  old  man,  who  had  so  long  been  her 
fidthful  attendant,  struck  down  at  her  feet,  as  he 
fisebly  essayed  to  raise  his  once  vigorous  arm,  in 
defence  of  his  young  mistress,  then,  throwing  off 
the  detaining  arms  of  her  companion,  she  cast 
herself  on  her  knees  beside.the  fallen  man,  as  if 
to  screen  him  from  further  violence,  and  resol- 
ved to  receive  such  in  her  own  person,  rather 
then  see  it  inflicted  on  him.  But  her  care  was 
needless  ;  the  hand  that  had  dealt  the  blow  was 
seldom  known  to  strike  twice,  and  the  old  man, 
after  making  a  feeble  effort  to  rise,  stretched 
his  limbs  convulsively  and  expired. 

Apparently,  the  death  of  this  last  victim  had 
a  softening  effect  oit  the  pirate ;  he  threw  the 
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reeking  aword  from  his  hand,  as  he  besought 
the  kneeling  girl  to  be  unJer  tio  apprehension, 
at  the  same  lime  prodering  her  assistance  to 
rise.  She  shuddered  as  she  drew  more  closely 
around  her  the  tartan  plaid,  which  had  partially 
fallen  from  her  shoulders,  in  her  efforts  to  save 
the  faithful  attendant,  and  rtsing,  with  an  air  of 
dignity,  pointed,  as  a  reply,  to  the  bleeding 
corpse  at  her  feet ;  then  again  took  her  station 
beside  her  friend. 

The  pirate  followed  her  steps ;  and  in  spite 
of  the  Bhuddering  horror  with  which  she  re- 
coiled from  his  touch,  took  her  band,  for  the 
purpose  of  leading  her  to  his  ship. 

"  May  1  not  die  here  ?"  she  said,  in  a  tone 
of  forced  calmness,  "  I  will  give  you  what 
money  I  possess ;  leave  mc  but  with  Dame 
Margaret  and  1  will  think  it  well  bestowed." 

"  Fair  lady,"  the  pirate  replied  in  a  tone  of 
soilness,  which  conlrasted  strangely  with 
his  wild  look,  aod  still  wilder  deeds,  "  Tear  no- 
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thingfrom  me; though  at  worwilh  all  manlcind, 
ind  hunted  like  a  wild  beast,  by  those  who 
o«c  their  lives  and  fortunes  to  me,  yet,  to 
luch  u  you,  I  can  offer  no  violence ;  for  by 
I  iiqr  hnightly  oath   I  am  sworn  to  defend  the 

•  knightly  oath!"  the  lady    said,    for 
'  Ae  StM  litne  looking  steadfastly  at  the  speaker, 
"  1  marvel  to  hear  such   words  from  the  lips 


"  A  robber,  you  would  say,"  he  added  with  a 
■mile  of  bitterness,  as  she  hesitated  to  tinish 
ber  speech,  "  well,  be  it  so  ;  the  world  has 
forced  that  name  upon  me,  and  I  must  sustain 
the  character  it  has  in  its  wisdom  invested  mc 
«ilh;  aye,  and  I  will  sustain  it,"  he  gnashed 
his  t«eth  in  a  momentary  fit  of  passion,  "  even 
by  siicb  deeds  aa  you  have  now  witnessed, 
ontil  tbe  craven  hound%  who  forced  me  upon  a 
[  lover't  life,  shall  tremble,  as  the  breeze  wafts 
past  them  the  daring  exploits  of  the  northern 
D  5 
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pirate.  But  come,  gentle  ladj,  be  pleased  to* 
exchange  this  paltry  cockle  shell  for  jon  trim 
brigantine,  that  darts  through  the  waves,  aa  a 
bird  cleaves  the  air ;  you  must  be  content  to 
seek  the  household  of  a  free  trader.  Nay,  look 
not  so  terrified ;  did  I  not  say  you  have  no  cause 
for  fear.** 

With  a  gentle  but  firm  hand  he  led  the 
trembling  girl  forward,  and  the  next  moment 
found  her  in  a  small  cabin  on  board  the  pirate 
vessel ;  her  faithful  Margaret  was  beside  her. 
When  she  found  they  were  alone,  the  Scottish 
maiden  gave  way  to  the  terror  and  grief  which 
oppressed  her,  and  throwing  herself  on  the 
floor  in  agony  of  weeping,  she  continued  some 
minutes  deaf  to  the  words  of  hope  and  consola- 
tion the  old  lady  addressed  to  her ;  then  start- 
ing up,  she  flew  to  the  small  window,  and  en- 
deavoured to  throw  it  up ;  but  it  mocked  her 
eflbrts. 

"  What  would  you  do,  my  child  ?'*  Dame 
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Mai^garet  demanded^  struck  b j  the  look  of  de- 
qptir  the  poor  girl  turned  upon  her, 

^  What  would  I  do  ?'^  she  replied  in  a  hollow 
tone,  ^*  seek  security  in  death  from  dishonour  ; 
help  me  to  unfasten  this  window.  Dame  Mar- 
gerj,  and  you  shall  see  how  long  my  father's 
diild  will  balance  between  the  two.^ 

^  Yet  calm  thee,  my  child/'  the  old  lady  said 
laying  her  trembling  hand  on  the  maiden's  arm, 
^  we  are  alone,  and  it  seems  in  safety,  for  surely 
had  that  man  of  violence  intended  harm  to  you, 
he  would  not  have  permitted  me  to  share  your 
capcivity  ;  he  means  doubtless  to  hold  you  to 
ransom.'* 

^  To  ransom  !"the  weeping  ^rl  replied,  '^  Alas ! 
who  will  now  succour  me,  an  orphan  ?  will  not 
those  who  hold  my  lands,  rather  rejoice  that 
the  who  stood  between  a  rich  inheritance  and 
them  is  pining  in  a  prison.  Oh  I  would  that  I 
had  remained  in  Scotland,  and  never  sought  the 
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shores  of  England,  it  the  call  of  one  who 
chance  caret  nut  for  me." 

"  Nay,  wrong  not  the  noble  youth,  to  whom 
your  father  in  his  wisdom  affianced  you,"  the 
old  lady  said  somewhat  sternly,  "  his  answer 
to  Lord  Uerries  was  such  as  became  a  discreet 
young  man,  one  I  warrant  who  will  make  a  good 
huaband.** 

'*  Tes,  if  coldness  and  caution  in  bis  ex| 
siona  may  be  taken  as  a  warrant,"  the  mait 
answered,  while  the  proud  blood  mantled  in  her 
pale  cheek,  "  Yet  I  would  that  we  had  rested 
with  my  kind  friend  Lord  Hemes,  until  Tracy 
had  thought  fit  to  fetch  his  bride  ;  that  would 
surely  have  become  my  station  better  than  per- 
mitting me  to  travel  like  a  carl's  wife ;  and  see 
what  has  come  of  it.  My  poor  Jasper,  too,  the 
only  being  beside  yourself,  DamcMnrgarct,wbo 
loved  me,  slain  before  my  eyes,  while  his  only 
crime  was  an  effort  to  save  his  mistrt&s  Irom 
worse  than  death." 


•M 
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'^  He  shared  but  the  fate  of  the  young  and 
winsome^^  Dame  Mai^ry  replied^  ^*  my  old 
heart  bled  to  see  that  boony  chield^  who  guided 
our  ship  so  well,  struck  down  by  the  savage 
man,  who  captured  it  Poor  boy,  none  but  a 
savage  could  have  harmed  him.'' 

Impatient  at  the  digression  the  dame  was 
making  firom  woes  which  it  seemed  to  her 
should  be  all  engrossing,  the  young  lady  paced 
up  and  down  the  little  cabin  ;  seeking  to  calm 
her  irritated  feelings,  lest  she  might  be  induced 
to  utter,  what  might  wound  the  feelings  of 
Dame  Margaret,  who  had  watched  over  her  in- 
fancy with  the  care  and  affection  of  her  lost 
mother.  By  degrees  she  subdued  the  workings 
of  a  spirit  which,  though  calm  and  gentle  in  its 
ordinary  bearing,  was,  when  roused,  such  as 
might  be  supposed  to  descend  from  those  high- 
land chiefs,  who,  rugged  as  their  mountains,  set 
at  defiance,  alike  their  native  monarchs  and 
the  foreign  invader* 
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More  than  one  of  the  female  descendanU 
these  Qorthern  champions,  had  inherited  their 
eires'  dauntless  valour,  and  had  kept  their 
castles,  vlicn  the  death  or  absence  of  tl 
lords,  had  marked  these  abodes, 
prey  to  some  neighbouring  marauder.  But 
far  be  it  from  the  pen  which  undertakes  to 
pourtray  the  Scottish  maiden  of  our  story,  to 
describe  her  as  one  of  these  ferocious  amazoiis, 
nho,  how  much  soever  their  daring  feats  of  tirmt 
muy  excite  our  a&tonishmeDt,  can  have 
claim  to  our  love. 

The  courage  of  woman  to  be  really  admirable 
must  be  a  passive  virtue  ;  and  though  the  basis 
on  which  that  virtue  is  founded,  may  rival 
the  adamant  in  firmness,  still  it  must  be 
adorned  outvardly,  with  those  soft  and  femi- 
nine graces,  which  hke  the  green  and  moss, 
give  no  intimation  of  the  stone  beneath,  Yct^ 
perchance,  had  she  lived  in  those  by-gone  days, 
and  been  nurtured  by  a  Christian  Bruno,  or  » 
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black  Agnes^  she  too  had  been  famous  in  stoiy, 
as  the  defender  of  a  fortress^  or  the  leader  of  a 
desperate  sortie ;  but  her  lot  had  been  cast  in 
times  of  comparative  refinement,  when  the 
beauty  and  graces  of  an  ill  fated  queen,  had 
shone  for  a  brief  space^  over  her  native  land, 
and,  like  the  genial  influence  of  a  sweet  day  in 
springtide,  had  called  forth  a  thousand  fair 
flowerets  over  what  before  was  a  barren  wilder- 
ness. True,  it  might  be  said,  that  serpeuts 
Im-ked  beneath  those  sweet  flowers  ;  and  while 
those  who  were  within  the  immediate  influence 
of  her  winning  graces,  sought  to  imitate  their 
queen,  too  many  among  them  adopted,  with 
those  graces,  a  levity  of  conduct,  which  is  un- 
fortunately sometimes  considered  as  indispen- 
sible,  in  order  to  become  charming  among  those 
who  draw  their  style  from  that  country  of 
fiiscination — France. 

A  near  relative  of  our  heroine  had    been 
among  the  favourite  attendants  of  Queen  Mary, 
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and  afler  the  death  of  the  young  lady's  mother, 
had  for  many  years  supplied  her  place  beside 
the  sweet  orphan,  in  whom  she  found  an  apt 
pupil,  to  whom  she  might  impart  thot>e  graces, 
mental  and  bodily,  she  was  so  well  calculated 
to  teach  both  by  precept  and  example.  SI 
had  been  educated  id  great  seclusion,  as  thi 
around  herjudged,  that  the  engagement  she  was 
under,  according  to  the  tenor  of  her  father's 
will,  would  be  likely  to  prove  a  happy  one  only, 
in  proportion  as  her  young  heart  should  be 
guarded  from  any  other  prepossession. 

Enttmsiastically  attached  to  her  father, 
slightest  wish  expressed  by  him  would  hai 
been  a  law  to  his  daughter;  and  the  idea  of 
calhng  in  question  this  plan  of  bestowing  her 
upon  a  stranger  bridegroom,  would  have 
pearcd  in  the  light  of  sacrilege.  We  will  m 
pretend  to  determine  how  for  the  sight  of  her 
bctrothed's  portrait  might  render  the  arbitrary 
disposal  of  her  band  palatable ;  certainly  ttn 
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face  she  looked  upon  was  not  calculated  to 
afiiight ;  but  the  maiden  placed  the  readiness 
with  vbich  she  entered  into  Iier  father's  views, 
entire];  to  the  lore  and  TeneralioQ  she  owed 
her  deeeased  parent's  memory  ;  and  fur  be  it 
firtHD  DS  to  denote  one  tittle  from  a  motive  so 
pare  and  holy;  yet  we  may  allow  that 
oftpontion  and  mystery  are  both  powerful  in- 
gredieDts  in  maintaining  the  Bre  of  love.  "The 
conne  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth,"  is  a 
truth  no  one  feels  disposed  to  contradict,  but 
wt  wldom  atop  to  enquire  into  the  cause,  or  we 
dioald  find  how  entirely  it  has  its  origin  in  the 
poTcnity  of  human  nature.  Love  allowed  to 
run  smoothly  along,  would,  nine  times  out  of 
ten,  cease  to  exist ;  a  dead  calm  becomes  its 
destruction ;  but  present  a  barrier  to  its  course, 
and  instantly  you  convert  the  peaceful  stream, 
which  but  a  moment  before  threatened  to  stsg- 
oaic,  into  an  impetuous  torrent,  w  hich  gaining 
a  new  impetus  from  every  obstacle  it  has  sur- 
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mounted,  rushes  madly  along  without  allowing 
the  unfortunate  being,  who  ia  under  its  influ- 
ence, a  pause  to  reflect  whither  its  course  tends. 
But  leaving  all  such  useless  disquisitions,  we 
will  return  to  the  decW  uf  the  pirate  ship,  which 
was  cowering  fast  before  a  favoring  wind,  and 
shaping  her  course  in  a  northward  direction. 
The  most  prominent  figures,  at  that  moment, 
occupying  the  deck,  were  those  of  the  pirate 
captain,  and  one  apparently  dead  or  dying  ly- 
ing at  his  feet.  The  pirate  was  a  man  of  about 
iifty  years  of  age,  of  the  middle  height,  robust 
and  well  proportioned,  with  a  grace  of  move* 
ment,  that  might  well  have  suited  a  court;  his 
face  was  handsome,  notwithstanding  the  deep 
lines  which  bad  been  drawn  across  the  forehead ; 
fiery  passions  had  doubtless  some  shore  in  tra- 
cing those  lines,  yet  the  habitual  expression  of 
tliat  brow  seemed  &tcrn  resolve,  rather  than 
turbulent  passion.  His  dress  too  was  strangely 
at   variance  with   his    present   sitaation;    the 
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itfanger  wore  the  bell  and  spur  of  knightbaod, 
and,  by  bis  proud  bearing,  appeared  to  claim 
tU  that  respect  whicb,  in  the  days  of  chivalry, 
was  BO  fully  accorded  to  the  knightly  character. 
Such  OS  we  have  now  described  him  the 
pirate  stood,  bis  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  and 
gazing  with  a  look  of  intense  earnestness  on 
Ac  prostrate  form  before  him.  It  would  be 
dit&cvdt  to  decipher  the  expression  of  his  face 
at  that  moment;  it  did  not  carry  in  it  the  anx- 
iety, which  might  be  felt  by  one  who  held  the 
jouth  ia  esteem ;  still  less  was  it  the  look  of  a 
stranger,  whose  sympathy  is  excited  by  the 
tight  of  suffering :  the  stcdfast  gaze  seemed 
rather  to  imply  some  expectation,  that,  each 
momeDt  it  was  rivetted  on  the  motionless  being 
beneath  it,  must  produce  some  change,  that 
vould  satisfy  a  feeling  the  gazer  himself  could 
H     icarcely  analise. 

^M      "  Surely  he  is  dead  1"  the  pirate  at  last  mut- 
^K  tered;    "and  If  he   is,  why   should  I   care? 
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Strange  that  twice  my  path  should  be  crossed 
by  his  very  image !  one  was  an  infant,  and  the 
sight  of  faim  almost  unmanned  mc  ;  and  dow, 
here  lies  one,  sUin  by  my  own  hand,  itamped 
with  the  same  image : — Tis  but  a  trick  of 
fancy,"  he  cuntlnued,  after  a  moment's  pause, 
"  I  care  not  if  he  lives  or  dies."  He  turned 
slowly  away,  and  paced  the  deck  for  a  few  mo- 
ments ;  then  again,  as  if  drawn  thither  by  some 
powerful  attraction,  be  could  not  resist,  the 
pirate  resumed  his  station  by  the  body.  A 
deep  drawn  sigh  bespoke  returning  conscious- 
ness, and  the  youth  unclosed  bis  eyes.  TliM 
pirate  started  as  if  an  adder  had  stung  him.    ^^ 

"  By  heaven,"  he  muttered  again,  "  'tis  him- 
self!" be  drew  his  hand  across  his  eyes,  as  if  to 
assure  himself  it  was  not  a  dream  ;  then  to  the 
youth'*  question  "  Where  am  I  ?"  he  answered 
with  fttTccted  indifference, — "  Where  are  yoifc 
on  board  the  Vulture,  and  my  prisoner." 

"  And  where  i»  my  untie  ?" 
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"  I  kDow  nothing  of  him  you  call  your  uncle ; 
some  among  the  crew  of  yon  Utile  uutshel  dared 
U>  show  fight,  and  were,  as  they  deserved  to  be. 


:hance  your  i 


kuMked  on  the  ha 
irii  one  of  tbcm." 

"  And  where  are  you  taking  me  ?"  Harry 
Knox  Bgsiu  demanded. 

■  To  my  northern  fortress,"  the  pirate  re- 
plied in  a  tone  of  bitter  irony,  "  there  you  will 
bare  the  roaring  waves,  and  the  shrieking  sea- 
mew  for  your  lullaby ;  but  you  will  be  far  from 
Um  voice  of  human  beings :  that  at  least  is  a 
blesaing." 

"  Will  not  money  set  me  free  ?" 

"  Money  is  a  great  temptation  ;  but  we  ro- 
vers have  our  fancies,  as  well  as  others  ;  mine 
leads  me,  at  this  moment,  to  hold  you  a  priso- 
ner ;  and  I  doubt  if  all  the  treasures  you  could 
by  before  me,  would  bribe  me  to  forego  my 
purpose ;  and  certea  less  philosophy  than  even 
D  boast,  would  be  required   to  resist  the 
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fascination  of  the  glittering  heaps,  the  mate  of 
a  small  trader  could  spread  before  his  captor. 
Your  services  may  stand  me  in  better  stead; 
and  before  long  I  shall  have  in  you  one  of  my 
most  trusty  followers.'' 

Harry  Knox  only  vowed  that  day  should 
never  arrive ;  but  prudence,  or  more  probaUy 
exhaustion,  for  once  stood  his  friend,  and  he 
forbore  to  utter  the  thoughts  that  burned  within 
him.  A  thousand  times  Harry  Knox  wished 
death  had  been  his  portion,  as  well  as  that  of 
his  brave  uncle ;  nor  could  he  comprehend  why 
among  those  swept  from  the  living,  he  idone 
was  spared.  The  person  of  the  pirate  was 
strange  to  him;  yet,  from  the  tenor  of  his 
words,  the  young  sailor  was  led  to  suppose  his 
preservation  was  owing  to  some  degree  of  inte- 
rest the  stranger  felt  towards  him.  His 
thoughts  then  reverted  to  his  uncle,  whom  he 
had  seen  slain  by  the  same  hand  stretched  out 
for  his  protection.    The  time  when  young  and 


MART  STUART.  7l 

helpless  he  was  given  to  that  uncle's  care ;  and 
a  thousand  instances  of  his  kindness  and  affec- 
tion all  crowded  upon  his  memory. 

The  thought  of  having  lost  the  kind  old 
man^  for  ever,  wad  agony ;  and  Harry  Knox 
drawing  over  his  face  the  cloak,  which  had  been 
cast  round  him,  gave  way  to  a  burst  of  tears  he 
conld  not  restrain.  '  When  he  had  at  length 
sncceeded  in  subduing  a  feeling  of  weakness,  of 
which  he  was  rather  ashamed,  the  young  sailor 
raised  his  head,  and  finding  all  about  him  were 
busy,  each  at  his  own  post,  ventured  to  get  up, 
a  movement  which  he  performed  with  some 
little  difficulty,  as  he  was  stiff  from  the  bruises 
he  received,  when  so  rudely  hurled  to  the 
deck. 

The  moon  was  shedding  her  mild  light  on 
the  restless  waves,  and  the  vessel,  with  its 
white  sails  illumined  by  her  silveiy  rays,  con- 
trasted beautifully  with  the  sable  hue  of  all 
beyond  that  portion  of  the  water  it  was  passing 
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over;  deep  masses  of  cloud  lay  heaped  on  the 
verge  of  the  horizon,  mingling  in  perspective 
with  the  broad  billows  of  the  Atlantic,  and 
forming  together  a  semblance  of  those  moun- 
tains^ fabled  to  be  heaped  up,  by  the  impious 
Titans  to  aid  their  daring:  invasion  of  the  empy- 
rean heights.  Silence  reigned  in  the  vessel, 
save  when  the  man  employed  to  heave  the  lead, 
uttered  from  time  to  time  his  monotonous 
chaunt. 

Harry  Knox  felt  the  calm  in  his  soul ;  a  few 
moments  before,  despair  and  grief  had  do- 
minion over  it ;  now  hope,  in  his  breast,  and 
like  the  halcyon  of  old,  spreading  her  downy 
wing  over  the  troubled  hours  of  thought,  hush- 
ed them  to  repose.  The  cool  night  air  revived 
him,  and  he  felt  that  though  fate  had  inflicted 
a  deadly  blow,  she  had  not  yet  destroyed  him. 
A  step  approached,  and  the  pirate  captain  again 
stood  before  him.  Apparently,  the  observation 
of  his    captive's  face  and  figure  had  not  yet 
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prored  uitimftfCtorf ;  for  th«  pinte  »gua  com- 
DieDced  ibe  BcrutiDy.  The  pale  fight  bf  wbidi 
he  Qow  beheld  the  routh,  htfuonitiag  u  it 
^d  with  his  poUidcotiiiteaaace,  probaUjaannn- 
kted  hira  more  closdy  to  one  whom  diat  man 
ofmme  had  looked  npon  when  the  hoes  of 
death  were  apon  him,  aod  as  he  gued  oa 
Harfy  Kdos,  a  viaiUe  shudder  agitated  hii 
laaseulsr  frame,  in  spite  of  the  eflbrt  be  made 
10  suppress  the  emotioiL. 

"  Tour  name,  jaaag  sir  ?"  he  at  hat  aid. 

"  Harry  Koox,"  was  the  brief  rrp!y. 

"  Knox  !*  the  pirate  repealed, "  are  yoa 
then  belonging  to  that  wretched  fanatic,  who 
hMM  heea  the  primarjr  cause  of  all  the  trmbles 
(■faicb  have  tora  Scotland  to  jmca  V* 

•*  I  claim  DDl  affinity  with  John  Koox,  if 
jroa  apeak  of  him ;  nor  can  I  give  yon  much 
iafonnaCion  respectiog  mfsetf;  my  pamita  died 
in  my  childhood,  and  the  kind  old  womao  wh« 
fostered  their  boy,  cared  not  to  speak  nucfa  of 
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them ;  sometimes^  indeed,  she  would  say  they 
both  came  of  gentle  blood,  but  that  is  all  I 
learned  from  her ;  my  poor  uncle,  who  took  me 
at  her  death,  could  not,  or  would  not  give  ma 
any  further  information  respecting  my  birtlu*' 
^  Were  you  bom  in  Scotland  ?'* 
*^  I  believe  so  ;  at  least  I  remember  no  other 
home  than  the  cottage  the  good  old  woman 
died  in.*^ 

'^  And  where  was  that  situated  ?'' 
^'  North  of  Dunbar,  in  a  village  called — " 
^^  By  heaven,  'tis  the  very  same !''  the  pirate 
exclaimed  speaking  to  himself.  **  Strange  that 
after  the  lapse  of  years,  what  I  then  so  ardently 
desired  should  come  to  pass  ;  yet  the  likeness 
must  be  mere  accident,  since  a  son  of  his, 
though  not  lawfully  begotten,  would  not  be 
ignorant  of  his  birth ;  he  must  not  escape  me, 
till  I  know  more  of  him,^'  then  turning  to 
Harry  Knox,  he  said  in  a  kinder  tone,  '^  you 
need  rest,  my  young  friend  ;  go  down  below. 
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vhcre  you  vill  find  a  hammock  slung  for  jou  ; 
it  shall  hereafter  be  your  own  fault,  if  you  have 
cause  to  regret  the  chance  which  has  throwD 
I  yon  wnong  us.'' 

He  turned  abrnplly  away,  and  presently 
after,  one  of  the  cren  came  to  inform  bim,  it 
was  the  captain's  orders  he  should  go  down, 
where  every  thing  was  prepared  for  his  accom- 
modation. The  next  morning  Harry  Knox 
found  himself  too  stiff  to  rise,  and  thus  he  was 
held  in  "  durance  rile,"  until  the  ship  arrived 
St  her  destined  port.  But  we  must  reserve  tiie 
descriptioa   of  the  pirate's   haunt  to  another 


chapter. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


How  often  do  weak  mortak  lament  the  ills 
that  beset  them ;  each  lores  to  dwell  on  the 
trials  and  troubles  he  has  been  called  on  to  en- 
dure, a  contemplation,  which  never  fails  to  con- 
firm the  belief,  that  each  individual  has  had  a 
larger  portion  of  bitter  mixed  in  the  cup  than 
has  fallen  to  the  share  of  his  fellow  men ;  but 
let  the  good  and  evil  be  weighed  in  a  just 
balance,  and  it  will  speedily  be  found,  the  de* 
pression  is  not  so  entirely  on  the  dark  side,  as 
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at  ihe  6rst  view,  we  may  be  led  to  expect ; 
vould  tbe  joys  we  find  in  our  path  be  so  keenly 
enjoyed,  wliiiout  the  contrast  they  form  to  ihe 
dork  and  troabled  moments,  that  have  preceded 
them  ?  The  flash  of  light  which  springs  from 
darkness  in  the  Caahmerean  clJme,  seems 
brighter  than  that  which  shines  on  without  in- 
terruption, through  the  sunny  lapse  of  a  long 
summer  day,  of  which  it  is  but  the  harbinger. 

Similar  thoughts  might  have  passed  through 
the  mind  of  Harry  Knox,  had  the  sudden  tran- 
sition, from  the  gloom  and  darkness  of  a  small 
cabin,  to  fresh  air  and  aunehine,  left  him  power 
to  reflect.  Then,  the  view  which  burst  upon 
him,  SB  he  eagerly  gazed  upon  the  deck,  chased 
aQ  else  from  his  mind ;  he  beheld  a  rugged  and 
precipitous  coast,  magnificent  in  its  item 
beauty;  a  beauty,  which  like  the  impression, 
sUmped  by  sense  on  the  human  countenance, 
swefl,  but  cannot  win  us.  Bold  masses  of  rock, 
thrown  togetberby  the  unsparing  hondofuature, 
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preseoted  their  surface  to  the  mid-daj  son, 
nbicb  sought  in  vaia  to  impart  varmth  and 
fertility,  to  their  black  and  barren  soil.  No 
foliage  was  there  to  soften,  with  its  varied  tints, 
the  harsh  landscape  around  ;  such  was  the 
young  sailor's  future  prison,  and  he  felt,  that 
once  a  captive  in  the  island,  he  had  bid  fare- 
veil  to  civilization,  and  had  become  a  denizen 
in  a  country,  hitherto  untrodden  by  the  foot  of 
man ;  his  heart,  that  the  moment  before  bed 
expanded  with  the  feeling  of  joy,  bright  akiea 
and  sparkling  waters  naturally  inspired,  felt 
like  lead,  as  be  looked  on  this  scene  of  deKh- 
lation.  The  preparations  made  for  landing,  in 
some  degree  drew  his  attention  from  the  un- 
pleasing  contemplation ;  the  pirates  had  run 
the  ship  into  a  narrow  creek,  which  lay  between 
the  rocks,  and  after  a  brief  passage,  opened  into 
a  basin  sufKcicntly  large,  to  allow  the  vessel  to 
ride  in  safety.  One  by  one,  the  jtrisoncrs  were 
brought  irom  below  ;  their  number  was   small. 
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ts  most  of  those  on  board  the  trader,  had  fallen 
in  the  endeavoar  to  protect  their  property. 

Among  those  bcnrne  on  deck,  were  the  Scot- 
tish maiden  and  her  ancient  attendant ;  and 
Harrj  Ejbox  observed  with  surprise  and  indig- 
natioii,  that,  besides  the  bandage  over  her  eyes, 
which  she  wore  in  common  with  the  other 
captives,  the  former  was  bound  hand  and  foot, 
a  rigour  which  proceeded  from  the  resistance 
she  had  made  to  those  who  sought  to  bear  her 
from  the  cabin. 

The  spirit  of  Harry  Knox  rose  as  he  saw  a 
hel{dess  wonum  thus  treated,  and  forgetful  of 
his  own  dangerous  position,  he  was  rushing 
forward  to  her  rescue,  when  the  captain's  voice 
sounded  close  beside  him.  ^^  Beware  what  you 
do,  young  man ;  my  hands  are  apt  to  forget 
their  peaceful  character  if  roughly  handled,  and 
can  shew  the  fangs  and  claws  of  the  wolf. 
Fear  nothing  for  yon  damsel,  she  is  safe,  pro- 
vided she  does  not  provoke  me  too  far.      Her 
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t  Deeds  be  a  rich  one,  for  she  51 


ransom, 

of  gentle  blood,  and  she  may  perchance,  do  me 
good  service  in  a  country,  where  1  have  few 
friends,  but  many  foes.  Ton  too  must  be  hood- 
winked ;  it  were  dangerous  to  let  those  eyea 
of  yours  pry  into  the  secret  entrance  of 
lair." 

A  rough  hand  placed  a  bandage  over  his  eyc%i 
and  the  next  moment,  Harry  felt  himaelf 
lowered  from  the  ship's  side  ;  the  boat  which 
receivcdhim,  shot  off;  a  few  atrokes  of  the  oar 
brought  him  to  the  landing  place,  and  after 
being  lifted  &om  the  boat,  the  young  sailor 
vas  hurried  along  what  he  judged,  by  the 
chill  that  pervaded  his  frame,  was  a  atone  pas- 
sage. Arrived  at  the  ead,  his  guide  unbound 
his  eyes,  and  telling  him  in  a  gruS*  toae,  it 
the  captain's  will,  that  he  remaiued  there 
time,  left  him. 

The  room   in   which   our  hero   found  him- 
self confined,  was  singular  in  appearance,  and 
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had,  doubtlest^  in  the  olden   time,   served  as 

the  cell  of  some  anchorite,  who,  weaiy  of  the 

busy  acene  the  world  afforded,    had,  in   this 

letreaty    sought     quiet    and   leisure,    for    the 

eoatemplation    of  that  final   hour,   when,  as 

fiff  as  regards  this  mortal  life,  man  is  as  he 

never  had  been.    Idleness    seemed    to    have 

formed  no  part  of  the  holy  man's   character, 

since  the  toil  and  labour,  he  had   voluntarily 

ondergmie,   might    be    inferred     from     their 

eflforts.    The    hermitage,  for   thus    we   must 

term    it,   was   hoUowed  in   a   solid   rock;  it 

measored  opwards   of  thirty   feet  in   length, 

and  nearly  twenty  in  breadth ;  a  square  hole  of 

narrow   dimensions,    gave    entrance   to    this 

singular  abode,  which  might  be  closed  up  at 

pleasure,  by  a  stone  of  the  same  size.    Near 

this  doorway,  the  rock  had  been  cut  into  the 

rude  representation  of  a  bed,   with   a    pillow 

of  the  same  unyielding  material ;  at  the  other 

end  of  the  apartment,  was  an  equally  luxurious 
X   5 


82  THE    LAST    DAYS    OF 

couch ;  Id  the  middle,  a  hearth  was  visible^ 
having  above  it  a  hole  cut  in  the  roof,  ser>-ing 
the  double  purpose  of  a  passage,  for  the  egress 
of  the  smoke,  and  the  ingress  of  a  scanty  por- 
tion of  light.      There   was  nothing  inviting 
in  the  contemplation  of  this  desolate  dwelling  ; 
at    least    in    the   estimation    of  one,   whose 
knowledge  of  the  world,  was  yet  too  green,  to 
have  damped  the  youthful  ardour  with  which  he 
had  entered  it.     Satiety  had  not  yet  touched 
with  her  withering  hand,  the  gay  banquet  which 
seemed  to  await  his  enjoyment ;  friendship  had 
not  yet  exposed  her  hollowness  ;  love   had  not 
yet  shewn  his  fickleness,  life  was   fresh,  and 
bright,  and  beautiful.     Oh,  why   should   time 
have  power  to  destroy  these  fairy  dreams  of 
human  happiness. 

After  pacing  up  and  down  this  frightful  den 
a  few  times,  Harry  Knox  cast  himself  in  de- 
spair on  the  stone  couch,  and  burying  his  face 
in  his  hands,  gave  way   to  all   (he  miserable 


MART    STUART.  83 

feelings,  his  strange  situation  naturally  excited. 
He  was  roused  from  this  bitter  contemplation, 
by  a  noi«e  at  the  entrance  of  his  prison  house, 
and  ashamed  of  being  found  thus  unmanned/ 
be  made  a  desperate  effort  to  rouse  himself,  and 
advanced  to  meet,  or  if  necessary,  oppose  the 
intruder.  The  stone  was  slowly  displaced,  and 
the  pirate  captain  entered,  while  the  iMune 
savage  looking  man,  who  had  conducted  Harry 
Knox  to  his  place  of  confinement,  shewed  his 
fierce  countenance  for  one  moment  over  his 
leader's  shoulder,  and  then  drew  back. 

The  look  of  the  captain,  was  stern  and  deter- 
mined, and  his  right  hand  grasped  a  pistol,  he 
gazed  at  the  youth  who  advanced  towards  him, 
until  his  own  eye  quailed  beneath  the  steady  look 
with  which  it  was  encountered.  Again  some 
strange  emotion  seemed  to  shake  that  man  of 
blood,  he  turned  away,  and  striding  to  the  en- 
trance looked  forth   on  the  wild   scenery,  as  if 
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be  sought  to  cRtch  from  its  stem  features,  a 
portion  of  the  firmnesa  he  had  lost.  At 
length  he  turned  again  ton-ards  the  youth, 
ftod  carelessly  placing  the  pistol  in  bis  belt, 
he  assumed  a  softer  and  more  courteous  de- 
meanour. Glancing  his  eye  round  the  cell 
he  asked. 

"  How  like  you  this  abode,  fair  sir  ?  me- 
thinks  a  turn  upon  the  greensward  would  not 
be  unwelcome,  after  being  cooped  up  here  for 
tome  hours,  and  yet,  how  often  have  I  sought 
it  of  my  own  free  will,  when  weary  of  my  wan- 
deriogs,  or  wilting  to  be  alone  for  a  season,  1 
have  hailed  it  aa  the  weary  bird  might  bless  the 
sight  of  bii  own  loved  nest;  but  then  1  was 
not  forced  to  stay,  that  bad  altered  the  case." 

"  Tct  you  scruple  not  to  put  such  reatroiiit 
upon  me,  though  I  am  at  a  loss  to  guess,  what 
good  you  look  to  derive  from  such  a  captive  ; 
better  hold  me  to  ransom,  name  the  sum,  and 
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provided  it  does  not  exceed  the  bounds  of 
moderation^  I  may  perchance  find  some  one  to 
stand  my  friend." 

The  pirate  laughed.  ''  Ransom !''  he  said, 
^*I  seek  not  to  make  money  by  you;  the 
metal  you  are  composed  of  rings  fairly,  but 
I  must  win  it  after  my  own  fashion.  How 
say  you,  will  you  taste  the  sweets  to  be  found 
in  the  life  of  a  free  trader." 

^  Call  your  trade  by  its  right  name,  and  I 
win  answer  you." 

''  And  what  name  would  your  wisdom  be- 
stow on  that  of  which  you  can  have  seen  but 
little?' 

**  The  name  of  robbery  and  murder,"  the 
youth  answered  hardily,  ^^  the  name,  which 
alone  befits  the  actions  of  men,  who,  in  de- 
fiance of  every  law,  go  about  seeking  whom 
they  may  destroy,  and  like  hungry  wolves, 
slaying  and  devouring  their  prey  ;  and  it  is 
with  such  as  these^   you   ask    me   to  league 
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myself  —  never;  —  work  your   worst  by  i 
either  with  murder   or   imprisonment,  I  defy 
you." 

The  pirate's  brow  grew  dark,  "  Rash  boy,'* 
he  saidj  "  you  know  not  who  il  is  you  bra»e, 
nor  bow  small  a  thing  it  would  be,  to  give  you 
the  death,  you  so  daringly  dtfy ;  one  bullet 
from  this  httle  weapon,  or  one  sign  to  those 
close  by,  and  you  are  heard  of  no  more,  it  is 
enough  I  will  it ;  here,  at  least,  I  am  king,  with 
those  at  my  command  eager  to  evince  their 
loyalty.  But  come,  I  mean  to  deal  kindly  with 
you,  something,  no  matter  what,  inclines  roe 
towards  you ;  once  more  then,  will  you  hght 
under  the  banner  of  the  avenger?" 

"My    uncle's    murderer!    not   for  all   the 
wealth   you   shall  ever  gain   by  your  trade  oL 
blood— enough  I  you  have  my  answer,   if  (bj 
must  be  my  grave,  leave  me  in  peace." 

"  And  is  that  dark  eyed  girl  yonder,   who  i 
doubtless  the  idol  of  your  worship,  notliingfl 
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jtuQf  for  when  was  there  one  of  your  age, 
without  such  follies?  is  it  nothing,  I  say  to  you 
that  she  is  in  my  power,  and  that  I  can  with  a 
breath,  saTe  her  from,  or  condemn  her  to  a  fate 
to  which  death  itself  would  be  a  blessing*'' 

'*  I  know  nothing  of  the  lady,^'  Harry  replied, 
*'  save  as  one  in  the  same  bondage  with  myself, 
yet  would  I  do  much  to  save  her  from  such  as 
you/^ 

^  From  me  she  bas  nothing  to  fear,''  the 
pirate  rejoined,  curling  his  lip.  ^^  Such  toys 
have  no  longer  power  to  fetter  my  thoughts 
and  actions ;  glory  is  my  mistress,  she  it  is 
leads  me  on  and  nerves  my  arm  in  battle ;  and 
yet  if  I  would  still  spare  a  thought  on  a  fair 
lady,  such  a  one  could  be  found,"  he  drew  from 
his  bosom  a  miniature,  and  holding  it  towards 
Harry  Knox,  said  in  a  tone  of  deep  and  bitter 
feeling.  ^^  Tliis  is  one  not  easily  forgotten, 
and,  outcast  as  I  am,  she  still  thinks  of,  and 
loves  me." 
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The  yoiing  sailor  gazed  on  the  picture  i 
which  he  beheld  beauty,  such  as  till  that  mo- 
ment had  never  met  his  eye ;  all  that  the  painter, 
or  the  Btill  more  brilliant  imagination  of  the 
youthful  lover  could  pourtray,  was  embodied, 
in  that  perfect  specimen  of  female  loveliness ; 
but  faultless  as  the  featares  were,  it  vds  per- 
haps even  more  to  the  expression  of  beoignant 
siveetnesa,  blended  with  mind  anddigtiity,  that 
the  face  owed  its  powerful  attraction.  The  eye 
of  Harry  Knox  glanced  from  the  portrait  to  the 
pirate,  as  if  he  sought  to  discover  what  secret 
aflinity  of  thought  or  look  could  draw  such 
opposite  beings  to  each  other. 

"  Is  she  still  hving?"  he  asked. 

"  Living  I"  the  pirate  repeated  in  a  hoUow 
Uue,  "aye,  to  curse  the  cause  of  her  misfor- 
tunes— living  to  weep  tears  of  blood  at  the  fate, 
that  bound  her  to  one  who  has  been  her  bane 
and  his  own  ;  but  it  boots  not  to  dwell  on  the 
paeV'  he  added,  as  be  relumed  the  mffiiitun 
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to  bis  breast.  "  I  mast  be  the  cold  uofeeliag 
moDBter  men  pourtny  me ;  yet  there  are  times, 
when  the  worm  of  recollection  gnaws  with  a 
tooth  so  aharp  that  reason  reels  beneath  the 
paog." 

"  Why  not  obaadoa  the  life  you  have  cho- 
lenJ**  the  youth  demanded,  touched  by  th« 
ex[wession  of  aoguish  ^rhich  crossed  the  brow 
of  this  atrange  man.  "  Why  not  return  to  the 
wortd,  and  ^'ue  up  the  companionship  of  such 
wretches,  as  yuu  are  mixed  up  with?" 

"  Ask  the  wild  cat  wherefore  she  does  not  quit 
her  savage  brood,  and  seek  the  comfort  of  the 
domestic  hearth  j — ask  the  famished  wolf  why 
he  forsakes  not  the  lair,  that  shelters  him,  and 
bwns  not  od  man  to  be  fed ;  their  answer  is 
mine — the  hand  of  man  is  against  us,  and 
though  we  might  forsake  our  fierceness,  and 
become  the  craven  things  they  would  have  us, 
yet  the  rrcoUcclion  of  what  we  were,  will  be 
enoDgb  to  justify  their  loathing." 
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*'  Have  your  deeds  then  been  so  dark,  sind 
you  turned  rover,  that  you  suppose  men  I 
thirst  for  your  blood  ?" 

"  It  is  for  deeds  they  charge  me  with,  before 
I  swore  to  be  their  scourge,  that  they  hunt 
for  my  life ;  but  I  am  wasting  time  in  these 
idle  recollections,  and  you  they  cannot  con- 
cern ;  yet  the  sight  of  you  baa  more  than  once 
brought  days  long  passed,  to  my  remembrance, 
and  though  it  pains  me  I  would  have  you  near ; 
perchance  I  hope  to  hear  from  you  some 
tidings  of  my  native  land ;  but  you  say  you 
left  Scotland  in  early  hfe," 

"  Yes,  but  of  late   I  have  often  been  ihei 
my  uncle  was  master  of  the  little  trader  j 
captured,  and  I   took  many  trips  wilb  him  I 
her  shores." 

"  And  know  you  aught  of  our  poor  Queen  ?" 
the  pirate  eagerly  demauded,  "  are  hopes  stiU 
given  by  the  faW  English  usurper,  that  Mh 
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Stuart  will  again  be  restored  to  her  birth- 
right ?*• 

^'  Her  friends  are  still  busy  in  her  behalf, 
but  our  royal  mistress  keeps  too  strict  a  watch^ 
to  gire  them  good  hope  of  success ;  and  surely 
thoie  who  wish  well  to  Scotland,  would  not 
recall  one  to  the  throne  who  hasproTcd  herself 
so  unfit  to  govern." 

^  And  who  deprived  Mary  Stuart  of  her 
right?  was  it  not  the  false  bastard  Murray^ 
and  let  the  fate  that  awaited  him,  bear  witness 
how  acceptable  in  the  sight  of  heaven,  was  his 
treachery  to  his  anointed  sovereign.  The  only 
joy  I  have  known  since  the  day  I  quitted 
Scotland,  was,  when  it  was  told  me  that  the 
bullet  of  Bothwellhaugh  had  paid  the  debt; 
which  every  true  bom  Scot  owed  the  hypo- 
crite/' 

^  Tou  are  a  Queen's  man." 

*^  Would  to  God  my  blood  could  restore  the 
much  injured  Princess  to  her  rights,  ^t  should 
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be  ponred  forth  &eely ;  but  are  there  no  nobll 
hearts  among  the  boasted  chivalry  of  England, 
who  will  interfere  to  save  a  defenceless  woman 
from  the  cruelty  of  her  jealous  rival?" 

"  I  meddle  not  in  affaira  that  do  not  conct 
me,"  Harry  Knoz  answered  carelessly,  not  ' 
doubting  that  he  beheld  one  of  those  Scottish 
nobles,  forced  to  fly  their  country  to  expiate 
their  attachment  to  an  erring  and  beautiful 
^ecn^  who  had  found  means  to  bind  more 
than  one  so  strongly  in  her  chains,  that  danger 
and  even  death  itself  was  unable  to  dissolve  the 
spell  her  fascinations  had  cast  around  them. 
Many  rumours  of  plots,  formed  by  such  daring 
spirits,  to  assassinate  Elizabeth,  had  been  cir- 
culated in  England,  for  the  purpose  of  exas- 
perating the  people  against  the  captive  Queen  ; 
and  such  a  desperado  seemed  now  before  the 
young  Milor,  who,  shrouding  his  nobility  under 
the  character  of  a  captain  of  pirates,  was  ready 
to    adventure  himself  in    any  enterprise  bow 
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desperate  aoerer,  which  promised  a  chance  of 
liberty  to  his  c^itive  mistress.  The  pirate 
seemed  to  read  what  was  pasung  in  his  com- 
panioii's  mmd,  and  to  change  the  current  of 
thought,  from  a  suspicion,  which  might  have 
produced  considerable  embarrassment  to  him- 
self, said  with  a  good  humoured  smile,  ^'  A 
truce  to  politics,  I  onlj  sought  to  find  which 
waj  you  inclined;  but  since  you  care  for 
neither  party,  the  better  you  will  do  for  a  firee 
rover;  the  sea  is  our  country,  and  all  our 
allegiance  is  bowed  to  Neptune,  who  is  a  most 
bountiful  sovereign,  and  never  fails  to  enrich 
those  his  faithful  subjects,  by  sending  in  their 
way  vessels,  laden  with  the  spoils  of  lazy  land- 
lubbers, who  cannot  find  themselves  on  his 
domains  without  showing  by  the  tortures  they 
endure,  that  they  have  no  claim  to  his  kind- 
ness ;  bat  to  return  to  the  purport  of  my  visit 
to  you,  in  this  your  cell ;  I  seek  not  to  make  a 
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prisoner  of  you,  unless  you  prove  refracto 
All  egress  from  this  island  is  car«:fully  guarded 
Qgainst;  therefore,  bcirare  how  you  attempt 
to  leave  us  without  permission,  since  there  are 
those  ever  oa  the  watch,  who  will  shoot  you 
with  as  little  ceremony  as  they  would  use  id 
bringing  down  a  buck.  Be  cautious  too  in 
giving  ofTence  to  any  of  my  people ;  at  present, 
they  expect  a  large  sum  for  your  ransom,  for, 
to  keep  a  useless  prisoner,  and  one  who  might 
hereafter  give  a  clue  to  this  lair,  would  be 
looked  upon  as  a  piece  of  folly,  which  would 
perchance  cost  all  our  lives.  When  you  know 
more  of  me,  it  will  be  time  to  decide  whether 
you  still  persist  in  rejecting  my  proffered  friend- 
ship or  not ;  should  such  indeed  be  your  reso- 
lution, I  will  not  hold  out  a  hope  that  you  will 
ever  be  restored  to  liberty ;  ihut  would  be 
dangerous,  seeing  you  arc  young,  bold,  and 
active.     Meanwhile,  you  arc  free  to   exercise 
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your  limbs  as  far  as  the  island  will  permit ;  use 
your  own  discretioB  how  far  you  make  friends 
with  any  of  my  lambs ;  your  own  observation 
win  qniddy  teach  you^  how  far  they  are  to  be 
offisnded  with  impunity — remember  your  ran- 
som is  the  password; — ^but  my  sentinel  grows 
impatient;  and  now  for  the  golden  mine  I 
trust  I  have  found  in  the  little  self-willed  jade^ 
who  seems  disposed  to  dispute  my  right  to 
dispose  of  her  according  to  my  good  pleasure. 
By  our  lady  !  she  is  a  right  noble  creature  and 
would  make  a  mate  for  a  rover  worth  all  the 
gentle  dames  between  this  and  St.  Bee's  head. 
She  will  not  tell  her  name ;  but  I  must  learn  it 
though  a  Uttle  torture  may  be  necessary  to 
force  the  secret  &om  her. — But^  come,  I  will 
see  you  provided  with  quarters  more  to  your 
taste  than  my  hermitage ;  though  it  may  be 
you  will  find  our  mode  of  living  somewhat 
rough  at  best;  but  custom,  you  know,  is 
second  nature.'' 
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They  left  the  hermitage  together^  and  taking 
a  contrary  du*ection  to  that  by  which  Hany 
Knox  had  been  conducted  to  it^  came  in  sight 
of  the  building  \vhich  served  as  the  abode  of 
the  pirates. 
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Restored  to  liberty,  as  far  at  least  as  the 
power  of  traversing  at  will  the  small  island,  of 
which  he  had  thus  unwillingly  become  an  in- 
habitant, Harry  Knox  sought  to  gain  some 
knowledge  of  the  lawless  race,  among  whom 
his  lot  was  cast.  All  hope  of  restoration  to 
his  native  land  was  cut  off,  since,  had  the  price 
of  his  liberty  been  fixed,  to  whom  could  he 
look  for  the  payment?  With  his  uncle  had 
perished  the  last  being,  who  was  in  any  degree 
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united  to  him  by  the  ties  of  kindred.  True  he 
had  rendered  an  important  service  to  one  high 
in  rank^  but  the  service  \ras  probably  conside- 
red sufficiently  repaid  by  the  benefit  already 
conferred ;  and  there  was  little  hope^  that  the 
cry  of  a  captive  creditor  would  reach  the  ear  of 
his  noble  debtor  from  so  great  a  distance. 

The  island^  as  we  before  observed^  was  rocky 
and  desolate ;  yet  Harry  could  perceive^  that  it 
was  to  all  appearance  the  most  fertile  among 
those  lying  around^  and  bore  the  marks  of  some 
attempts  at  cultivation ;  but  whether  this  had 
been  the  work  of  its  primitive  inhabitants,  or 
of  those  who,  like  the  pirate  band,  had  so- 
journed there  for  a  time,  there  was  no  possibi- 
lity of  determining.  The  natives  seemed  few 
in  number,  and  appeared  desirous  to  avoid  giv- 
ing cause  of  offence  to  their  ferocious  visitors, 
who,  on  their  part,  were  equally  disposed  to 
maintain  a  friendly  correspondence  with  them. 

The  spot  selected  by  the  pirates  for  their 
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abode,  was  situated  at  some  distance  from  the 
Tillage,  or  town ;  it  was  a  wild  and  romantic 
spot,  suiting  well  with  the  lawless  crew,  who 
had  chosen  it  for  their  resting  place.  It  lay  at 
the  fiiot  of  a  mountain,  singular  in  its  appear- 
ance, and  possessing  some  remarkable  quality, 
which  caused  it  to  shine  and  sparkle  during 
certain  months  in  the  year,  in  an  extraordinary 
manner;  a  phoenomenon  however  observable 
only  at  a  distance,  since  a  near  approach  dis- 
pelled the  illusion.  Ever  prone  to  seek  a  super- 
natural cause  for  what  passed  the  limits  of  their 
simple  understanding,  the  peasants  were  wont 
to  regard  this  appearance  as  the  effect  of  magic, 
and  hence  arose  the  name  of  the  enchanted 
carbuncle,  by  which  this  mountain  was  desig- 
nated. 

It  is  probably  to  the  veneration  with  which 

this  spot  was  regarded,  that  may  be  traced  the 

loneliness  which  reigned  around  ;  no  vestige  of 

human  habitation  was  near,  save  the  ruins  of 
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an  ancient  castle,  nbosc  large,  though  shattered, 
donjon,  in  the  centre  of  many  vaults,  and 
crumbling  arches,  shewed  evident  tokens  of  the 
strength  it  once  possessed.  Some  proud  Baron 
had  here  placed  the  seal  of  hia  power,  where  he 
lorded  it  over  hisfcllowmen;  now  how  changed  ! 
that  hall,  which  had  echoed  with  the  clang  of 
knightly  tread,  the  merry  banquet  and  the 
sound  of  minstrelsy,  had  become  the  abode  of 
the  owl  and  the  bittern.  These  again  had  given 
place  to  creatures,  wild  and  untamed  as  them- 
selves, and  the  sound  of  revelry  once  more 
arose  round  the  desolate  hearth ;  but  they  were 
sounds  which  awoke  the  thrill  of  fear  and  hor- 
ror in  the  hearts  of  those  who  caught  their 
echoes,  for  they  rose  from  the  brutal  revels  of 
men,  whose  trade  was  blood,  and  whose  vas- 
sails  were  held  to  commemorate  the  death  and 
spoil  of  tlicir  fellow  creatures.  In  this  band 
were  found  men  of  various  nntisns ;  the  Scot, 
forgetful  in   ihc   moment   of  excitation  o 


HARV    BTUART. 


101 


^ 


■lead/  cautioD  which  is  his  countrymen's 
characteristic;  the  joyous  son  of  Erin  uot  los> 
iag,  even  In  this  state  of  degeneration,  that 
■pirit  of  life  and  gaiety,  which  makes  sunshine 
and  joy  whererer  he  appears ;  with  these  were 
mingled  the  volatile  Frenchman,  and  the  sullen 
EngUsbman,  whose  sombre  hues  of  character, 
like  the  dark  tints  in  a  picture,  sened  to  bring 
out  more  prominently  the  more  brilliam  tints 
arouod.  All  these  were  combined  under  the 
command  of  one,  whom  a  lengthened  sojourn 
in  their  respective  countries,  rendered  a  fitting 
leader  to  such  a  crew,  and  whose  enterprising 
•pint  had,  in  early  youth,  been  remarked  by  a 
sagacious  and  experienced  minister,  who  prog- 
nosticated of  him,  that  '*  he  would  indeed  do 
great  things,"  and  that "  it  was  meet  his  adver- 
•ariea  should  have  an  eye  to  him,"  but  ambition 
lured  him  to  destruction,  and  following  that 
fallacious  guide,  be  had  been  led  to  trample  on 
«-eiy   Uw,  human,    and   divine;    crime   after 
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crime  stained  the  page  of  his  history^  and  after 
a  short  triumph  in  the  attainment  of  his 
daring  schemes  and  lawless  wishes,  be  was 
hurled  from  the  pinnacle  of  power  on  which  he 
beUeved  himself  firmly  seated,  a  mark  for  the 
finger  of  man,  the  associate  of  robbers  and 
murderers. 

Of  all  his  band,  two  only  were  admitted  to 
any  share  in  his  confidence  ;  these  were  his 
constant  attendants,  and  it  seemed  to  Harry 
Knox,  that  there  were  moments  when  it  would 
have  been  a  relief  to  their  haughty  master,  to 
find  himself  free  from  their  observation ;  but  one 
or  the  other  was  sure  to  hover  at  no  great  dis- 
tance from  his  path,  and  though  their  manner  to- 
wards him  was  that  of  an  inferior  towards  one 
in  high  rank,  still  there  lurked  something  in  it, 
which  bespoke  its  being  conferred  by  their 
desire,  rather  than  from  necessity  ;  while  under 
an  appearance  of  frank  cordiality,  and  studied 
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Idndneis,  on  the  part  of  their  leader,  lurked  sus- 
picion and  hatred. 

One  part  of  the  ruins  had  been  appropriated 
to  the  Scottish  maiden  and  her  companion ; 
and  amidst  the  triak  to  which  such  a  residence 
exposed  her,  some  consolation  might  be  found 
in  the  studied  respect,  with  which  the  &ir  cap- 
tive found  herself  treated,  a  line  of  conduct 
to  which  the  pirate  was  inclined,  partly  by  the 
respect,  arising  from  the  slight  view  he  had 
obtained  of  her  unbending  spirit,  but  still  more 
by  tbe  hope  of  a  golden  harvest  to  be  reaped 
from  the  gratitude  of  her  family,  when  the  op- 
portunity should  occur  of  restoring  her  to  them 
in  safety.  No  one  was  suffered  to  molest  her  in 
this  rade  retreat ;  one  of  the  natives  was  induced 
to  give  her  attendance,  and  by  degrees  she  be- 
came reconciled  to  her  singular  situation.  All 
the  pirate's  address  was  exerted  to  discover  the 
name  of  his  prisoner ;  that  she  was  of  gentle 
blood,  might  easily  be  ascertained  in   an   age. 
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when  the  line  of  demarcation,  which  separated 
the  difTerent  grades  of  society,  was  more  hroadly 
defined  than  at  present — yet  how  such  a  one 
should  be  found  in  a  small  trader,  and  so  poorly 
attended,  was  a  question  not  easily  solved. 

At  first  the  pirate  was  led  to  conjecture  that 
love,  all  defying  love,  had  induced  this  fair 
damsel  to  trust  herself  in  a  frail  barque  at  the 
mercy  of  wind  and  wave,  to  follow  the  object 
of  her  choice ;  but  the  declaration  of  her  sup- 
posed lover,  as  well  as  his  own  observation  oa 
their  subsequent  conduct  towards  each  other, 
had  fully  invalidated  such  a  belief.  All  that  he 
could  gather  respecting  the  lady  was,  that  she 
had  been  placed  under  the  care  of  Beo  Franklin, 
with  strict  orders  for  watchfulness :  that  he  was 
to  place  her  in  the  hands  of  persons  appointed 
by  one  high  in  the  English  court ;  and  that  the 
reward  of  her  safe  conveyance  was  to  be  ample ; 
but  none  were  acquainted  wirh  the  name  of 
the  fiiir  stranger.  At  length  the  pirate  re8olTed_ 
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to  seek  from  the  Scotttali  maiden  herself  the 
wished  for  informatiuo,  aod  for  this  purpose  he 
BCDt  to  demand  ah  interriew. 

The  messenger  who  bore  the  summons  found 
her  seated  in  the  deep  recess  of  a  window ;  a 
book  lay  open  on  her  knee,  and  lier  eyes  were 
bent  on  it ;  but  she  had  long  ceased  to  note 
the  characters  traced  therein ;  her  thoughts 
were  straying  to  her  own  loved  Highland  home ; 
a  thousand  endearing  objects  came  crowding  to 
her  recollection,  and,  as  the  contrast  with  her 
prcMnt  desolate  situation  became,  from  each 
remembrance,  more  forcible,  tears  rolled  from 
beneath  the  long  dark  lashes,  that  fringed  her 
downcast  eye.  As  the  messenger  stguiSed  his 
master's  commands,  a  flush  of  mingled  emo- 
tion, fear  and  pride,  flitted  for  a  moment  over 
her  fJAce,  redeeming  it  from  the  charge  which 
might  just  before  have  been  brought  against  it;, 
that  of  being  too  pallid.  As  she  listened  to  his 
message,  a  positive  refusal  to  obey  the  mandate 
r  5 
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sprang  to  her  lips,  but  a  warning  gesture  from 
the  old  lady  caused  her  to  retract  it. 

"  Say  to  your  master,'*  she  answered,  "  that 
I  will  attend  him^  since  I  cannot  choose  but 
obey/'  then  seeing  the  man  waited  to  conduct 
her,  she  arose,  adding^  ^  come,  dame  Margery^ 
we  will  not  risk  increasing  our  jailer's  ferocity 
by  delay." 

With  a  firm  step,  she  followed  the  guide 
through  several  ruinous  arches ;  at  length  be 
stopped  before  the  door  of  what  had  formerly 
been  the  banquetting  hall ;  throwing  it  open, 
he  motioned  her  to  enter,  while  he  himself 
drew  back  as  if  his  purpose  had  been  to  retire ; 
but  as  they  entered,  he  took  advantage  of  a 
projection  near  the  door  to  conceal  himself,  in 
such  a  manner,  that  he  was  enabled  to  observe 
all  that  passed.  The  beauty  of  the  young  cap- 
tive  had  made  an  impression  on  the  heart  of 
this  man,  one  of  those  whom  we  have  mentioned 
as  the  companions  or  spies  of  the  captain,  who, 
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judging  his  leader's  feelings  by  his  own,  be- 
liered^  that  under  pretence  of  holding  her  to 
ransom^  the  pirate  was,  in  truths  only  waiting 
a  fitting  opportunity  to  make  the  prize  his  own. 

^^  But  I  will  disappoint  him,"  was  the  inter- 
nal resolution  of  this  worthy  satellite ;  **  and  if 
he  has  a  thought  of  violence,  I  shall  have  the 
better  chance  of  winning  that  sweet  creature's 
heart  as  her  defender.^ 

Meanwhile  the  Scottish  maiden  had  stopped 
irresolute,  when  she  found  herself  in  the  pre- 
sence of  one  she  believed  to  be  the  most  savage 
of  human  beings ;  the  sight  she  had  obtained 
of  the  pirat^  as  he  ascended  the  side  of  the 
vessel,  striking  down  those  who  opposed  him, 
was  not  calculated  to  impress  her  favorably  in 
his  behalf;  all  of  dark  and  horrible,  that  the 
disturbed  imagination  might  conjure  up,  was 
coupled  in  her  mind  with  his  image,  and  her 
resolution  well  nigh  forsook  her,  when  she  felt 
that  dark  and  fiery  eye  was  upon  her.   A  voice 
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met  her  ear,  but  those  could  not  be  the  tonm 
of  a  paate  j  she  raised  her  eyes,  and  they 
rested  on  a  form,  n-hose  easy  nnd  graceful 
movements  seemed  to  claim  affinity  to  a  court, 
rather  than  to  the  haunt  of  robbers. 

This  singular  man  vaa  clad  in  a  suit  of  light 
armour,  composed  of  rings  so  flexible,  aa  to 
obey  every  movement  of  the  wearer  ;  his  bon- 
net with  its  heron's  plume,  had  been  raised 
from  his  head,  at  the  entrance  of  hia  captive ; 
but  what  formed  a  most  extraordinary  contrast 
to  the  rank  of  the  Buccaneer,  were  the  golden 
spurs  and  knightly  belt.  On  his  part  the 
pirate  was  scarcely  less  struck  with  the  maiden, 
who  stood  gazing  on  him  with  astoniahment. 
Hitherto  he  had  only  seen  her  under  the  influ- 
ence of  terror  and  disgust,  averting  her  eyes  aa 
from  an  object  unsightly  and  appalling;  now 
fear  was  lost  in  wonder,  and  unconsciously  she 
permitted  this  much  dreaded  being  to  obta 
a  leisurely  survey  of  her  face  and  form.      8bl 
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ofa  darker  style  of  beaut jr  then  generally 
diitinguiahea  the  daogfaters  of  Caledonia,  but 
the  strict  union,  which  for  some  years  had 
idgiiied  between  the  countries  of  France  and 
Scotland,  had  caused  the  dark  eyes  of  thefasci- 
natmg  dames  of  France  to  be  frequently  tran« 
qported  to  the  more  northern  clime. 

Some  such  mixture  of  the  black  eye  of  Fitmce 
with  the  blue  of  Scotland^  had  produced  in  the 
present  instance,  an  eye  \Thich  partook  of  the 
properties  of  both,  combining  the  brilliancy 
and  expression  of  the  jetty  orb,  with  the  mild 
and  heart  touching  pathos  of  its  rival.  Her 
hair  was  very  black,  and  shewed  to  full  advan- 
tage, a  brow  like  polished  marble,  at  the  pre- 
sent moment  her  cheek  was  of  the  same  hue, 
but  in  days  of  safety  and  happiness,  the  elc« 
qnent  blood  spoke  in  them ;  her  beauty  was 
of  too  intellectual  a  cast,  to  please  the  crowd  ; 
many  would  pass  her  by  with  the  appellation 
of  an  interesting  girl,  but  there  were  those, 
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who  looked  and  looked  again^  and  could  still 
discover  some  trait  before  unnoticed ;  the  varied 
shades  of  feeUng  ever  changing  the  expression  of 
that  brow  formed  an  attraction  beyond  the  power 
of  mere  beauty,  and  cast  a  more  potent  spell 
over  those  who  could  appreciate  the  charm. 

For  some  moments  neither  seemed  disposed 
to  break  the  silence,  which  astonishment  on  one 
side  and  admiration  on  the  other,  had  induced  ; 
at  length  the  native  modesty  of  the  Scottish 
maiden  stirred  in  her  bosom,  reminding  her 
that  she  was  regarding  a  stranger  with  too 
bold  a  scrutiny ;  the  blood  rushed  to  her  brow, 
dying  with  its  rich  tints  her  beautiful  face^  and 
throbbing  in  her  temples  with  a  violence,  which 
threatened  to  burst  the  blue  channels  that 
bounded  its  course;  the  pirate  was  touched 
with  her  evident  confusion,  and  advancing  a 
few  steps. 

"  Gentle  lady,'*  he  said,  *'  fear  nothing  ;  the 
chance  of  war  in  throwing  you  among   us,  has 
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phoed  yon  in  the  hands  of  one,  who  has  ever 
held  sacred  his  knightlj  oath,  as  tegards  the 
weak  and  unprotected  ;  my  unhappy  fate,  by 
removing  me  for  a  season  from  those  of  my 
kindred,   and    associating   me    with  the   vile, 
may  warrant  your  dread  of  a  leader  of  pirates ; 
bat  I  have  not  always  been  such  as  you  now 
behold  me,  and  the  hope  has  not  yet  left  me  of 
once  more  regaining  my  proper  sphere.  Mean- 
wiule  our  necessities,  lady,  are  great,  and   the 
hope  of  obtaining  from  the  liberality  of  your 
friends,  when  you  are  again  restored  to  them 
in  safety,  a  recompense  worthy  the  fair  prize  we 
yield  up,  constrains  me  for  a  time   to  impose, 
what  may  seem  to  you  grievous  restraint,  which 
shall  be  speedily  removed,  when  I  have  obtained 
the  assurance  that  your  ransom  shall   be  paid ; 
but  that  I  may  know  with  whom  to  treat   re- 
specting your  liberation,  it   is   necessary  you 
confide  to  me  your  name  and  rank." 
**  And  what  warrant  have  I,"  the  maiden  re- 
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plied "  thai  you  will  fulfil  your  fair  pro- 
mise ?" 

"  The  warrant  of  a  knight's  word,  never  yet 
pledged  in  vaiD." 

"  But  I  have  no  cerlainty  that  you  are  what 
you  represent  yourself;  1  am  but  a  siiEiple  girl, 
unacquainted  with  the  customs  of  the  world  ; 
yet  I  have  heard  that  knights  arc  sworn  to  pro- 
tect the  veak  and  oppressed ;  how  far  your 
character  answers  this  description  may  be 
guessed  by  the  scenes  in  which  1  have  seen 
you  an  actor;  a  small  vessel  attacked  by  supe- 
rior force,  and  its  harmless  crew  massacred,  by 
one  whose  knightly  vow,  it  seems,  bound  him 
to  defend  them.  Your  speech  is  fair,  your 
garb  is  also  fair,  but  your  deeds  igree  but  ill 
with  them." 

"  Towards  you,  fair  lady,  I  have  eurely  dono 
nothing  to  blemish  my  charucter  as  a  .knight 
and  a  gentleman." 

"  Count  you  it  as  nothing,  that  t  waa  forct- 
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bif  seized  on^  that  my  attendant  was  slain  even 
at  ni7  feet,  and  that  too  bj  your  own  hand  ? 
Sir  koigbt,  sorely  it  is  a  blot  in  your  escutcheon 
to  have  stained  that  hand  nith  the  blood  of  an 
old  man,  and  a  menial !" 

The  pirate's  brow  grew  dark. 

*'  Tour  speech  is  bold,  maiden,"  he  sternly 


you  little  know  the  risk  you  r 


said,  *'  and 

thus  taunting  me." 

"  Now  the  saints  be  gracious  to  us  !"  ex- 
claimed the  old  lady,  who  till  this  moment  had 
stood  wrapped  in  speechless  horror  as  she  list- 
ened  to  her  young  mistress's  dialogue  with  one 
she  looked  upon  as  a  bandit,  notwithstanding 
his  change  of  costume,  "  heard  any  body  the 
like  of  this  I  the  child  speaks  to  him  as  fear- 
lessly as  if  he  were  of  her  own  kindred ; — but 
do  not  heed  her,  sir  robber — or  sir  knight  1 
should  have  said,  the  sweet  girl  means  not  to 
offend  you." 

**  Well  then,  good  dame,"  the  pirate  answer- 
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ed,  ^^  siace  you  better  Gomprehend  than  your 
young  lady,  the  consequences  of  offending  me^ 
I  pray  you,  in  your  wisdom,  to  tell  me  the  name 
of  this  fair  lady,  and  whither  you  were  bound, 
when  it  was  my  good  hap  to  fall  in  with  so 
lovely  a  prize." 

^^Her  name — ''  the  old  woman  began 
eagerly,  but  was  stopped  by  her  young 
mistress. 

"  Peace,  dame  Margaret,"  she  said,  "  1  pray 
you  to  be  silent ;  if  harm  befals  us,  at  least  it 
shall  never  be  known,  whose  name  is  disgraced 
in  my  person." 

'^  And  what  can  you  hope  to  gain,  foolish 
maiden,  by  thus  obstinately  refusing  to  give  me 
the  only  means  of  restoring  you  to  your  friends. 
Can  you  suppose  that  I  will  risk  my  own  life, 
and  the  lives  of  my  followers,  by  taking  you  to 
those  who  would  without  scruple  hang  us  up 
like  dogs  ?  but  let  ine  know  to  whom  you  wish 
to  be  conveyed,  and  when  your  ransom  shall  be 


■trie  to  pTC  twtinf  <■  wf  c 
vlw  hold,  nd* «  «7  dcKk,  I 
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not  youth  and  beauty  so  well,  as  to  give  ought 
for  them." 

*^  N<s  it  is  not  firom  the  Queen  of  England, 
1  hope  for  deliverance,  but  firom  one,  with 
whom  it  was  mv  father*s  good  pleasure  I 
should  wrd/' 

^  Soji  ^'*  thought  the  pirate,  ^  an  affianrrd 
bride !  what  ransom  mav  I  not  expect  from  the 
iUsiVuisoIate  lover,  this  piece  of  information  ia 
Mwrth  a  few  bnud  pieces.^ 

**  And  are  you  swcvn  to  secrecy,  fidr  lady,  on 
the  name  of  him  also,  who  is  doubtless  expect- 
ik^I  \\H)»  mith  a  brid<f:zv»om*s  ardour?'' 

*^  Who  will  i.\x:vcy  a  scroll  to  him  if  I  pen 
«\ur  ^^  the  lady  auswered,  evading  a  direct 
iviOy. 

*'  Mam\  ihai  shall  one  of  my  people ;  fivr 
uv\ar)t  1  c^re  uoc  to  set  f«v4  within  the  pre* 
vuu«  %\i^  KIwabctkV  <v.>i^.  :houA  it  may  be 
I  ^tuH^d  lind  iv,*w  th*:x  oc^  chtw,  who  would 
^^vUs^wc  iw  ti>r  vno.  *.\;;aL:s:aac*  sake.** 
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^  Bat  will  you  not  suffer  me  to  go  with 
the  messenger?''  she  asked  anxiously. 

'^  Certes  !  that  were  foolish  policy,  maiden/' 
the  pirate  answered  with  a  smile,  ^  perchance 
when  the  goshawk  was  fairly  reclaimed,  I  might 
look  in  vain  for  a  reward ;  and  yet  I  may  surely 
look  for  one,  seeing  I  have  not  suflered  one 
fieather  to  be  ruffled,  since  the  gay  bird  was  in 
my  keeping/' 

"  How  say  you,  sir  stranger,'*  the  maiden 
answered,  her  proud  spirit  rising  at  this  im- 
plied mistrust,  '^  how  say  you>  that  you  are  in* 
deed  a  belted  knight,  yet  dare  to  mistrust  a 
lady's  word  ?" 

'*  Nay,  it  is  not  your  faith  I  doubt,  fair 
maiden,  but  the  faith  of  those,  into  whose 
hands  you  are  to  be  delivered,  and  who  might 
think  fit  to  ask  a  few  questions  of  yoiu*  atten- 
dant, he  would  find  difficulty  in  answering,  and 
then  what   should   save  the  knave   from  the 
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gallows,  which  however  he  may  deserve  thexn^ 
I  would  not  he  gained  in  mj  service.'* 

^^  1  pledge  my  word  that  harm  shall  not  be- 
fall him  you  send;  for  sure  my  influence  cannot 
be  at  so  low  an  ebb,  that  I  should  sue  in  vain 
for  the  safety  of  one  who  has  done  me  good 
service.'* 

^^  I  well  believe  your  influence,  all  that  youth 
and  beauty  must  ever  claim,  and  I  also 
believe  your  intentions  fair  and  noble,  sweet 
lady ;  but  cruel  fate  obliges  me  to  be  cautious, 
even  when  I  most  wish  to  confide ;  think  how 
slight  a  word  may  betray  me  to  those,  who 
thirst  for  my  blood ;  were  it  for  one  moment 
known  who  holds  you  captive,  even  the  fidelity 
of  those  around  me,  and  which  I  have  proved 
a  thousand  times,  might  yield  to  the  tempting 
bribe,  that  I  doubt  not  would  be  held  out  as  the 
recompense  of  my  betrayal.  Something  I  risk 
in  thus    approving  without  disguise  in  your 
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presence,  fair  lady,  since  an  accurate  deacrip- 
tion  might  set  the  hlood  hounds  on  a  right 
icent ;  but  your  noble  nature  vould  scorn  to 
b«tT«y  the  unfortunate;  and  for  this  good 
dame,  who,  I  see,  still  hovers  between  the 
thought,  whether  I  am  angel  or  devil,  I  shall 
find  means  to  charm  her  tongue  ere  she 
quits  my  territories." 

There  was  something  of  an  implied  threat 
lurking  in  this  last  speech,  and  the  poor 
girl  who  had  beheld  one  faithful  attendant 
slaio  in  her  defence,  thrilled  with  dread  at 
the  idea  that  this  too  was  about  to  be  sacri- 
ficed, to  the  safety  of  this  singular  man. 
Full  of  this  terrible  idea,  she  drew  the  old 
lady  more  closely  to  her  side,  as  if  prepared 
to  defend  her  with  ail  her  feeble  force,  and 
finding  the  venerable  woman,  struck  probably 
with  the  same  gloomy  forebodings,  trembled 
H     violently,   she    said    firmly.     "  Fear    nothing, 
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Dame  Margaret,   I   vill  not  be  ported    from 
you,  we  will  die  together." 

"  Her  life  will  be  safe,"  the  pirate  said,  re- 
pl)'iQg  to  her  speech,  "  provided  she  is  as  ob- 
stinately silent  on  my  secret;  ns  she  has  proved 
herself  with  regard  to  your  name  ;  but  there 
seems  small  chance  of  your  quitting  us  yeff  j 
fair  maiden  ;  nod  I  trust  our  poor  attempts  M 
render  your  abode  tolerable,  have  not  eatirely 
failed — you  have  learned  too,  that  with  me  you 
have  nothing  to  fear ;  meanwhile  if  it  pleases 
you  to  address  a  scroll  to  him  you  say  claims 
you  as  his  affianced  bride,  doubt  not  1  will 
have  it  conveyed  to  his  hand.  Fear  not  while 
you  aojoum  in  this  island,  to  take  the  air,  when 
you  are  so  disposed ;  here  I  am  a  despotic 
prince,  and  my  subjects  know  too  well  the 
penalty  of  disobedience."  He  sounded  a  silver 
coll,  and,  apparently  from  the  outside,  the  same 
man,  who  had  conducted  them  thither,  now 
made  his  appearance. 
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^-  Kirk/'  he  said  addressing  the  worthy 
satellite.  ''  Attend  this  lady  to  her  appartment, 
and  see  that  my  orders  respecting  her  are  punc- 
tually obeyed,'*  then  bowing  with  courtly 
grace  to  the  fair  girl,  he  stood  watching  her  re- 
treating figure  as  she  traversed  the  long  cham- 
ber, apparently  unwilling  to  lose  the  view  of  so 
much  loveliness. 


vol..  I. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


In  drawing  the  character  of  our  hero,  we  seek 
not  to  lay  before  the  reader,  one  which  never 
existed  save  in  the  imagination  of  the  noreliitj 
that  of  a  young  man  just  entering  into  life,  jet 
gifted  with  a  stock  of  superhuman  goodness, 
and  a  prudence  which  enables  him  to  steer 
clear  of  all  those  rocks  and  quicksands,  which 
too  often  interrupt  the  course  of  the  young 
and  inexperienced.  We  have  rather  to  do  with 
one,  who  possessing  many  noble  and  generous 
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feelings,  wss  but  too  apt  to   yield  to  the  impe- 
tuosity which  frequently  attends  them. 

Truth  then  compels  us  to  declare  that,  al- 
though in  the  &rst  instance  Harry  Knox  ^as 
struck  with  horror  at  the  idea,  of  being  even 
the  involuntary  companion  of  pirates,  yet  by 
insensible  degrees  that  horror  wore  away,  and 
in  its  place  there  arose,  first  pity  for  men  thus 
cut  off  from  society,  and  next  an  admiration  of 
the  bold  and  lawless  deeds,  which  formed  the 
theme  of  conversation  around  the  jovial  board, 
or  more  frequently  beside  the  watch  fire ;  co- 
loured with  the  tints  of  youthful  impetuosity, 
the  picture  they  would  give  of  the  pursuit  and 
capture  of  a  prize,  lost  every  harsh  and  repul- 
sive (esture,  while  the  murder  and  pillage  of  so 
masy  fellow  creatures  were  act  down  as  the 
natural  consequences,  resulting  from  a  daring 
reaitttance  of  higher  powers.  Thus  by  degrees 
even  his  own  unjust  seizure  was   viewed  with 
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less  emotioD^  until  it  came  at  last  to  be  regarded 
as  the  common  fate  of  war. 

Will  it  be  objected  that  this  change  of  feeling 
appears  unnatural?  I  maj  appeal  to  those 
deepest  read  in  that  perplexing  volume  the  hu- 
man heart;  and  such  I  feel  convinced  will 
bear  ample  testimony  to  the  feeble  barrier, 
which  even  the  best  of  dispositions  and  the 
firmest  of  human  resolves,  can  oppose  to'  the 
torrent,  which  is  perpetually  seeking  to  burst 
the  boundaries,  that  religion  and  the  laws  of 
society  set  to  the  passions  of  men.  In  early 
youth  the  precept  and  the  line  must  indeed  be 
repeated  many  times,  before  they  can  be  ex- 
pected to  make  the  desired  impression,  and 
even  then  the  finger  which  engraved  the  flinty 
tables,  must  complete  its  divine  work  before 
that  impression  can  be  stamped  with  efficacy  in 
the  heart. 

Surely  then  none  can  man'cl  that  a  youth. 
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who  from  a  very  early  age,  separated  from  all 
that  might  be  expected  to  use  these  uawearied 
cforta  for  his  welfare,  should,  for  a  time  at  least, 
yield  totbe  debasing  influence  of  bis  compani- 
ona,  ever  ready  with  a  jest  to  meet  the  scruplea 
be  fett  at  their  lawless  trade,  and  exerting  every 
art  to  vrin  him  over  to  their  side.  And  there  was 
one,  who  hailed  with  evident  delight,  the 
change  which  was  passing  over  Harry  Knox  ; 
this  was  the  pirate  captain,  whom  we  have 
already  represented,  as  powerfully  interested  in 
his  young  captive,  but  whether  from  motives 
of  good  or  evil  towards  him,  was  a  point  which 
probably  he  himself  had  not  yet  determined. 
Emotions  of  a  mingled  nature,  never  failed  to 
agitate  this  singular  man's  brow,  when  the 
young  saibr  was  brought  before  him ;  the 
striking  resemblaiice  he  bore  to  one,  who  had 
received  at  the  pirate's  hands  deadly  wrong,  one 
moment  urged  him  lo  repair  as  far  as  in  him 
lay  the  injury  he  had  done,  by  watching  over 
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his  living  image,  while  the  next  he  felt  a  fiend- 
ish satisfaction  in  the  certainty  of  being  at  any 
moment  able  to  crush  one  who  reminded  him 
too  powerfully  of  bis  crime ;  not  that  he  be- 
lieved there  ezi&ted  any  affinity  between  Harry 
Knox  and  his  victim,  the  thought  was  too  wild 
to  be  entertained  for  a  moment,  and  yet  it 
seemed  that  close  relationship  alone  could  ac- 
count for  the  resemblance  of  form  and  feature. 
The  pirate  did  all  in  his  power  to  attach  Harry 
Knoz  to  himself,  in  which  he  was  probably 
actuated  by  the  conviction,  that  he  should, 
hereafter^  need  a  friend  more  to  be  depended 
on,  than  the  two  who  so  closely  attended  him. 
It  may  readily  be  supposed,  that  the  share 
of  favor  bestowed  ou  this  stranger,  by  tbetr 
captain,  did  not  contribute  to  raise  him  in  the 
estimation  of  these  two  worthies;  but  they 
were  restrained  from  any  open  display  of  their 
hostility,  by  the  belief  that  the  prisoner  being 
of  good  family,  the  price  of  his  freedom  would 
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^M      be  proportioaablf  high;,  thus  avarice  kept  guard        ^^^| 
H      over  their  enmity ;  but  wliile  they  behaved  to-       ^^| 
^B     wards  him  with  the  outward  shew  of   cordi-        ^^| 
ality,  each  pleased   himself   with  the    resolve        ^^M 
of  future  opportuoit;  of  revenge.                             ^^M 
^          Meanwhile  the  object  of  their  malevolence,         ^^ 
H      far  firam  entertaining  a  suspicion  of  the  feehugs 
■       chcriahed  by  hit  companions,  became  every  day 
more  attached  to  their  society  ;  bold  and  active, 
he    delighted   in    tbe   dangerous   occupations                 | 
K      whieb  custom  rendered  familiar  to  the  inhabi-        ^^M 
V      tuts  of  tbe  isUud,  and  in  the  search  after  the        ^^M 
nild   fowl   and   their   eggs,    which    formed  a        ^^M 

and  courage   beyond   his   companions.      The        ^^M 
wild  and  hazardous   nature   of  the   life,  with        ^^H 
which  be  bad  been   so  singularly  cast,  n'aa  well        ^^H 
aJapted  to  his  natural  inclination,   and   Harry        ^^H 
Knox  soon  ceased  to  long  for  his   native  land,       ^^M 
where   he  believed   nothing  existed  for   him.       ^^M 
Another  link  was  soon  added  to  the  chain,  that      ^^M 
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bound  him  to  the  island ;  the  romance  thrown 
around  the  fair  girl^  who  had  been  captured 
with  hims  brought  its  effect  on  his  imagina- 
tion ;  he  pleased  himself  with  the  belief,  that 
his  presence  was  in  some  degree  necessary  to 
her  safety,  and  though  prohibited  with  the  rest, 
firom  approaching  the  spot  where  she  walked 
daily,  Harry  was  accustomed  to  watch  with  a 
beating  heart  for  the  flutter  of  her  veil,  and  the 
light  and  pretty  foot,  which  at  the  allotted 
hour,  never  failed  to  appear. 

Things  were  in  this  state,  when  the  arrival 
of  a  small  vessel  off  the  island  gave  a  new  cur^* 
rent  to  afiairs.  Those  who  landed  from  it, 
were  apparently  engaged  in  the  profession  of 
smuggling,  as  they  brought  on  shore  many 
articles  which  were  prohibited  from  entering 
the  ports;  besides  these,  they  were  evidenny 
freighted  with  important  news>  and  by  the 
captain's  anxious  brow,  it  might  be  inferred 
that  the  safety  of  the  community,  was  in  some 
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measure  involved  Id  it.  Apparently,  the 
m&ftlerofthc  newly  arrived  vessel  was  urging 
the  pirate  to  some  imdertaking  he  shraok  from  ; 
many  and  deep  were  the  consultatioaa  they  held, 
and  to  one  of  these,  Harry  Kiio\  became  an  io- 
roluntary,  though  not  an  uninterested  auditor. 
He  had  strayed  tonards  the  Iiermitage,  when 
the  appearance  of  the  pirate  and  llie  master 
caused  him  to  drav  back,  lest  his  being  on  the 
Bjkoi,  might  be  construed  into  a  wish  on  his 
part  to  overhear  a  conversation  intended  to  be 
private.  The  pirate  and  his  companion  passed 
on  UDCon(>cioU3  of  his  presence,  and  at  length 
■topped  close  to  the  stone,  behind  which  Harry 
Knox  had  nithdrawn. 

"Still  I  cannot  fathom  your  motive  for 
keeping  him  with  you,"  was  the  first  remark, 
he  heard  from  the  stranger. 

*'  A  whim,"  the  pirate  returned  carelessly, 
*'to  say  the  troth,  I  have  long  been  looking 
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oul  for  some  smart  lad,   who    will   be    more 
readj    to    come    at   my  whistle,  than  Parson 


and  Kirk  always  are.     They  understand 
own  consequence,  aod  at  times,  seem  inclined 


their 


"  Yet  you  are  surely  wrong  to  trust  • 
stranger,  and  a  raw  boy  to  boot ;  have  you 
no  misgivings,  that  he  may  one  day  shp  his 
collar  and  be  off,  without  bo  much  as  God 
be  wi'  ye?" 

"  Leave  me  alone  for  that ;  I  hold  him  fast  ; 
no  egress  from  this  island  without  my  permia- 
non,  unless,  indeed,  he  could  swim  and  dive 
like  an  otter ;  but  the  boy  has  no  wiah  to  quit ; 
1  have  forged  more  than  one  chain  since  ha 
was  brought  hither,  and  now  body  and  soul 
he  ia  mine  ;  should  our  friends  be  true,  there 
may  be  hot  work,  and  you  will  find  the  lad 
worth  a  thousand  tamed  spirits ;  his  life  ii  one 
of  couBtant  excitement,  and  be  perils  it  freely. 
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eren  to  r«acb  i  paltty  wild  fowl,  and   ivhen  be 


shtll  have  better  g 


trust  me  the 


r  game   ; 
falcon  nil!  soar  high." 

"  Not  higher  than  you  can  lure  him  back, 
I  bope,"  the  stranger  said  sigDificantly,  "  he 
seems  one  more  given  to  command,  than  to 
obeyr  and  once  he  feels  hia  pinions  unfettered, 
cndit  me,  be  nill  little  heed  the  whiatle  of 
those  who  sUppcd  his  jesses.  But  you  spoke 
of  Mxne  other  prisonerj  a  lady." 

"  One,"  the  pirate  answered,  "  I  trust  to 
make  worth  her  weight  in  gold,  if  I  can  hit 
upon  any  plan  for  getting  her  in  safety  to  her 
friends;  but  the  little  jade  obstinately  refuses 
to  tell  her  name,  and  only  prays  to  be  sent  to 
the  English  court.  Were  she  content  to  return 
to  Scotland,  whence  she  came,  it  might  be 
nuo^ed,  but  to  thrust  my  head  into  the  lion's 
den,  were  dangerous  sport." 

"  Yet  I  mistake  if  you  will  not  be  obliged  to 
run  the  riak ;  on  your  own  account,  Q«t  for 
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a  mere  woman.  Why  not  let  one  of  your 
trusty  followers  convey  the  little  craft  to  Eng- 
land^ that  would  be  running  no  risk  ?  '^ 

*'  Not  as  far  as  personal  safety  is  concerned 
I  grants  but  you  forget  friend  tbltt  there  will  be 
money  in  the  case ;  now,  although  I  have  the 
greatest  confidence  in  the  honesty  of  my  brave 
fellowsj  while  here^  for  the  best  possible  rea-* 
son,  that  there  is  nothing  for  them  to  rob  me 
of;  still,  when  out  of  my  sight  and  master  of  a 
treasure,  I  cannot  answer  that  the  mania  for 
seeing  this  strange  land  we  hear  so  much  of 
might  not  seize  my  trusty  messenger,  and  thus 
I  should  be  at  once  minus  money  and  servant. " 

The  stranger  kughed. 

"Well,  well,"  he  said,  "you  seem  sorely 
at  a  loss  what  to  do  with  your  live  fare  ;  for 
my  part,  I  should  dispose  of  them  with  much 
less  ceremony.** 

"How  so?" 

"  Why  for  the  youngster,  who  I  take  it,  will 
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one  day  serve  you  as  the  viper  did  the  clown,  I 
would  make  sure  of  him  by  two  inches  of  cold 
steel ;  while  for  the  lady,  she  should  live  as 
long  as  I  found  her  tractable,  and  then  a  dive 
under  water  might  bring  her  to  reason.  But, 
hark  ye !  if  you  wish  to  send  her  home,  why 
not  entrust  her  to  me?  I  will  convey  her  to 
England^  or  any  where  else  she  may  choose, 
and  no  risk  to  any  body  ;  while  for  the  money, 
you  know  me  for  a  man  of  honour  and  your 
friend.  ** 

The  pirate's  look  seemed  to  convey  a  slight 
doubt  on  the  subject,  but  he  hastened  to  do 
away  the  impression,  which  such  a  look  might 
produce  on  his  very  good  friend  the  smuggler. 

"  Doubt  not,  *'  he  said,  *'  my  entire  confi- 
dence in  your  honesty  and  zeal ;  you  have  held 
to  me  through  evil  report,  and  if  it  should  ever 
be  my  fate  to  be  restored  to  my  rank,  you  shall 
find  how  fully  I  know  your  worth ;  but  for 
this  girl,   I  know  not  how  it  is,  I  would  fain 
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keep  her  here  a  little  longer,  something  in  her 
noble  bearing  pleases  me.  '* 

Enough  said/'    interrupted  the  stranger, 

I  mean  not  to  spoil  sport ;  you  spoke  but 
now  of  purchase  money  to  be  given  for  the 
little  craft,  and  now  I  find  you  have  other  pay- 
ment in  view ;  well,  well,  you  know  best  what 
such  gear  has  cost  already. '' 

'*  You  mistake  me,  friend,"  the  pirate  replied 
gravely,  '*  1  praise  the  girl  for  her  noble  spirit ; 
how  many  of  her  sex  in  such  a  situation,  would 
weary  me  with  tears  and  lamentations,  while 
she  bears  herself  as  one  who,  conscious  of  no 
evil,  fears  it  not  from  others.  I  could  not 
harm  her,  were  it  only  for  the  frank  confidence 
she  reposes  in  me ;  credit  me,  the  girl  is  right 
noble. " 

The  smuggler  cast  on  the  speaker  a  look  of 
surprise,  not  altogether  unmixed  with  con- 
tempt; but  he  was  too  good  a  politician  to 
utter  his  sentiments,  and  changing  the  convert 
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Mtion,  reverted  to  some  topic  the;  had  been 
discasaing  ia  the  hennitage. 

"You  are  detcnnined  then"  he  laid,  "not 
to  go  with  me  this  trip  ?  " 

"  No, "  was  the  reply,  "  the  time  is  not  yet 
come ;  too  hasty  a  step  on  my  aide,  would  mar 
a  plot  which  promises  fairly.  " 

"  Yet  I  think  something  more  might  be  done 
if  you  were  on  the  spot,'*  the  other  urged, 
"  and  you  would  run  less  risk  than  you  fancy, 
since  it  is  believed,  in  England,  you  perished  in 
the  ship  that  went  down,  when  the  chase  was 
so  hot ;  if  your  enemies  had  not  thought  so, 
Ihey  would  have  hunted  you  from  your  hiding 
place  long  ago. " 

"Nay,"  the  pirate  rejoined,  "you  wrong 
mc  much  if  you  suppose  that  fear  has  to  do 
with  my  absence  from  a  council,  met  to  deli- 
berate on  that  which,  if  accomplished,  will 
ania  place  me  on  a  level  with  princes  ;  could 
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the  sacrifice  of  my  poor  life  atone  for  the 
wrongs  of  a  much  injured  woman,  I  would 
gladly  brave  the  danger  you  believe  I  shrink 
from;  but  Elizabeth  has  the  eyes  of  Argus 
ever  on  the  watch;  still  had  you  brought  one 
line  from  the  priest^  even  now  I  would  have 
gone  with  you  without  scruple.  ^ 

'^  He  is  a  cautious  dog  1  ^  the  other  an- 
swered^ ^'  I  urged  him  to  write,  biit  he  said, 
'  black  and  white  have  brought  many  an 
honest  man  to  the  block,  word  of  mouth  is  best, 
my  son,  but  before  long  1  hope  our  hands  will 
be  at  liberty  as  weU  aa  our  tongues,' " 

"  Marry,  Amen ! ''  the  pirate  rejoined,  rising 
from  the  ground,  ^Hhe  plan  promises  fairly, 
and  heaven  prosper  it:  commend  me  to  the 
holy  father,  and  tell  him  I  wait  but  his  orders ; 
if  he  think,  my  presence  will  further  his 
schemes,  I  am  ready  to  appear  either  singly 
or  at  the  head  of  my  crew.  '^    He  turned  off 
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ss  be  spoke,  leaving  his  coinpantou  Etill  stand- 
ing on  the  spot ;  the  Utter  gazed  afier  the 
pirate's  retreating  figure  a  few  moments,  and 
tiien  broke  into  a  scamful  laugh. 

"  Cowardly  fool !  "  he  said  "  it  would  be 
long  before  you  risked  your  precious  neck  in 
any  contest,  save  with  an  inferior  enemy.  The 
reverend  father  remembers  you  as  you  were, 
active  and  daring ;  times  are  changed  since 
those  days,  and  as  conscience  makes  us  all 
cowards,  'tis  no  wonder  you  are  turned  das- 
tard— what  binders  me  giving  you  up  to  the 
fete  you  deserve? — the  fear  that  you  would 
spoil  our  well  laid  plot ;  your  bead  is  worth  its 
weight  in  gold  'tis  tniC]  but  as  I  am  not  the 
vile  thing  you  believe  me,  there  is  something 
that  goes  one  degree  beyond  gold  in  my  es- 
teem ;  yet  'tis  well  to  have  two  anchors  to 
depend  on ;  should  the  holy  father's  plot  fail, 
why  then  the  price  of  a  traitor's  head  may  not 
be  amisa' " 


1S8 
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So  saying  the  smuggler  retraced  his  steps 
towards  the  hermitage^  leaving  Harry  Knox 
more  than  ever  bewildered  respecting  the 
strange  being  into  whose  hands  he  had 
fallen* 
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rolled  away  and  brought  little  variety 
to  our  hero^  save  that  each  day  seemed  to 
•trengthen  the  tie^  which  was  forming  between 
him  and  his  captor ;  indeed,  it  would  have  been 
extraordinary  had  his  warm  and  enthusiastic 
nature  remained  untouched  by  the  various 
kindnesses  and  modes  of  fascination  adopted  by 
this  man  to  gain  him.  Now  a  wild  and  daring 
leader  of  pirates,  and  anon  the  elegant  and  re- 
fined courtier,  he  was  the  person  most  fitted  in 
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the  world,  to  lead  captive  the  bold,  romantic 
youth  thus  thrown  in  his  power ;  he  saw  the 
full  extent  of  the  advantage  he  possessed,  and 
prepared  to  mould  the  plastic  clay  with  a 
masterly  hand. 

Sometimes  amid  the  wild  and  savage  scenery 
of  the  island,  while  walking  by  the  foaming 
ocean,  that  view  which,  perhaps  of  all  that  na- 
ture furnishes,  is  best  adapted  to  arouse  in  our 
bosom  all  those  thoughts  of  a  boundless  liberty, 
which  man  for  ever  pants  after,  the  pirate  would 
recount  some  deed  of  high  and  successful  em- 
prize,  which,  clad  in  the  winning  garb  of  re- 
fined language,  and  told  by  one  who  knew  best 
how  to  adapt  his  speech  to  the  taste  of  him  who 
listened,  carefully  veiling  aught  that  might  re- 
mind his  auditor,  that  those  noble  feats  were 
performed  in  a  bad  cause,  would  make  his 
heart  palpitate  to  be  a  sharer  in  such  bold 
daring.  Then  the  wily  tempter  would  change 
the  scene,  and  beneath  the  brilliant  moonbeam. 


MARY    8TUART.  141 

at  that  witching  hour,  when  the  coldest  heart 
feela  the  power  of  the  holy  calm,  which  per- 
vades earth  and  air,  the  pirate  would  throw 
aside  all  that  before  was  most  admirable  in  the 
bero,  and  assuming  the  soilness  love  is  wont  to 
inspire,  dwell  with  touching  pathos  on  the 
charms  and  virtues  of  her,  who  had  formed  such 
a  prominent  feature  in  his  eventful  life ;  now 
he  represented  her  the  leading  star  amid  an  ad- 
miring court ;  then,  when  bis  youthful  auditor 
was  prepared  to  bow  the  knee  to  this  worship- 
ped idol,  he  suddenly  reversed  the  picture,  and 
depicted  her  alone,  friendless,  and  oppressed, 
in  the  power  of  an  envious  rival,  till,  with  every 
feeling  wrought  to  the  highest  pitch,  Harry 
Knox  would  start  forward  as  the  champion  who 
should  stand  forth  alone  opposed  to  all  the 
world,  and  effect  her  liberation.  Then  it  was 
that  the  pirate  would  shake  his  head  with  a 
mournful  smile;  and  while  his  words  were 
calculated  to  impress  on  the  youth's  mind  a 
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conviction,  that  ao  asaistance  might  avail,  an 
unguarded  expression  was  allowed  to  cacape, 
which  conveyed  the  blissful  idea  that  some- 
thing might  yet  be  attempted,  and  that  he  him- 
self should  be  assigned  a  conspicuous  place  in 
the  glorious  enterprise. 

Since  the  pirate's  interview  with  the  smuggler, 
however,  his  manner  had  undergone  a  consid- 
erable change ;  he  became  restless,  agitated,  and 
irritable;  shunning  all  intercourse  with  his 
followers ;  even  his  young  proselyte  was  neglect- 
ed, and  he  passed  the  greater  portion  of  his  time 
in  solitary  rambles,  evidently  a  prey  to  anxious 
suspense;  and  Harry  Knox  was  induced  to 
suppose  that  the  smuggler's  return  was  the  en- 
grossing subject  of  his  thoughts.  The  conver- 
sation to  which  he  had  unintentionally  become 
privy,  and  still  more  the  soliloquy  in  which  the 
smuggler  had  indulged,  raised  a  suspicion  in 
the  mind  of  the  young  sailor,  that  he  was  far 
from  being  the  staunch  friend,  the  piret«  fac- 


ie pirate  be-         i 
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liered  him;  yet,  how  to  put  the  latter  on 
hit  guaid,  withoot  revealing  what  he  hadheard, 
and  therdiy  exhibiting  himself  in  the  odious 
cfaanctar  of  a  spy^  a  character  which  the  young 
and  generous  heart  shrinks  firom  most  sensitiye- 
ly.  Again^  more  might  have  been  said^  before 
he  became  a  party  to  their  conversation,  than  it 
m%fat  suit  those  between  whom  it  passed,  should 
be  known ;  and  Harry  was  too  well  aware  of 
the  lawless  character  he  had  to  deal  with,  to 
suppose  that  either  of  them  would  scruple  at 
patting  out  of  the  way,  one  who  had  learned 
too  many  secrets  of  the  prison-house.  Upon 
the  whole  then,  he  concluded  it  the  safer 
plan  to  watch,  so  far  as  he  was  able,  the  smug- 
^er^s  conduct,  should  he  again  land  on  the 
iabmd,  rather  than  jeopardy  his  own  life,  by 
hinting  at  treachery,  he  had  no  power  to  sub- 
stantiate. Bat  while  anxious  concerning  the 
fate  of  one,  he  had  learned  to  regard  with  but 
too  great  a  predilection,  Harry  Knox  was  sud- 
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denly  compelled  to  leave  caring  for  the  safety 
of  his  captain,  and  take  heed  of  his  own. 

The  fits  of  abstraction  and  wandering,  in 
which,  as  we  before  observed,  the  pirate  some- 
times indulged,  had  of  late  become  more  fre- 
quent and  lengthened,  and  the  fears  of  Harry 
Knox  were  aroused,  when  after  a  lapse  of  seve* 
ral  days,  no  tidings  were  heard  of  the  wan- 
derer ;  and  as  the  youth  had  observed  thai,  at 
the  time  of  his  departure,  the  pirate  seemed  la* 
bouring  under  a  more  than  usual  depression  of 
spirits,  he  was  naturally  led  to  believe,  that, 
overcome  by  the  pressure  of  feeling,  the  un- 
happy man  had,  in  a  moment  of  frenzy, 
given  way  to  the  suggestions  of  the  tempter, 
ever  on  the  watch  for  seasons  when  the  mind 
sinks  beneath  its  oppressive  burden,  and  whis- 
pering that  a  noble  daring  will  at  once  rid  the 
sufferer  of  his  ills,  and  usher  him  to  regions  of 
peace  and  tranquillity. 

There  was  no  one  to  whom   Harry  could 
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immunicate  his  fearful  surmises,  for  of  the 
tniit  «bo  appeared  more  peculiarly  to  enter 
into  all  that  concerned  tbeu-  leader,  and  to 
vatcb  more  immediately  over  bim,  one,  who 
was  called  Parson,  and  who  stood  higfa  in 
Harry's  esteem,  from  his  light  and  jcml  tem- 
perament, had  left  vith  the  smuggler  on  some 
secret  mission,  while  the  other  whose  saturnine 
look  aod  manner  had  always  sent  a  chill  to 
the  young  sailor's  heart,  was  to  all  appearance, 
too  much  engrossed  with  the  duties  which 
devolved  on  him  during  his  master's  absence, 
to  hear  any  thing  which  he  might  say.  This 
man  was  now  observed  to  withdraw  himself 
entirely  from  the  society  of  the  pirate?,  but 
this  might  arise  from  the  difficulty  be  found  in 
enforciog  the  necessary  degree  of  subordination 
among  ihoKe  who  were  permitted  to  treat  him 
as  a  comrade.  SttU  Harry  Knoii  bad  found 
himself  from  time  to  lime  n  atcbing  this  dark 

I  man  with  a  degree  of  solicitude,  for  which  he 
vou.  I.  a 
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could  give  no  definite  reason^  since  the  nature 
of  his  occupation  gave  no  cause  for  suspicion ; 
he  appeared  to  have  suddenly  acquired  an  in- 
clination for  study,  since  at  every  moment  be 
could  steal  firom  his  duty,  Klirk  might  be  seen 
seated  on  a  projecting  rock,  which  at  once 
commanded  a  view  of  the  old  castle,  and  the 
usual  approach  to  the  island.    At  the  hour 
allotted  for  the  young  Scottish  lady's  ifi-alk, 
the  form  of  Kirk  was  sure  to  be  seen  immov- 
able, as  the  rock  on  which  he  sat.     His  eyes 
fixed  on  what,  in  those  days,  was  an  unwonted 
companion  to  one  in  his  station,  viz.  a  black 
lettered  volume,  and  his  Scottish  bonnet  pulled 
over  his  dark  and  lowering  brow,  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  shade  his  countenance. 

The  portion  of  ground  to  which  the  iair  cap- 
tive confined  her  walk,  did  not  approach  very 
near  to  the  seat  occupied  by  Kirk  ;but  as 
from  day  to  day  she  beheld  this  singular  figure, 
on  the  same  spot,  and  precisely  in  the  same 
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positioD,  curiosity,  that  baneful  ingredient  in 
woman's  com  posit  ion,  urged  ber  spproach,  to 
ascertnin  whether  it  was  indeed  a  creature  of 
flesh  and  blood,  or  merely  a  part  of  the  rock, 
which  bearing  the  outline  of  the  human  form, 
distance  and  fancy  had  concurred  to  render  the 
dclosioo  perfect.  Still  a  fear  of  transgresaing 
the  hmils  of  her  walk,  beyond  which  the  pirate 
bad  warned  her  he  could  not  answer  for  her 
safety,  joined  to  the  entreaties  of  Daroe  Mar- 
garet, that  she  would  take  heed  to  her  ways, 
and  not  run  into  danger,  kept  her  from  fully 
■atisfying  the  intense  anxiety  she  felt  concern- 
ing tbis  phenomenon. 

Iai|)erceptibly  the  space  that  divided  the  fair 
maiden  from  the  object  of  ber  curiosity  dimin- 
ished every  walk  she  took,  while  each  day  her 
powen  of  persuasion  were  employed  to  induce 
the  good  aid  lady  to  stray  a  little,  a  very  little 
more,  beyond  the  boundary. 

The  lengthened  absence  of  the  pirate,  as  we 
u  3 
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before  observed^  had  alarmed  the  fears  of 
Harry  Knox,  and  he  had  hastened  down  to  the 
beach  to  watch  for  the  re-appearance  of  the 
wanderer. 

The  day  was  cold,  and   a  piercing   wind 
brought  with  it  a  sleet,  which  considerably  an- 
noyed the   self  constituted  sentinel,    though 
anxiety  respecting  the   safety  of   his   friend 
enabled  him  to  retain  his  post.    Towards  even- 
ing the  air  became  milder,  and  the  brilliant 
Aurora  Borealis  enlivened  a  scene,  which  a  few 
hours  before  had  been  so  dreary.    Wearied  by 
an  unsuccessful  watch,  Harry  Knox  turned  his 
steps  towards  the  castle,  and  advancing  within 
a  few  yards  of  Kirk's  favourite  resting  place, 
he  marked  with  surprise,  that  he  was  at  his 
post,  even    at  that  unwonted   hour;  not,  aa 
usual,  absorbed   in  study,   but  watching  with 
keen   anxiety  some  object  in  or  near  the  castle. 
Naturally  induced  to  direct  his  eyes  towards 
the  same  spot,  Harry  could  observe  the  figure 
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of  the  Scottish  maiden,  and  her  constant  at- 
tendant, slowly  advancing  towards  the  rock. 

To  account  for  their  being  abroad  at  this 
unusual  hour  we  must  repeat,  that  the  day  had 
been  cold  and  damp,  offering  little  to  tempt 
the  prisoners  from  their  apartment,  where  a 
blazing  fire  in  some  degree  compensated  for 
the  cheerless  prospect  without.  Deprived  of 
its  wonted  employment,  the  active  mind  of  the 
young  lady  became  weary  of  confinement,  and 
as  is  ever  the  case,  when  we  are  debarred  any 
fancied  enjoyment,  fresh  air  at  the  moment 
seemed  to  her  essential  to  very  existence. 
Full  of  this  intense  feeling,  she  hailed  with  de- 
light the  appearance  of  more  auspicious  wea- 
ther, and  bounding  from  the  gothic  window 
from  which  she  had  been  watching  the  drifting 
clouds,  she  said : 

"  Come,   dame    Margerj',    don    your  braw 
plaidie,  and  let  us  forth  for  a  wee  bit.  '* 

The  old  lady  answered  with  the  tantalising 
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caution  of  age  ^'  That  can  hardly  be,  for  see, 
child^  how  it  has  rained  a'  the  day,  and  the 
earth  maun  be  damp,  so  sit  you  down  and  sing 
me  ane  of  your  blithsome  tunes  till  Janet 
comes  with  the  refection.  '^ 

^'Yet  come,  dear  Margery,''  the  maiden 
coaxingly  persisted,  ^^  I  am  weary  to  death  at 
being  cooped  up  in  this  odious  cage,  all  the 
day  long ;  and  now  it  is  so  fine,  and  as  I  live, 
there  are  the  merry  northern  lights  come  to 
gladden  my  heart !  Come,  dear  Margery,  if 
you  love  me,  only  over  the  threshold,  that  I 
may  look  at  their  merry  dance,  and* think  of 
the  time  when  I  watched  them  in  my  own 
bonnie  Scotland.'^ 

This  appeal,  coupled  with  the  name  dearest 
to  her  heart,  and  accompanied  by  the  expres- 
sion of  that  dark  eye,  overcame  Dame  Marga- 
ret's sager  reason,  and  rising  from  her  chair, 
she  first  almost  exhausted  her  young  favourite's 
patience  by  the  anxious  care  with  which  she 
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insistad  on  one  article  of  clothing  after  another 
being  put  on  ;  then,  after  some  ftu-ther  time 
spent  in  arranging  her  own  ample  drapery,  she 
permitted  herself  to  be  led  forth  into  the  open 
air. 

**  Now  confess^  Dame  Margery/'  the  maiden 
said  playfully,  addressing  her  companion  who, 
struck  with  the  beauty  of  the  sky,  had  ceased 
the  Tarious  ejaculatory  grumblings  in  which  she 
had  indulged  as  she  left  the  blazing  hearth. 

'^  Confess  this  is  much  better  than  sitting  in 
yon  gloomy  chamber,  where,  spite  of  the  com- 
fortable fire,  the  wind  whistl^  round  our  heads; 
and  then  it  is  so  dark  and  dismal,  that  even  I, 
who  used  to  be  merry  as  the  mavis,  feel  as  if  I 
could  mope  and  cry  all  day  long ;  but  when  I 
think  of  you,  my  kind  Margery,  I  try  to  shake 
it  oS,  for  should  I  pine  and  grow  sick,  who  will 
take  care  of  you?' 

**  Blessings  on  your  tender  heart  ?''  the  dame 
replied,   **  you  are  ever  forgetting  your    own 
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sorrows  to  sooth  those  of  others.    Maj  my  old    ^ 
e'en  not  close  before  you  are  safe  out  of  this 
foul  cage.    God's  will  be  done!  but  it  goes 
nigh  to  kill  me,  when  I  think  that  my  sweet 
bird  is  shut  up  in  it/* 

^  But  not  for  long,  dame/'  she  said  assuming 
an  appearance  of  hope  she  was  far  from  feelings 
^'  jou  know  the  pirate  took  my  letter,  and  pro- 
mised to  bring  me  a  speedy  answer ;  doubtless 
he  has  gone  with  it  himself,  for  I  haTe  missed 
him  of  late ;  wc  should  not  complain,  for  he  is 
kind  and  good  to  us ;  and  even  in  my  guar- 
dian's house,  I  wavjiot  more  unmolested*  Un- 
happy and  unfortunate  he  may  be,  but  he  is 
not  a  bad  man.*' 

The  old  woman  shook  her  head  as  she  listen- 
ed to  the  animated  girPs  defence  of  one  she 
considered  the  cause  o(  their  misfortunes. 

^  Nay,  my  dear  young  lady,  but  he  is  a  bold, 
bad  man ;  for  did  he  not  seize  on  those  who 
were  going  on  their  own  way — did  he  not  rob 
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tnd  murder  those  who  withstood  his  wicked 
▼idence  ?  Were  the  man  as  agly  as  his  deeds, 
yoii  would  not  deny  that  he  is  a  bad  man/' 

The  maiden  blushed  at  the  rebuke,  though 
unintentional,  conveyed  in  these  words,  and  wiU 
^g  to  g^ve  a  turn  to  the  conversation,  which 
came  somewhat  too  near  her  consciencei  sud- 
denly exclaimed, — ^*  Look,  dame  Margery  ! 
yonder  is  that  figure  on  the  rock,  can  it  indeed 
be  only  a  statue.'' 

"  My  old  e'en  cannot  see  clearly,"  the  old 
lady  replied  a  Uttle  peevishly,  ^  but  what  does 
it  matter?  You  seem  very  curious  about  this 
figure,  child/' 

"  Nay,  do  not  chide  me,  dear  Margery,"  and 

« 

as  she  spoke  tears  sprang  to  the  fair  girl's  eyes, 
^  anything  that  occupies  my  thoughts,  even  for 
a  moment,  is  welcome  in  this  wilderness,  where 
the  time  passes  so  heavily ;  you  feel  not  as  I  do, 
dame  Margaret,  the  loss  of  all  our  wonted 
tasks,  when  the  day  was  too  short  for  the  vari- 
H  5 
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ous  duties  it  brought  with  it ;  would  that  a  hw 
of  them  were  still  mine^  though  it  might  be 
only  those,  which  ia  my  girlish  waywardness  I 
sometimes  repined  at  V^  ' 

The  old  woman  laid  her  trembling  hand  on 
her  young  companion's  arm,  as  she  said  '^  I  am 
old  and  feeble,  and  rest  and  quiet  best  suit  these 
Hmbs,  that  were  once  as  active  as  your  own. 
Tet  think  not,  my  child,  I  am  without  reg^t ; 
but  it  is  for  you  I  feel  it,  to  see  you  thus  torn 
from  all  you  love ;  yet  let  it  be  your  consola- 
tion, maiden,  that  there  is  an  eye  still  watching 
oyer  you,  and  a  hand  which  can  at  any  moment 
snatch  you  from  all  danger.^' 

^  I  know  it,  dear  Margery,  and  I  should  b^ 
most  ungrateful  did  I  not  feel  how  much  worse 
my  fate  might  have  been.  May  the  father  of 
the  fatherless  still  protect  me  !  and  then  I  am 
safe  even  in  a  den  of  robbers." 

During  this  conversation,  the  steps  of  the 
speakers  drew  nearer  to  the  object  of  curiosity ;. 
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tnd  witb  that  happy  facility,  vriih  which  the 
youthful  miDd  turns  from  subject  to  subject, 
the  Scottish  maiden  was  soon  n  holly  absorbed 
in  its  contemplation.  One  moment  she  felt 
assured  that  what  she  gazed  on  wai  a  living 
creature,  and  the  next,  she  was  as  fully  con- 
vinced that  it  was  but  the  semblance  of  a  man, 
artfully  moulded  from  the  solid  rock. 

Just  as  the  debate  in  her  mind  was  at  the 
highest,  dame  Margery  declared  herself  tired, 
and  observing  it  was  late,  proposed  returning 
to  their  apartment. 

"  One  moment  longer,"  said  her  companion 
eagerly,  "  all  is  so  still,  and  we  have  not  seen 
a  single  being.  No  doubt  the  pirates  are  away 
to  the  village,  where  Janet  says  they  sometimes 
spend  the  evening ;  so  there  can  be  no  danger, 
daBc  Mai^aret;  and  before  I  go  home  I  must 
discover  what  it  is  on  the  rock.  Just  now  I 
thought  it  moved,  but  I  believe  my  eyes  were 
dazatod  by  a  aorthem  flash ;  you  are  tiredj  dear 
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Margery,  so  sit  you  down,  and  I  will  go  but 
one  foot  nearer ;  then  I  shall  be  quite  convin- 
ced ;  perhaps  I  may  not  have  such  another 
opportunity." 

With  affectionate  care  she  seated  the  old  lady, 
who,  however,  vehemently  opposed  her  going, 
until  shortness  of  breath,  and  the  repeated  as- 
surances of  her  charge,  that  she  would  not  quit 
her  sight,  cut  short  further  contention,  and 
dreadinj;  no  danger,  the  beautiful  girl  bounded 
like  a  fawn  towards  the  dwarfic  stone.  Nearer 
and  nearer  she  came,  aa  the  moth  may  be  seen 
to  approach  the  flame,  which  beguiles  it,  and 
equally  unconscious  of  ill.  She  paused  at  some 
few  paces  distant,  atleniively  studying  the  siD> 
gular  stone,  for  such  she  felt  convinced  it  roast 
be,  seeing  it  stirred  not;  tbcu  turning  round, 
to  aacerlain  how  far  she  was  removed  from  her 
protectress,  a  few  steps  more  and  she  should  be 
closa  to  the  object  which  had  so  long  tantalised 
tier.    The  die  was  cast,  she  almost  touched  the 
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rock,  wben  with  one  bound  the  figure  she  had 
50  securely  contemplated  stood  beside  her. 

We  have  saiJ  that  the  Scottish  maiden  was 
courageous  by  nature,  yet  we  dare  not  assert, 
that  this  suddea  mm'ement  on  the  part  of 
whtt  she  had  beea  regarding  as  a  mass  of 
iasniinate  matter,  did  not  produce  some  de- 
rangement in  her  naturally  firm  nerves.  One 
fearful  cry  burst  from  ber,  and  then  she  stood 
rooted  to  tbe  spot  ^the  would  have  given  worlds 
to  £Iy  from.  As  that  shriek  burst  upon  her 
ear,  dame  Margery  sprang  from  Iier  seat,  coq- 
tcious  that  danger  or  agony  of  no  common 
natore  must  threaten  her  young  friend,  to  wring 
from  her  such  a  fearful  sound.  Forgetful 
alike  of  tbe  weariness  that  oppressed  her,  and 
the  feebleness  of  coming  age,  the  faithful  crea- 
lore  thought  only  of  her  charge,  and  bitterly 
faunenting  the  permission  so  reluctantly  given, 
the  came  to  the  relief  of  the  child  of  her  love 

ih  more  speed  than  could  have  been  looked 
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for;  but  the  succour  she  could  have  brought 
would  have  availed  Utile ;  the  ruffiaa'a  arni 
was  already  round  his  victim,  and  lifting  her 
from  the  gronnd,  he  was  about  bearing  her  to 
the  hermitage,  where  he  inteudcd  to  keep  her 
in  security,  until  an  opportunity  might  offer  to 
remove  her  from  the  island ;  or  should  the  cap- 
tain return  before  that  could  be  eSected,  his 
own  escape  would  save  him  frotn  the  chastise- 
ment be  could  not  fait  to  meet,  as  the  due 
reward  of  his  brute  violence. 

"  Lovely  lady  "  he  began,  in  as  bland  a  tone 
as  his  naturally  harsh  voice  could  be  brought  to 
assume,  and  hoping  to  sooth  hia  struggling 
captive,  for  at  his  touch  the  bonds  of  fear  were 
burst,  and  the  terrified  girl  exerted  her  fcebl« 
strength  to  shake  off  his  iron  grasp.  As  the 
word  passed  his  lips,  a  powerful  band  was  on 
him,  and  turning  to  see  who  had  thus  arrested 
his  progress,  the  pirate  slood  confronted  by 
Uarrj  Knox. 


MART    HTUART. 


"  \Tllain  and  robber, "  the  youth  exclaimed 
mdigiwotly,  and  shaking  Kirk  with  a  violence 
which  at  a  moment  of  less  excitement  he  could 
Dot  have  exerted, "  unhand  the  lady,  or  by  Hea- 
wo  I  win  make  mince  meat  of  the  fingers  you 
have  so  daringly  laid  upon  her." 

Giddy  with  surprise  and  the  concussion 
caused  by  being  so  handled,  Kirk  did  aa  he 
was  commanded,  and  released  his  prey,  but  it 
was  only  to  grapple  furiously  with  hia  young 
assailant;  at  this  moment  another  actor  was 
added  to  the  scene  of  strife,  who  made  up  by 
stratagem,  what  she  wanted  in  strength.  See- 
ing their  champion  about  to  be  worsted  in  the 
encounter  with  one  more  powerful  than  him- 
self, dame  Margaret  drew  near  the  combatants, 
and  taking  advantage  of  the  pirate's  bending 
his  head,  as  he  strove  to  bear  his  opponent  to 
the  earth,  she  dexterously  contrived  to  send 
the  eontents  of  a  well  filled  Scottish  mul), 
which  abe  had  drawn  from  her  pocket,  into  hb 
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face.  Who  might  endure  the  cruel  torture  of 
those  subtle  particles  piercing  the  eyes  ?  In 
an  agony  too  great  for  endurance,  the  yillain 
quitted  his  hold,  that  his  hands  might  be  at 
liberty  to  administer  relief  to  his  suffering 
eyes ;  but  every  effort  made  to  this  end  only 
served  to  encrease  the  pain,  by  driving  the 
offending  dust  further  in. 

Fearful  that  the  sufferer's  cries  would  reach 
the  ears  of  some  of  his  comrades,  who  would 
not  fail  to  take  ample  vengeance  fbr  the  injury 
done  to  this  man,  Harry  Knox  was  desirous  to 
convey  the  trembling  girl  flt>m  the  spot.  As  be 
was  about  to  offer  her  the  assistance  of  his  arm 
for  this  purpose,  a  peculiar  whistle  was  heard ; 
agonized  as  he  still  was.  Kirk  caught  the  wdl 
known  signal  of  his  captiun,  and  fully  aware  of 
the  fate  which  awaited  him,  when  his  daring 
villany  should  be  known,  he  growled  out  one  bit- 
ter oath  of  hatred  and  revenge,  then  darting  away, 
guided  by  instinct,  in  default  of  sight,  was  soon 
lost  among  the  rocks. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


The  captain's  •urprise  was  great,  when  he  be- 
held the  group,  and  there  was  a  considerable 
degree  of  diapLeaaure  mingled  with  the  courlesy, 
w'ah  which  he  doifed  his  bonnet  Co  the  Scot- 
tith  maiden. 

"  It  is  somewhat  late,  lady,"  he  said,  "  for 
one  of  your  age  and  sex  to  be  so  far  from  home  ; 
and  you  may  thank  your  good  fortune,  rather 
than  the  prudence  of  those  entrusted  with  you, 
if  yoo  have  come  thus  far  at  euch  an  hour  un- 
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molested.  But  how  is  this  ?"  he  added^  as  he 
marked  the  agitation  which  shook  her  frame. 
'^  You  tremble  and  seem  alarmed ;  sure  no  one 
has  dared  in  my  absence  to  forget  the  respect 
due  to  your  unprotected  situation,^ 

He  turned  fiercely  to  the  young  sailor^  as 
he  spoke,  and  his  hand  mechanically  grasped 
his  dirk/' 

^'Tour  suspicions  are  well  founded/'  the 
youth  replied  coolly,  <<  but  as  far  as  they  point 
to  myself,  know  me  Sir,  Knight,  incapable 
as  you  are  of  taking  advantage  of  a  lady's 
unprotected  state.  I  have  been  fortunate 
enough  to  rescue  your  fair  captive,  from  the 
hands  of  one  of  your  own  people,  and  sin^e 
she  is  now  under  the  protection  of  one,  whose 
duty,  as  I  believe  it  is  his  pleasure,  to 
watch  over  her  safety,  I  will  take  my  leave.'^ 

^'  Your  pardon,  fair  sir,"  the  pirate  rejoined, 
placing  himself  before  Harry  Knox,  ^  but  you 
must  not  qnit  us  until  I  have  more  fully  learned 
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the  service  this  lady  baa  received  at  tout 
hutda ;  if  it  is  as  you  say,  my  thanks  are  due  to 
you,  for  haviag  in  my  absence,  fulfilled  the 
duty  1  have  somewhat  neglected,  that  of  watch- 
ing over  one,  whose  safety  is  of  great  moment. 
But  should  I  find  you  palter  with  me,  hy  seek- 
bg  to  charge  another  with  your  own  villany, 
by  the  lieaven  above  us,  you  shall  not  escape 
me." 

"  Nay,  never  look  on  him  ao  fiercely,  sir 
robber,"  Dame  Mai^ret  said,  interposing, 
"  ye  mauana  think  ill  of  the  braw  callant  that 
ssTed  my  sweet  tammie  fra'  the  wolf." 

**  And  how  comes  it,  dame,"  the  pirate  re- 
joined, turning  his  stem  look  on  the  old  lady, 
**  how  comes  it,  that  you  have  so  httle  regarded 
the  sa&ty  of  your  young  mistress,  and  my  coow 
manda,  as  to  snS*er  her  to  come  so  far  beyond 
the  hmits,  I  put  to  your  walks  ?  one  of  your 
age  and  experience  shonhl  belter  have  known 
tbe  iaager  of  locb  a  risk." 
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^'  The  blame  is  all  my  own/'  the  maiden  aaidj 
coming  forward,  with  as  much  firmness  as  she 
could  command, 

'*  And  what  urged  you  to  such  folly,  lady  V^ 
the  pirate  demanded,  his  brow  unbending,  as 
he  gazed  on  the  beautiful  and  ingenuous  coun- 
tenance, which  was  lifted  to  his  face,  full  of 
anxiety  to  exculpate  others,  and  take  upon  her- 
self the  consequences  of  her  fault,  '^  were  you 
one  of  those  giddy  maidens,  whose  heels  seem 
made  of  quicksilver,  ever  impelling  them  to 
stray  upon  forbidden  ground,  it  would  not  sur- 
prise me  to  find  you  thus  wandering ;  but  I 
have  ever  believed  you  above  the  foibles  of  your 
sex/' 

^^  Yet,  a  foolish  curiosity  alone  impelled  me 
to  transgress  your  commands,"  she  replied 
blushing. 

<^  Curiosity  !"  the  pirate  repeated  with  bitter 
irony,  <<  are  you  too  possessed  by  that  false 
fiend,  which  has  lured  so  many  of  your  sex  to 
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ibnctioo  both  here  sod  iKresfter  ?  what  kiet 
lo  mm  the  paradise  we  are  told  was  oace  lua 
inheritance  ?  was  it  not  that  evil  spirit,  pre- 
6garcd  by  a  wily  saake — curiosity  ?" 

"  Tonr  reproof  is  jtiet,"  the  maiden  replied 
somewhat  proudly.  "  Yet  the  poor  c^idTC 
may  be  pardoned,  who  risks,  from  the  indul- 
geocc  of  this  womknish  propensity,  not  pandise 
but  a  priaoo,  if  she  furgets  for  a  moment  the 
nrfol  conseqaeuces  which  resnlied  irom  this 
besetting;  ani  of  woman." 

**  I  have  yet  to  leani,  &ir  Eit,  what  fmit  was 
found  in  these  wild  refioos,  so  tempiiog  id  look 
or  taste,  that  it  could  induce  yon  to  run  into 
danger  in  its  pursuit." 

The  SoottiEb  maiden  briefly  recounted  the 
tStel  wfaicfa  bad  been  produced  on  her  mind, 
by  the  aingalar  appe&rance  of  the  6guFe  oa  the 
twkf  and  aim  the  termination  of  her  attempt 
to  ascertain,  whether  it   was  indeed  a  1 
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being,  or  only   the   semblance  of  one.    The 
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pirate's  brow  again  grew  blacky  as  he  listened 
to  her  story,  and  turning  to  the  young  sailor^ 
who  was  deeply  engaged  in  the  study  of  the 
fair  narrator's  eloquent  face,  he  abruptly  demand- 
ed, ''  which  of  my  people  has  thus  dared  to 
disobey  me  ?" 

^'  Kirk,  as  I  think/*  was  the  reply  ;  ^^  he  has 
the  strength  of  a  lion,  and  without  the  assist- 
ance ot  this  good  old  dame,  my  battle  with  him 
might  have  terminated  differently/^ 

'<  And  how  could  you  bear  a  part  in  the  fray, 
old  goody  ?^'  the  pirate  asked  with  a  laugh. 

*'  By  throwing  a  wee  sneeshin  int'  his  e^en  ^ 
Margery  said.  ^'Ye  ken  he  could  na'  stand 
that.'' 

^'  Not  the  first  man,  by  thousands,  who  has 
been  blinded  by  the  dust  cast  into  his  eyes,  by 
a  fair  lady.  The  villain  has  paid  but  a  slight 
penalty  for  his  daring;  but,  if  I  live,  he  shall 
feel  in  every  limb  what  it  ia  to  trifle  with  the 
commands  of  his  superior.  But  come,  fair  lady, 
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the  cold  night  wiud  is  no  lullaby  for  such  as 

joa ;  permit  that  I  lead  you  to  your  apartment^ 

where,  for  one  night  longer,  you  must  repose ; 

to-morrow  it  shall  be  my  care  to  place  you  in 

a  more  comfortable  dwelling,  where  you  shall 

have  a  stronger  and  more  watchful  guardian 

than  dame  Margaret  has  shown  herself,  though 

perhaps  not  more  ready  at  a  pinch.    Necessity 

may  compel  me  to  be  absent  from  the  island 

for  a  few  weeks,  and  when  I  come  back,  doubt 

not  your  restoration  to  your  friends,  with  whom 

I  hope  to  find  in  you  a  powerful  advocate.*' 

So  saying,  he  took  her  hand,  and  followed 
by  dame  Margaret,  sadly  crest  fallen  at  the 
implied  doubt  of  her  care  and  discretion,  a 
doiibt  for  which  her  conscience  whispered  there 
was  much  apparent  cause,  they  regained  the 
ruinous  archway  which  led  to  the  fair  pri- 
soner's apartment.  After  seeing  his  charge 
safely  lodged,  the  pirate  returned  in  search  of 
Harry  Knox,  whom  he  found  on  the  same  spot 
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where  he  had  left  him.  The  pirate  i^proached 
the  youth  with  all  a  sailor's  frankness^  and, 
holding  out  his  hand^  said. 

^  We  must  be  friends — forgive  the  momen- 
tary thought  that  wronged  you^  and  let  the 
confidence  I  am  about  to  place,  bear  ample  tes- 
timony to  the  high  opinion  I  have  of  you." 
Harry  took  the  proffered  hand  with  the  same 
cordiality  with  which  it  was  offered ;  his  heart 
beat  violently,  for  he  believed  the  moment  bad 
at  length  arrived,  when  he  was  to  stand  forth 
the  champion  of  a  wronged  and  lovely  woman. 
In  the  excitementof  his  feelings,  the  service  he 
had  just  rendered,  of  which  a  few  moments 
before  he  felt  justly  proud,  shrunk  into  compa- 
rative  insignificance,  while  the  beauty  of  the 
fair  Scottish  girl,  which  he  felt  assured  as  he 
gazed  on  her  surpassed  that  of  all  her  sex,  was 
suddenly  lost  in   the   fuller  blaze    of  charms 
which  he  believed  decked  her  rival.     A  fervent 
grasp  of  the  pirate's  hand,  told  f\  hat  was  pass- 
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img  in  Us  mind ;  the  wily  tempter  was  .satisfied 
Us  youi^  victin  was  in  afit  state  to  second  all 
his  daring  plans,  and  taking  Hany  Elnox  by 
the  ami»  he  led  him  towards  the  hermitage. 
Having  first  obtained  a  light,  the  pirate  pro* 
ceeded  to  search  every  hole  and  corner  of  the 
cell,  which  might  afford  a  lurking  place  for  a 
moose ;  then  phcing  the  fiambeau  in  a  rude 
sooDoe  attached  to  the  wall,  he  threw  himself 
on  the  stone  couch,  motioning  the  other  to  sit 

^  Are  you  wflling,"  he  said  abruptly,  fixing 
his  keen  dariL  ey«  on  the  young  sailor,  ''  are 
yoa  willing  to  follow  the  fcnrtunes  of  a  desper- 
ate and  an  outlawed  man,  one  against  whom 
erery  hand  is  raised,  and  whose  name  is  lisped 
forth  loaded  with  curses  even  by  very  babes?'' 

'^  I  will  never  desert  you,  '^  Harry  answered, 
''though  as  lam  ignorant  of  your  history,  it  is 
impossible  for  me  to  judge  how  far  you  deserve 
the  hatred  with  which  you  tell  me  you  are 

VOL.    I.  I 
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pursued.— I  haye  had  kindness  at  jour  hands, 
and  in  return  I  will  follow  wherever  you  shall 
lead.*' 

^'  Tou  will  not  regret  your  resolution  young 
man,*'  the  pirate  rejoined,  for  a  moment 
touched  with  the  generous  self  devotion  of  his 
companion,  '^The  stake  I  play  for  is  high, 
and  those  who  would  win  such  a  one,  must  risk 
something  in  return.  I  do  not  then  hide  firom 
you,  that  our  undertaking  is  a  perilous  one ; 
but  where  is  the  pearl  of  price  to  be  found 
without  danger,  or  where  is  the  bold  mariner 
who  would  wish  to  sail  for  ever  on  a  calm  sea  ? 
The  time  is  come  when  you  must  be  fully 
instructed  both  in  my  past  life,  and  my  present 
views. 

*^  The  few  months  you  have  passed  with  us 
have,  1  hope,  sufficed  to  convince  you,  that  1 
was  not  born  one  of  the  class  you  find  me  asso-: 
dating  with.  My  father  was  a  Scottish  noble, 
exiled   for  some  offence,  real  or  imaginary. 
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against  the  then  existing  government ;  thus  I 
passed  the  earliest  and  best  of  my  days,  an 
alien  from  my  country,  and  aa  my  subsequent 
history  will  too  plainly  testify,  among  those  ill 
ralculated  to  guide  the  headstrong,  fiery  youth, 
who  taw  no  merit  equal  to  that  of  revenge, 
taken  on  his  enemies,  for  the  wrongs  they  had 
done  htm  and  his.  Thus  the  demon  of  hatred 
WB«  fostered  in  my  bosom,  and  when  after  the 
death  of  my  father  I  returned  to  my  native 
'  land,  it  was  with  the  firm  resolve  of  cUmbing 
to  the  height  of  power,  that  I  might  set  my 
foot  on  the  necks  of  those  by  whose  means  we 
had  been  banished.  Time  would  fail,  to  tell  of 
all  the  feuds  1  engaged  in  at  that  turbulent 
court ;  now  successful,  and  glorying  in  that 
succesa;  anon,  forced  to  fly  before  one  more 
powerful  again  I  became  an  exile.  At  length 
^_  on  my  second  return  to  Scotland,  some  service, 
^H  I  was  fortunate  enough  to  render  my  sovereign, 
^^1  wcurcd  me  all  the  favor  I  could  desire,  and  in 

1-^ 
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a  little  time  I  became  the  favourite  of  royalty* 
and  of  course*  the  hatred  of  the  court.  To 
what  pitch  of  power  my  mad  ambition  a^ired, 
would  be  bootless  for  me  to  repeat*  suffice  it 
to  say*  obstacles*  apparently  insurmonntaUe* 
melted  before  me,  like  an  icicle  kissed  by  the 
sun-beam*  and  I  obtained  my  every  wish. 
But*  how  sh(Mrt  lived  is  human  power  or  happi- 
ness! Scarcely  was  I  raised  to  this  envied 
height;  when  those  who  had  been  most  forward 
to  assist  in  my  ascent*  were  equally  active  in 
effecting  my  downfall.  Crimes  which  they 
themselves  had  planned,  or  assisted  me  to  com- 
mit in  ray  onward  progress^  were  now  charged 
upon  mc  with  all  the  exaggeration  malice  could 
suggest*  and  such  a  storm  was  raised  that  I 
was  once  more  constrained  to  fly. 

Enraged  at  ray  escape^  some  among  the 
most  active  of  my  enemies  undertook  to  pursue 
and  bring  me  back  to  Scotland*  dead  or  alive. 
The  vessel  in  which  I  embarked  was  o\'ertaken* 
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and  m  desporate  conflict  ensued,  which  lasted 
till  nigfat,  when,  finding  our  situation  hopeless, 
I,  together  with  those  two  men.  Parson  and 
Kirk,  contrived  to  escape  by  means  of  the 
boat,  and  the  vessel  soon  after  going  down,  it 
was  natnraDy  supposed  I  perished  with  the  rest 
of  the  crew.    Thus  I  have  been  permitted  to 
remain  unmolested  in  this  retreat,  and  few  are 
aware  that  the  northern  pirates^  as  we  are 
called,  are  headed  by  a  Scottish  noble.    Tet,  I 
am  not  without  friends,  aye,  and  staunch  ones 
too,  who  are  even  now  working  to  restore  me 
to  the  inheritance  of  my  fathers. — 1  ask  not 
their  aid  for  myself,  but  for  one  I  loved  in  the 
days  of  prosperity,  and  who,  is  now  like  myself 
in  exile  and  distress.     Her  condition  is  even 
worse  than  mine,  since  enraged  at  her  obstinate 
adherence   to  a  ruined  man,  her  pretended 
friends  have  shut  her  up  in  a  prison,  where  she 
suffers  all  the  hardships  and  insults  petty  ma- 
lice can  devise.    I  will  dare  all  to  free  her  from 
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their  power ;  and  the  spies  I  have  sent  to  hover 
about  her  residence,  and  convey  mc  intelli- 
geDce  of  Tvhat  passes,  have  made  me  acquainted 
nith  a  movement  among  those  who  have  her  iu 
custody,  which  promises  fairly.  Mean  time, 
I  must  repair  to  lioadon,  a  step  fraught  vuk 
danger,  for  many  there  may  recognise  me,  and 
instant  duath  will  be  the  consequence  of  my 
detection.  One  trusty  follower  will  be  oeces- 
sary,  and  my  hope  rests  on  you,  since  Kirk, 
whom  1  always  believed  firm  as  the  rock  he  has 
so  successfully  imitated,  will  scarcely  venture 
to  lace  me  after  his  late  outrage.  To-morrow, 
we  will  search  for  liim,  and  if  found,  a  dungeon 
shall  be  his  portion  during  my  absence.  P 
son  is  already  in  England,  and  as  1  hear,  doi 
wonders  for  us. — Will  you  then  swear  to  be 
true  to  my  cause — or  rather  that  of  a  wronged 
and  unhappy  woman,  whose  redress  is  thm 
duty  of  every  true  son  of  chivalry. 
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''Yoa  forget,"  the  youth  answered  sadly^ 
u  that  I  am  no  belted  Knight.'' 

^  Yet,  yon  shall  be  one,'*  the  pirate  quickly 
rejoined,  ^  be  but  faithful  and  my  own  sword 
shall  cmyey  the  distineiiou  upon  you,  while 
prinoes  shall  stand  by^  and  aid  in  recompens- 
ing one  who  has  done  such  good  service ;  say 
then  that  yon  will  not  betray  a  noble  cause.'^ 

^  Why  riiould  I  betray  you  ?  or  where  shall 
I  find  another  friend  ?  earth  holds  none  of  my 
biood — ^my  life  is  a  worthless  one,  but  such  as 
it  ia  I  fireely  peril  it  in  the  cause  of  the  lady 
yon  say  needs  aid ;  and  I  pledge  myself  hand 
and  heart  to  succour  and  defend  her,  even  to 
thedeath.'^ 

^  Swear  to  be  true,  and  to  obey  my  com* 
mands,''  the  pirate  said  in  a  tone  of  triumph, 
and  drawing,  as  he  spoke,  a  dagger  from  his 
bosom,  the  handle  of  which  formed  a  cross, 
and  holding  it  towards  his  companion,  ^^  swear/' 
he  said,  ^  on  this  symbol  of  man's  redemption, 
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never  to  betray  tbe  trust  1  repose  in  you,  or  by 
word  or  deed  to  discover  aught  connected  with 
aic,  or  tboae  witb  whoio  I  atn  leagued." 

Harry  Knox  readily  took  tbe  prescribed  oktb, 
and  tbe  pirate  continued, — "  I  have  told  you 
that  many  among  those  nith  whom  1  am  about 
to  mix  are  well  ncquaiotcd  with  me,  it  is  ibcre- 
fore  necessary  I  should  assume  a  disguise  to 
blind  tbe  Argus  eyes  which  will  be  on  me— 
you,  too,  must  take  heed  you  are  not  recog- 
nised." J 

"  There   are  few   in   England,"   the  young  ' 
sailor  answered,   "  to  whom  I  am  known,  and 
they  will  be  easily  avoided,  seeing  their  rank 
and  my  own  arc  so  widely  different : — one  thing 
I  must  know,  the  name  of  him  I  am  now  bound 


The  pirate  mused. 

"  Call   me   Crichton," 


he  said,  at  lengtbt 
"  that  will  be  enough  to  satisfy  those  who  may 
enquire  tbe  title  of  your  new  master.    But  the 
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night  wears  apace,  and  you  need  rcpoae  before 
lo-morrow,  for  then  we  must  begin  our  peri- 
lous journey.  I  too  have  undergone  much  fa- 
tigue wuce  we  parted,  and  the  body  will  claim 
its  rest,  though  the  mind  would  at  times  wil- 
lingly deny  its  claim.  Come  with  me :  Parson's 
couch  is  empty,  and  as  it  is  near  my  own  you 
shall  take  poBscssion  of  it ;  henceforth  I  will 
have  no  guard  but  you,  and  we  will  rise  or  fall 
together." 

We  will  not  say  that  our  hero's  slumbers 
were  that  night  undisturbed.  A  vague  sense  of 
ibe  danger,  to  which  he  had  expos 'd  himself  by 
tfaui  embarking  in  a  hazardous  enterprise,  the 
nature  of  which  he  was  in  a  great  degree  igno- 
rant, for  some  time  prevented  his  sleeping; 
but  with  (he  sophistical  rcasoning'of  headstrong 
youth,  I)e  quieted  the  alarm  his  conscience  gave 
him  on  this  account  by  urging  in  reply  to  its 
suzgestiona,  that  in  this  instanpe  at  least  the  end 
wofiXi  sanctify  the  means,  since  the  defence  of  an 
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oppressed  woman  raiist  claim  the  right  haDd  of 
every  man  of  Dobie  feeling. 

Full  of  these  rcQections,  he  fell  asleep,  and 
then  fancy  being  allowed  to  range  at  nill,  con- 
jured up  scenes  of  high  acliievement,  and  their 
well  merited  rewards.  He  it  was,  who  led  on 
a  brave  band  to  storm  the  grim  fortress,  where 
the  lovely  lady  was  immured — his  single  arai 
mowed  down  opposing  warriors,  with  as  much 
ease,  as  the  mischievous  urchin  deprives  some 
tall  poppies  of  their  flowery  crowns.  And, 
when  victor  in  the  strife,  he  hent  the  knee,  at 
belted  knight,  before  her  whom  his  prowess 
had  set  free,  his  heart  beat  high,  at  beholding 
the  golden  wreath  with  which  the  fair  hand 
was  about  to  deck  hia  brow,  tie  raised  hia 
eyes  to  the  face  he  fancied  bending  over  him, 
— it  had  changed,  and  he  beheld  that  of  the 
Scottish  maiden ;  a  feeling  of  dii appointment 
thrilled  hia  heart,  and  then,  with  the  fickle 
changing  of  the  bratn  in  sleep,  the  whole 
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wmMmAp  and  in  the  place  of  gargecmB 
ponp  and  damling  hemitj,  a  waste  and  dreary 
plain  was  befixre  him ;  here  he  fimcied  himself 
a  solitarj  wanderer,  Byingfrom  pursoit;  anon 
he  was  oivcrtaken,  captored,  fettered,  and  cast 
into  a  dungeon,  with  the  certainty,  that  the 
eieeationer  awaited  his  coming  forth  to  per- 
fiarm  his  horrid  office,  as  an  expiation  fcMr  some 
unknown  crime.    From  such  troubled  visions 
it  was  a  relief  to  awake,  and  Hany  Knox 
sprang  up  with  alacrity,  as  the  pirate's  voice 
founded  in  his  ear« 

Crichton's  first  care  was  to  mske  every  pos- 
sible arrangement  for  the  safety  and  comfort  of 
his  fair  prisoner ;  that  accomplished,  he  set  on 
foot  a  strict  search  after  Kirk,  but  as  may  be 
imagined  this  was  unavailing.  He  next  called 
together  his  band,  briefly  informed  them  he 
was  obliged  to  quit  the  island  fc»r  a  short 
period,  exhorted  them  to  good  conduct  during 
his  absence,  and  bade  them  hold  themselves  in 
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nadiDen  to  jwa  in  an  expedition  that  promited 
abundance  of  booty.  After  this,  he  returned 
to  the  castle,  where  he  found  the  Scottish 
maiden,  to  whom  he  liad  previously  sent  notice 
of  her  removal  lo  the  village,  waiting  hia 
arrival  with  her  two  attendants.  She  returned 
the  pirate's  greeting  in  silence ;  her  cheek 
was  dea<lly  pale,  and  it  was  evident  that  the 
late  alarm  had  robbed  her  of  that  confidence  , 
and  security  she  had  felt  for  some  time. 

Crichtou  was  sensible  of  the   change,  and  j 
taking  her  hand  with  deep  respect,   he   said! 
"  Fear  nothing,  gentle  lady,  those  with  whom  I 
aiii   about  to  place  you,  are  worthy  such  high 
trust  i  your  Bojoum  with  them  will  be  short, 
since  my  return  is  to  be  the   signal  for  yoap  I 
quitting  the  pirate's  island." 

"  The  thanks  of  a  dcsulate  maiden  are  youn, 
sir  stranger ;  and  should  it  ever  be  my  lot  to 
meet  again  those  friends  who  are  interested  in 
tb«  safety  of  an  unhappy  orjilinn,  my  gratitude 
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for  the  honourable  treatment  I  have  met  vith 
from  fou,  shall  be  shown  otherwise  than  by 
vorda.  But  if  your  abacDce  is  caused  by  any 
□egociation  you  may  have  entered  into  regard- 
ing my  ransom,  would  not  a  word  written  by 
my  band  lave  much  trouble." 

"  1  am  uncertaiD, "  the  pirate  replied,  "  to 
which  country  I  must  direct  my  steps,  at  this 
time — My  absence  will  be  short,  and  at  my  re- 
turn, every  necessary  arrangement  shall  be 
made. " 

The  Scottish  maiden  marked  the  alight  em- 
barrassment which  her  simple  question  caused 
the  pirate,  and  hope  was  quenched  in  her 
boaoro.  "  He  but  flatters  me,"  she  thought, 
**  with  the  prospect  of  a  liberty  he  has  no  in- 
tention  I  should  taste."  A  shudder  passed 
through  her  frame  as  she  remembered  she  was 
in  the  power  of  a  freebooter. 

Though  left  under  the  protection  of  those 
well  able  to  defend  her.  in  case  of  need,  an' 
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whose  rustic  kindness  was  exerted  in  a  thou- 
sand different  ways,  to  sooth  her  captivity,  the 
Scottish  maiden  saw  Crichton  depart,  with 
deep  regret ;  a  feeling  by  no  means  lessened, 
when  she  found  the  gallant  sailor  who  had 
rescued  her  from  the  grasp  of  Kirk  was  to 
accompany  him. 


MARY    STUART. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


LsAViKo  the  winds  and  waves  to  dispose  of 
those,  who  hare  hitherto  formed  a  prominent 
feature  in  our  history,  we  must  beg  to  precede 
them,  in  order  to  introduce  to  the  rcaderv  no- 
tice, one  or  two  other  persons,  «ho,  for  a  time 
at  least,  maj  be  essential  to  our  story. 

Possiog  then  over  a  part  of  London  as  it 
•tood    "  in   the  golden  days  of  good   Queen 
Best,"  we  will  lead  the  way  to  an  apartment 
;  to  one  of  the   principal,   among  a 
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nnmber  of  houses^  which  stood  congregated 
together,  as  if  chance,  rather  than  design^  had 
brought  them  to  the  same  spot.  The  room 
into  which  we  will  suppose  our  reader  has 
entered,  under  our  pilotage,  was  what  in  fashion- 
able language  may  be  styled  the  library,  con- 
taining a  collection  of  books,  the  number  of 
which,  however,  would  scarcely  quench  the 
thirst  fpr  knowledge,  in  a  literary  young  lady  of 
the  present  day  for  a  week  ;  besides  these,  the 
room  contained  pieces  of  armour,  and  some  of  the 
w  arlike  weapons  then  in  use.  Two  clumsy  chairs 
and  an  unwieldy  table  completed  the  furniture. 
The  former,  standing  opposite  to  each  other, 
were  empty,  while  the  owner  of  the  apartment, 
was  slowly  pacing  up  and  down  its  narrow 
limits,  in  deep  and  anxious  meditation.  A 
letter  was  open  in  his  hand,  and  it  was  reason- 
able to  conclude,  he  was  pondering  over  its 
contents. 

He  was  a  man  in  the  prime  of  life,  with   no- 
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thing  in  his  persoaal  appearance,  to  distinguish 
him  from  the  multitude ;  the  expreasioD  of  bis 
conntenance  was  mtld  and  benignant ;  and 
there  mingled  with  that  expression,  a  consider- 
able degree  of  sense  and  firmness,  which  might 
naturally  lead  the  physiognomist  to  pronounce 
him  one  to  plan  decidedly  and  to  execute 
promptly;  but  who  that  deeply  studies  the 
bumaa  mind,  as  pourtrayed  in  the  face,  will 
fonn  a  final  judgment  by  the  expression 
of  the  eye  alone  ?  that,  like  any  index,  may 
point  out  some  striking  passage,  but  it  is  to 
the  mouth  we  must  look  for  a  faithful  epitome 
of  the  whole  volume.  The  Srst  glance  at  this 
feature  in  the  person  before  us,  plainly  indi- 
cated weakness  and  vacillation,  an  expression 
to  which  the  scanty  beard  and  whisker  greatly 
added.  HU  dress  was  that  of  a  courtier  in  the 
train  of  the  virgin  queen,  and  chiefly  remark- 
able  for  the  high  and  solemn  ruff,  which  sur- 
mounted it.     His   cap  garnished  with   a  band 
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of  jene's,  together  with  his  geoi^e,  lay  on  the 
table,  on  which  stood  a  wax  taper,  such  as  are 
used  by  papists  ia  their  religious  ceremonieB, 
while  Dear  it  was  placed  a  beautiful  alabaster 
crucifix,  which  seemed  to  bear  ample  testi- 
mony to  the  tenets  of  the  nobleman,  there 
present ;  but  these  were  only  adopted  for  the 
time,  and  were  laid  aside  when  disappointed  ia 
the  plots,  which  promised  him  an  earthly  dii>. 
dem,  he  waa  taught  to  raise  his  hopes  to  a  bea* 
venly  crown. 

He  was  so  wrapped  in  thought,  as 
perceive  the  door  open  to  admit  the  form  of  ■ 
small,  dark  man,  who  insinuating  himself 
through  the  aperture,  with  the  noiseless  and 
stealthy  foot  of  a  cat,  stood  patiently  awaiting 
the  nobleman's  attention  to  his  coming.  After 
a  few  minutes  further  abstraction,  he  raised  bis 
bead,  and  as  be  did  so  a  hasty  "  bcnrdicitd  I" 
and  the  rapid  sign  of  the  cross,  abewed  the 
startling  cfiect  of  the  atraoger's  preseiKet 
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"  I  trust  my  appearaitce  does  out  iacoin- 
mcKk  TOUT  Grace,"  the  latter  said,  and  as  be 
spoke  a  slight  curl  of  his  lip  shewed  the  con- 
tempt he  felt  for  one,  who  could  thus  betny 


"  Not  «o,  mao,"  bis  Grace  asswered. « I  have 
iraited  for  you  these  two  hours  ;  but  by  the 
blessed  virgin,  your  step  is  so  light  that  1 
nariced  oot  when  you  came  in." 

"  A  light  foot  and  a  firm  baud,  best  beSt  the 
messenger  of  princes,  since  the  stones  must  Dot 
alvays  '  prate  of  our  whereabout'  as  the  rhym- 
ing fellow  Will  Shakespeare  has  it,  or  some- 
thing like  it  But  what  news  has  your  Grace 
for  me,  since  I  see  a  scroll  in  your  band  that 
promises  some  tidings." 

"  From  our  trusty  friend  of  Ross,"  the  other 
replied,  handing  him  the  letter. 

The  amall  black  eyes  of  the  reader  seemed 
to  dart  from  their  sockets,  as  he  scanned  the 
eoDlents  of  the  paper,  the  work  of  a  moment ; 
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then  folding  h  up,  be  returned  the  letter, 
aayiitg.  "  Thia  promises  fairly,  only  let  the 
good  Bishop  prove  his  boast  is  not  an  idle  one, 
and  our  scheme  vill  prove  a  ri|;ht  good  one. 
But  he  speaks  of  sending  a  trusty  messenger  to 
your  Grace,  to  confer  with  you,  touching  t1 
succours  he  looks  for  from  the  north  ; 
man  arrived  ?" 

"  Xot  yet,  the  letter  came  by  the  old  hand." 
"The  Lord  Bishop  of  Ross,"  the  stranger 
continued,  "  is  a  right  trusty  son  of  He| 
Mother  Chorch,  and  one,  I  warrant,  deep! 
skilled  in  the  thoughta  and  intculs  of  the  heart ) 
yet  he  must  beware  with  whom  he  intrusts  our 
secret,  seeing  the  queen  of  England  has  those  in 
her  pay,  in  every  quarter  of  the  globe,  who  can 
assume  what  guise  they  please,  nbcrcby  to 
gain  tbeirends;  such  a  one  might  deceive  Bccl- 
eebub  himself,  and  Bud  means  to  frustrate  bit 
best  laid  plots. " 
"Nay,  I  fear  nothing  from  any  whom  Ron 
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taay  tee  &t  to  confide  in, "  the  nobleman  re- 
plied, "  would  that  I  £elt  the  same  reliance  in 
those  beyond  sea,  but  methinks,  our  trusty 
allyi  Alva,  is  somewhat  tardy  is  his  move- 
menta." 

"  He  is  the  more  sure, "  the  stranger  re- 
juineil  "  would  your  Grace  have  him  risk  all 
£)r  nant  of  a  little  caution ;  doubt  him  not ;  as 
aooR  shall  the  sun  forget  to  shine,  as  Alva  shall 
forego  his  revenge.  What!  you  forget  the 
goodly  coins  which  have  lately  been  tnuisfeired 
to  the  -nofTers  of  the  usurping  bastard ;  a  heavy 
rtckoning  she  will  be  called  on  to  make  with 
the  Duke." 

"  And  when  does  Alva  propose  to  act  ?  '* 
*'  He  waits  but  the  signal  1  am  to  give  him, 
when  all  is  ripe  for  revolt  in  the  heart  of  this 
kingdom  ;  that  moment  Alva  lands  a  chosen 
body  of  his  Spanish  veterans,  our  lirst  care 
ntuU  be  to  make  sure  of  the  heretic  woman, 
who  tiai  too  long  queened  it  over  us.     That 
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blow  struck  and  all  will  go  wellj  then  shall  our 
noble  mistress  possess  her  own  again^  and  who 
but  our  lawful  queen's  husband,  shall  bear 
rule  over  merry  England  ?  '* 

The  brow  of  the  listener  was  flushed  with 
gratified  pride. 

<*  Peace,  Rodolphi ! ''  he  at  last  said,  affect- 
ing a  displeasure  he  was  far  from  feeling,  ^^all 
this  is  idle  talk.  God  knows  my  heart ;  the 
compassion  for  an  injured  princess  alone  stirs 
me  to  this  enterprise ;  nor  do  I  wish  to  injure 
the  royal  Elizabeth,  if  I  may  by  fair  means  win 
her  consent  to  my  union  with  the  queen  of 
Scotland ;  let  her  but  restore  that  unhappy 
princess  to  liberty,  and  sanction  our  nuptials, 
and  I  will  pledge  my  faith  that  she  shall  never 
more  be  molested  by  her  Scottish  neighbours.  '* 

The  wily  Italian  saw  he  stood  on  dangerous 
ground,  when  the  destruction  of  the  English 
queen  was  hinted  at;  and  inly  despising  the 
weakness  which  led  his  noble  patron  to  let  slip 
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the  erown,  which  as  queen  Mary^s  husband  he 
mi^t  possess,  through  a  scrapie  that  Rodolphi 
could  neither  appiedate^  nor  understand,  he 
turned  the  conrersation  to  the  assistance  he 
expected  in  their  perilous  scheme. 

"  Touching  this  trusty  messenger  the  holy 
fsther  mentions,''  he  said  ^'how  far  is  your 
Grsce  disposed  to  trust  him  ?  '' 

*'  Marry  !  that  you  yourself  shall  determine, 
Rodolphi ;  there  is  necessity  for  some  one  to 
pats  betvveen  Alva  and  Mary  Stuart ;  your 
absence  from  London  at  this  time,  would  create 
suspicion,  you  tell  me  ;  who  then  can  I  depend 
upon  to  choose  such  a  messenger  in  your  stead ; 
surely  none  so  fit  as  a  servant  of  the  Holy 
Catholic  Church,  such  a  one  as  our  well  be- 
loved brother  of  Ross  has  ever  proved  himself." 

"  Far  be  it  from  me, "  Rodolphi  replied, 
crossing  himself,  and  assuming  the  demure 
look,  with  which,  when  it  suited  his  purpose, 
he  was  accustomed  to  Teil  the  cunning  that 
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lurkfid  in  his  deep  set  eye.  "  Far  be  it  fr 
mc  to  cast  a  sutpicion  on  him,  who  is  Belected 
by  a  right  reverend  father,  one  of  the  chosen 
pillars  io  the  fabric  of  truth  ;  I  only  sought  to 
know  if  it  is  your  Grace's  intentioa  to  entrust 
this  ally  with  written  credentials,  or  Bimply 
with  a  verbal  message  ?  " 

"  So  writing,  RodolphJ, "  the  duke  replied, 
quickly,  "  Holy  virgin  !  dos't  think  I  will  risk 
my  life  to  a  bit  of  paper,  which  by  twenty  w^y* 
may  fall  into  the  hands  of  an  enemy." 

"  So  may  your  messenger, "  liodolphi 
served  quietly,  "and  while  there  are  siwh 
ibings  as  racks,  who  can  be  sure  that  the  most 
faithful  will  not  be  drircn  to  confess  all  he 
knows,  rather  than  suffer  their  cursed  tortures? 
A  bit  of  paper  may  be  burned  or  swallowed, 
and  then  who  is  the  wiser  for  its  contents  ? " 

The  duke  shook  his  head.  "  No  writing,  1 
tell  you  KodolpIii;if  he  ofvbom  Rots  writes  be 
such  as  he  is  represented,  and  indeed  fit  Io 
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in  an  enterprise  of  such  high  moment,  he  can 
endure  torture/' 

The  crafty  Italian  smiled  satirically. 

^' So  we  all  can — in  theory,  my  lord/'  he 
isid,  *^but  some  have  told  a  different  tale, 
when  they  have  fdt  their  sinews  cracking 
under  pains  that  mock  the  torments  of  the 
damned.  Credit  me,  I  have  lived  long  in  this 
country  of  yours,  and  during  the  reign  of 
Mary,  heaven  assoilzie  her  soul ! — I  have  seen 
many  put  to  the  rack,  one  thing  alone  seemed 
powerful  enough  to  heiit  the  tortured  wretch, 
under  such  suffering,  and  that  was  the  fanatic 
spirit  that  dwells  in  the  breast  of  these  heretics ; 
some  few  among  them  may  have  shewn  a  era- 
ten  spirit,  but  the  greater  number  despised 
their  cruel  agonies.  I  have  seen  the  hoary 
head  towering  above  the  flames  that  were 
around  the  burning  body,  and  while  the  wrink- 
led brow  was  raised  to  heaven,  with  an  expres- 
sion of  ecstacy,  have  heard  the  aged  sufferer 
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burst  into  hymns  of  triumph,  when  I  lo<dced 
but  for  the  cry  of  agonized  nature.  And  wo- 
men too — ^young  and  beautiful,  I  have  beheld 
them  walk  to  the  stake  as  though  they  were 
about  to  plight  their  faith  to  some  cherished 
idol  at  the  altar,  and  endure  the  bitterness  of 
a  burning  death  without  a  groan !  ^  Tis 
strange/'  he  muttered  to  himself,  after  a  pause, 
how  they  seemed  supported  under  such  hor- 
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Ora  pro  nobis !''  the  Duke  exclaimed,  again 
devoutly  crossing  himself,  a  ceremony  he  never 
failed  to  repeat  frequently  when  a  zealous 
Catholic  was  present,  ^'  the  fiend  is  strong 
within  them,  making  them  deaf  to  the  voice  of 
truth.  But  as  touching  our  plot,  good  Rodol- 
phi,  I  wish^  not  aught  to  be  done  to  the 
prejudice  of  Elizabeth's  life,  she  has  ever  been 
a  kind  and  gracious  mistress  to  me,  in  all  save 
her  denial  of  my  wedding  with  Mary  Stuart.** 
"  Who,  as  another  Herodias,  is  blinding  you 
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to  ibt  diings  that  bdong  to  your  eternal  peace,'* 
thoo^t  Bodolphi,  then  added  aloud.  <^  The 
chnvdi  requires  at  the  hands  of  all  her  faithful 
servants,  vengeance  on  the  arch  heretic,  now 
fidsely  styled  Queen  of  England  ;  and  who,  not 
safiafifd  with  this  title,  usurps  the  dignity  of 
Us  holiness  himself,  by  arrogating  to  herself, 
that  of  head  of  the  church,  and  defender  of  the 
fidth,  a  title  which  in  an  evil  hour  Leo  bestowed 
on  that  son  of  Belial,  the  eighth  Henry,  when 
for  a  season  he  shewed  himself  opposed  to  the 
founder  of  this  sect,  until  the  devil,  by  means 
of  a  pair  of  bewitching  eyes,  brought  him  over 
to  Luther's  side.  Who  can  then  doubt  the 
right  that  every  true  son  of  Holy  Mother 
Church  has  to  persecute  such  even  to  the 
death  ?" 

'*  All  that  you  say  may  be  most  true,  Ro- 
dolphi ;  yet  I  would  that  the  princely  Elizabeth 
might  be  brought  to  reason.  ^Tis  a  fearful 
strait  I  am  in,''  the  Duke  continued  pacing  the 
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apartment.  **  On  the  one  aide^  I  am  urgtd 
forward  by  the  powerful  voice  of  love^  while  on 
the  other  1  am  restrained  by  a  sense  of  my 
sovereign's  benefits — ^who  shall  decide  between 
them  ?^' 

<'  Marry  that  will  I,  by  bidding  your  Grace 
lean  to  the  fairer  side  of  the  question.  Think 
of  the  vow  which  binds  you  to  uphold  the  true 
churches  interest^  even  at  the  lisk  of  life  and 
limb,  though  in  the  present  instance,  like  an 
indulgent  mother,  she  bids  you  seek  your  own 
gratification,  while  you  seem  to  act  for  her 
alone.  Think  of  the  crown,  which  is  courting 
your  acceptance,  and  of  the  fair  creature  who 
tenders  it ;  and  when  you  have  sufficiently  con- 
templated this  picture,  then  good  my  lord  turn 
to  that  of  your  benefactress,  as  you  are  pleased 
to  call  Elizabeth  Tudor,  though  I  see  nothing 
she  has  done  for  you,  that  your  high  rank  and 
merit  have  not  extorted  from  her;  see  the 
hard  service  she  exacts  from  those  she  terms 
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ker  senrantSy  unbounded  and  blind  submission, 
a  species  of  servitude  to  which  the  proud 
noble  of  England  ought  never  to  be  subjected. 
Under  this  tyrannical  thraldom  you  can  never 
hope  to  obtain  a  higher  station  than  you  now 
holdy  while^  as  the  husband  of  Queen  Mary, 
you  will  possess  the  substance  of  royalty, 
while  the  shadow  rests  with  her;  and  once 
finnly  established  on  the  throne,  who  will  dare 
to  dispute  your  sovereign  sway  V 

*'  The  die  is  then  cast,"  the  Duke  replied, 
his  better  feelings  giving  way  beneath  the  pre- 
ponderating influence  of  ambition,  '*  henceforth 
I  will  dream  of  nothing  but  the  advancement 
of  the  true  church,  and  the  release  of  our  law- 
ful queen.  Hand  and  heart  I  pledge  myself  to 
yotur  master,  and  while  he  continues  faithful^ 
fear  not  that  Howard  will  draw  back.  When 
we  hear  more  from  the  good  bishop,  our  plans 
shall  be  better  digested.  Meanwhile,  Rodolphi, 
let  this  be  an  earnest  of  my  good  will,  and  the 
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noble  rewards  that  await  you^''  he  drew  from 
his  finger  a  valuable  diamond,  and  placed  it  in 
the  hand  of  the  wily  Italian^  whom  he  would 

have  dismissed^  but  Rodolphi  had  not  yet 
gained  the  object  of  his  present  visit. 

'^  A  hand  so  liberal/'  he  said,  •*  well  deserves 
the  sceptre,  I  hope  one  day  to  see  in  it ;  and 
now  will  my  gracious  master  pardon  his  ser- 
vant's boldness,  if  he  once  more  urges,  that  a 
letter  be  written  to  the  King  of  Spain,  that  he 
may  learn  from  yourself,  how  truly  you  have 
entered  into  his  measures.  King  Philip  is 
cautious,  and  will  not  rest  content  with  mere 
verbal  messages/* 

He  paused  with  an  air  of  deep  humility,  for, 
he  marked  the  cloud  gathering  on  Norfolk's 
brow. 

^'  Did  I  not  tell  thee,  sirrah,"  the  Duke  said» 
with  some  asperity,  ^'  that  T  set  too  great  a  value 
upon  my  head,  to  risk  its  rolling  like  a  ball 
from  the  felon   hand  of  the  executioner?  by 
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keaven !  yoa  will  force  me  to  believe  you  would 
betray  me,  and  must  needs  therefore  hold  some 
written  document  to  bear  testimony  against 
me.** 

The  eye  of  the  Italian  kindled  like  a  burn- 
ing coal. 

"  Betray  !**  he  said,  "  who  dares  couple 
the  name  of  Rodolphi  with  that  of  betrayer  ? 
'tis  true  no  proud  title  decks  my  name,  yet  was 
it  never  tainted  with  the  blood  of  a  traitor  ! 
My  lord,  I  sought  not  your  confidence ;  it  was 
thrust  upon  me — and  had  not  Alva  known  me 
one  to  be  trusted,  he  had  not  taken  such  pains 
to  seek  me  out — betray !  fare  ye  well.  Lord 
Duke,  and  when  next  you  need  a  faithful  ser- 
vant, see  that  your  cold  island  blood  does  not 
lead  you  to  be  too  cautious/' 

He  drew  from  his  finger  Norfolk's  gift,  and 
laying  it  on  the  table,  was  about  to  quit  the 
apartment,  when  the  Duke  interposed. 

"  Pardon  me,  good  Rodolphi,"   he   said,  '^  1 
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meant  not  to  offend  you — can  you  make 
allowance  for  a  mind,  sorely  burdened  b 
mighty  enterprise?  tbink.  not  I  wrong  your 
known  fidelity,  even  in  thought,  the  word  es- 
caped me  uoawares."  M 

Under  a  eense  of  wrong,  an  English  temper 
would  take  some  little  time  to  recover  its 
wonted  equanimity,  and  the  cloud  which  lower- 
ed on  the  brow,  be  withdrawn  by  slow  degrees, 
and  not  without  sundry  ihreatc  nings  of  again 
descending.  But  it  is  not  thus  with  the  people 
of  a  more  sunny  clime;  clouds  are  but  lJtlttt| 
known  in  their  horizon,  and  when  they  do 
appear,  the  quick  lightning  flash  instantly 
follows ;  the  mischief,  if  any  arises,  is  speedily 
executed,  and  all  is  again  calm  sunshine.  Such 
was  the  case  with  Rodolphi ;  the  first  impube, 
as  he  heard  himself  accused  of  perfidy,  urged 
bim  to  instant  and  deadly  vengeance,  but 
the  words  of  Norfolk  turned  aside  his  wrath, 
and  it  was  gone.    He  replaced  the  ring  which 
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the  Duke  again  tendered  him^  and  suffered 
himself  to  be  led  back  to  his  chair^  Trhere  he 
waited  patiently  Norfolk's  detemiinatioD.  After 
a  brief  pause  the  latter  resumed  the  conver- 
sation. 

^  I  will  but  repeat,  what    I    have  already 
said^  Rodolphi ;  that  it  seems  better  to  me  there 
should  be  no  written  document  pass  between 
myself    and   those  I  am   united  with  in  this 
cause.     Yet  I  may  have  taken   a   wrong   view 
of  the  case,  I  have  much  need   of  reflection, 
Slid  therefore,  good  Rodolphi,  we  will  not  at 
present  say  more  on  the  subject ;  when  next  we 
meet,  I  shall  be  prepared  to  reason  more  calmly 
OD  your  proposal,  if  you  were  to  be  the  messen- 
ger  I   should  fear  nothing,  but  to  coiximit  a 
writing  of  so  much  importance  to  a  stranger, 
ecems  little  short  of  madness ;  and  now  good 
night,  good   Rodolphi.      May   the  saints  be 
gracious  to  us^  and  grant  us  success — ^you  shall 
hear  when  our  messenger  arrives,  which  I  trust 
K  5 
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will  be  in  a  day  or  too,  this  suspense  wears  me 
sadly,  yet  I  will  not  shrink,  since  I  fight.'' 

'^  Sub  cruoe  Candida/'  the  artful  Italian 
added,  "  remember,  my  lord,  that  is  our  watch- 
word, and  in  a  holier,  or  a  better  cause,  the 
cross  was  never  yet  displayed.  All  good  angels 
keep  your  lordship,  and  crown  your  wishes 
with  success." 

With  a  profound  obeisance,  Rodolphi  glided 
from  the  apartment,  with  a  step  as  noiseless  as 
when  he  entered.  The  Duke  cast  himself  on 
his  knees,  breathed  a  hasty  prayer,  and  sought 
his  bed  chamber. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Again  passing  to  the  waves  of  the  brottd 
ocean,  we  must  watch  the  progress  of  a  small 
boat,  in  which  were  seated  the  pirate  and 
Ilarrj  Knox ;  and  having  seen  it  attain  the 
side  of  a  cutter,  which  was  apparently  awaiting 
its  arrival,  we  will  accompany  Crichton  and 
his  companion  on  board.  In  the  master  of 
this  little  vessel,  the  latter  had  no  difficulty  in 
recognizing  the  smuggler,  though,  after  the 
first  look  of  surprise  this  man  gave^  as  Crichton 
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leaped  upon  deck,  no  marks  of  recognition 
passed  between  them. 

After  a  speedy  voyage,  the  cutter  gained  its 
destined  port,  and  one  by  one  the  passengers 
departed.  Crichton  lingered  behind,  but  it 
was  not  until  he  beheld  the  deck  cleared,  that 
he  ventured  to  approach  the  master,  to  whom 
he  said  in  a  low  tone  ^^  Is  all  well  ? '' 

''All  well,'*  was  the  reply,  in  the  same  cau- 
tious tone,  "  but  what  brings  you  here  ?  '* 

''  I  judged  it  better  to  come  myself,  since  the 
man  you  sent  for  has  played  me  a  foul  trick. 
But  does  the  scheme  work  well?'' 

''  It  has  until  this  minute,  but  this  will  spoil 
all,  what  foul  fiend  tempted  you  to  be  such  a 
fool  ?  " 

'^  I  tell  you  I  could  not  do  otherwise;  Kirk 
has  left  me,  and  Parson  you  say  is  sick ;  how 
does  he  find  time  for  such  folly  just  now  ? 
What  could  I  do  ?  '^ 

*'  Kirk  left  you,  *^  the  master  said,  while  his 
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eountenanee  fell,   '^  how  is  this^  has  he  turned 
Uab?" 

''No,  no  !  but  'tis  a  long  storj,  and 
we  must  not  stand  prating  here ;  where  shall 
I  meet  you  this  evenings  for  you  must  be  my 
help  in  need,  I  have  set  my  life  on  a  cast.  '* 

^  Rash  fool ! "  the  other  muttered,  '^  where 
shall  we  meet?  '*  he  said  aloud.  ^^  At  my  house, 
you  know  where  it  is  ;  I  shall  be  home  at  nine, 
fare  ye  well  till  that  time.  Mister — stay,  your 
name." 

^  James  Crichton,  '^  the  pirate  answered 
carelessly,  and  taking  Harry  Knox  by  the  arm, 
sauntered  slowly  away.  But  it  was  evident 
thatthis  appearance  of  security  was  but  feigned. 
The  young  sailor  could  observe  his  compa- 
nion cautiously  avert  his  face  from  those  he 
met ;  while  the  glances  he  stole  behind,  told 
there  was  a  fear  of  pursuit  or  surprisal.  At 
length  they  came  in  sight  of  a  small  public 
house,  and  Crichton,  complaining  of  fiatigue 
directed  his  companion  to  enter  and  engage  a 
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a  private  apartment  for  a  few  hours ;  this  waa 
obtained  with  some  difficulty,  and  Crichton 
with  a  handkerchief  to  his  &ce,  as  if  suffering 
firom  tooth  ache^  hurried  past  those  who  in 
their  officious  zeal,  came  forward  to  offer  the 
poor  gentleman  their  services,  and  taking  pos* 
session  of  the  liltle  dark  room,  seemed  to  think 
he  was,  for  a  time  at  least,  in  security. 

Mean  while,  feelings  of  a  different  nature 
were  agitating  the  bosom  of  his  companion ;  he 
was  once  again  in  London,  and  in  that  very 
house  he  had  sat  with  his  uncle,  the  evening 
before  they  embarked  on  their  luckless  expedi- 
tion. As  the  recollection  stole  over  him,  Hany 
appeared  to  see  again  the  mild  and  honest 
countenance  of  poor  Ben  Franklin,  beaming 
as  it  ever  did  on  him  with  pride  and  affection ;  he 
almost  fancied  he  again  heard  his  uncle's  voice, 
and  the  joyous  laugh,  that  spoke  a  mind  free 
from  care  or  guilt.  He  turned,  and  his  eye 
fell  on  the  old  man's  murderer — Then  came  the 
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madciening  thoaght,  that  he  bad  ahakcD  hands 
witii  that  man  of  blood,  that  he  had  embark^ 
with  him  id  some  perilous  enterprise,  the  na- 
ture of  which  was  but  indistinctly  knowo  to 
him.  The  etings  of  conscience  were  also  felt, 
as  he  reflected  hon*  soon  he  had  forgotten  his 
h«st  friend,  and  instead  of  revenging  hia  death, 
had  received  into  bis  friendship,  the  verj  man 
who  had  dealt  his  death  blow. 

Had  Crichton  been  less  engrossed  by  hia 
own  dark  projects,  he  would  probably  have 
marked  the  change  that  came  o^■er  the  young 
sailor ;  but  he  was  busy  revolving  schemes  for 
ensuring  his  own  safety,  and  at  the  same  time 
for  the  furtherance  of  his  mad  undertaking. 
Id  these  unpleasant  musings  on  either  side,  the 
remainder  of  the  day  was  consumed,  and  as  the 
shades  of  evening  fell,  Crichton  prepared  to 
attend  the  rendezvous  of  the  smuggler.  But 
he  soon  found  himself  completely  bewildered, 
bis  knowledge  of  London,  and  the  direction  to 
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the  smuggler's  abode,  which  had  been  secretlji 
put  into  bis  hand,  wai  couched  iu  rather  c 
Bcure  terms.  Hart^  Kdo:;,  who  was  better 
acquainted  with  the  turnings  and  windings  of 
its  numerous  streets  and  alleys,  felt  but  little 
inclination  to  impart  his  knowledge  ta  his 
companion,  since  he  found  that,  for  the  present 
at  least,  he  was  to  be  kept  in  ignorance  of  their 
ultimate  destination.  lie  even  felt  some  incli- 
nation to  abandon  the  pirate  altogether,  and 
seek  for  more  honourable  employment,  than 
attendance  on  a  auspicious  character ;  but  a 
false  notion  of  honour,  led  him  to  conclude  that 
his  desertion  at  such  a  crisis,  would  be  base 
unil  cowardly  ;  this  feeling,  at  Icnglh  overcame 
his  better  reason,  and  prompted  bimtooficr 
himself  as  a  g;uide  to  the  spot,  where  the  bouse 
in  question  was  situated.  They  accordingly 
set  forward,  and  after  a  walk  of  some  lengtb 
arrived  at  a  miserable  looking  cottage,  which 
seemed  well  calculated   for  the  rendezvous  of 
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those  engaged  in  some  dark  aod  desperate  un- 
dertaking. 

Crichton  entered,  after  desiring  bts  compa- 
nion to  await  his  return ;  he  n-as  met  on  the 
narrow  stair  by  an  old  woman,  who  apparently 
eipected  a  diSerent  person,  for  she  uttered  an 
exclamation  of  surprise  and  disappointment, 
u  the  dim  light,  she  brought  on  a  line  with  bis 
face,  shewed  her  the  features  of  a  stranger. 

"Be  not  alarmed,"  Crichton  said,  "  1  am  a 
friend,  and  come  by  appointment,  where  is 
Prank?" 

**  Not  at  home, "  was  the  reply, 

"And  who  is  with  you  ?"the  pirate  demanded. 

"What  does  it  matter  to  you,  who  is  in  the 
house?"  she  answered  laconically. 

"Nay,  good  mother,  you  shall  find  I  know 
!  of  your  household,  than  you  dream  of; 
there  is  one  laying  sick  here,  whom  1  must 
•ee  instantly." 

"My  son  is  not  at  home,"  she | answered 
doggedly,  "and  I  let   no  one  in,  while  he  is 
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away,  but  if  you  come  to*morrow,  mayhap  he 
will  see  you. " 

At  this  moment,  a  feeble  voice  was  heard 
calling  Mother,  Mabel ;  the  old  woman  started, 
and  muttering  something  between  her  teeth » 
that  savoured  strongly  of  an  execration,  hur- 
ried back  to  the  chamber.     Here  a  sharp  alter- 
cation took  place  between  this  she  Cerberus  and 
her  charge,  who  urged  with  all  the  vehemence 
his  exhaustion  permitted,  that   the  stranger, 
whose  voice  he  had  instantly  recognised,  should 
be  admitted,  a  measure  which  was  as  strongly 
opposed  by  his  nurse,  who  urged  the  com- 
mands of  her  son,  and  the  danger  which  he 
had  assured  her  might  accrue  to  himself  as 
well  as  to  the  invalid,  should  his  abode  there 
be  known  to  any  one.     But  her  volubility  was 
suddenly  checked  by  the  abrupt  entrance  of 
the  object  in  dispute  himself,  who  having  as- 
certained that  the  person  he  sought  was  indeed 
in  the  house,  thought  further  ceremony   unne- 
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ceasarj,  and  r^ardless  of  the  exclamations  of 
indignation^  liberally  poured  forth  by  dame 
Mabel,  Crichton  walked  to  the  sick  man's  bed. 
A  ray  of  joy  beamed  across  his  pallid  features, 
as  Parson  beheld  his  niaster  beside  him,  and 
he  eagerly  kissed  the  hand  which  was  held 
towards  him ;  but  the  satisfaction  was  moment- 
ary, as  the  reOection  succeeded,  that  if  detec- 
tion followed,  his  master  must  expiate  by  an 
ignominious  death,  crimes  in  some  of  which, 
he  had  been  an  active  agent. 

To  Crichton's  kind  enquiries  how  he  fared, 
the  sick  man  replied.  ^^  The  ferer  is  gone,  and 
so  is  my  strength,  or  I  should  not  be  lingering 
here,  like  some  old  worn  out  hack,  only  fit  for 
the  hounds." 
**  And  the  padcet — did  you  deliver  it?" 
^  I  have  never  stirred  from  this  cursed  hole, 
I  fell  sick  coming  over,  and  crawled  here  with 
difficulty ;  they  have  nursed  me  kindly,  though 
they  could  not  bring  me  a  doctor,  seeing  I  was 
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light  headed^  and  might  have  blabbed  more 
than  was  fit  to  be  told/' 

'*  Then  you  sent  the  packet  ?'  Crichton  de- 
manded with  some  anxiety. 

''  No,  I  knew  not  whom  to  trust  with  it,  and 
here  it  is  safe  enough ;  it  will  not  be  long  now, 
before  I  am  able  to  take  it  myself." 

''  You  may  give  it  me/'  Crichton  said,  ^^  I 
will  see  it  safe.^ 

^^  Is  Elirk  with  you  ?''  the  sick  man  asked 
eagerly. 

**  No,  I  am  alone." 

^*  Alone !  and  why  are  you  here  at  all  ?  did 
you  think  I  would  not  do  your  business  faith- 
fuUy  ?" 

^'  If  I  had  thought  so,''  Crichton  answered 
soothingly,  for  he  marked  the  hectic  of  fever 
flush  the  hollow  cheek,  ^^  I  should  not  have 
ventured  into  the  lion's  den ;  but  you  are  too 
ill  to  talk  much  now,  give  me  the  packet,  and 
if  I  cannot  deliver  it  myself,  we  will   wait  'till 
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yoa  are  well  enough^  nobody  else  shall  have 
it" 

«  Deliver  it  yourself  1^  Parson  said,  raising 
himself  on  his  elbow,  and  gazing  in  his  master's 
ftoe  with  eyes,  that  glared  wildly.  ^^  Deliver 
it  yourself,  that  you  be  taken  and  hanged !" 

^  Hush,  hush,  Fwnon/*  the  pirate  said  terri- 
fied, lest  in  the  moment  of  delirium,  his  follower 
might  betray  his  real  name,  and  rank.  '^  Your 
brain  is  still  tormented  by  this  fever ;  try  and 
sleep,  my  poor  fellow,  and  I  will  watch  by 
you." 

^  But  you  said,^^  the  sick  man  continued^ 
with  the  pertinacity  of  delirium,  still  dwelling 
on  the  thought  from  which  the  other  sought  to 
turn  his  attention.  '^  Tou  said  you  would  give 
the  packet  into  Ross's  hand,  and  he  knows  you 
right  well,  don't  you  remember  in  Holy — " 

The  powerful  hand  of  the  pirate  was  upon 
the  speaker's  mouth,  and  he  struggled  in  vain 
to  free  himself  firom  its  weight ;  while  Crichton 
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turning  to  the  old  woman^  said  with  an  air  of 
stern  command^  she  dared  not  resist.  ^^  B^one 
beldame !  and  leave  us  alone  ;  the  fool  knows 
not  what  he  says." 

His  orders  were  obeyed  ;  the  old  woman 
slowly  and  reluctantly  withdrew,  disappointed 
in  her  hope  of  hearing  something  more  from 
the  sick  man,  from  whose  ravings  she  had  from 
time  to  time  learned  enough  to  convince  her, 
that  some  fearful  crime  rested  heavy  on  his 
conscience ;  but  at  such  times,  her  son  never 
failed  to  interpose,  and  by  supplying  her  place 
beside  the  fevered  couch,  gave  her  no  opportu- 
nity of  becoming  fully  acquainted  with  the 
cause  of  his  mental  sufferings.  The  smuggler 
had  never  once  quitted  the  house,  until  he  saw 
Parson,  though  much  weakened  in  body,  com- 
pletely restored  to  his  senses.  Now  the  ex- 
citement attending  his  master's  sudden  appear- 
ance, operated  fearfully  on  his  weakened  nerves, 
and  for  a  time  reason  again  wandered.    Vexed 
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tt  having  her  curiosity  thus  baulked,  uc  the 
moment  when  she  beUeved  it  was  about  to  be 
gndfied,  old  Mabel  muttered  to  herself  as  she 
dosed  the  door. 

"A  plague  on  ye  both  !  a  neat  pair  1  nar- 
raut  to  do  the  devil's  work.  1  wish  the  house 
was  well  rid  on  ve,  for  there  has  been  no  rest  in 
it,  night  or  day,  since  that  screech  owl  was 
hnught  here. " 

"  How  now,  mother ! "  a  rough  voice  broke 
in  with,  "  benedicite  !  don't  you  know  belter 
than  to  leave  the  door  open  in  this  fashion,  is 
this  the  order  yon  keep  while  I'm  away  V 

"I  will  keep  the  door  agin  mortal  man," 
the  old  woman  answered  sulkily,  "but  not 
ipn  the  de\-il. " 

"  Who's  within  ? "  the  man  demanded  in 
mdenl  terror,  as  the  sound  of  voices  met  his 
ear,  "  stand  clear,  woman, — il'  you  was  not  my 
mother,  by  St.  Peter,  but  I'd  pitch  you  down 
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He  rushed  into  the  room^  and  as  he  beheld 
a  stranger  bending  over  the  sick  man^  his  first 
impulse  was  to  hurl  a  spar  of  wood,  which  lay 
on  the  floor,  at  the  intruder's  head ;  but  hear- 
ing the  noise,  Crichton  turned,  and  satisfied 
with  the  glimpse  he  caught  of  the  stranger's 
face,  the  smuggler  dropped  the  wood,  and  ad- 
vanced towards  the  bed  ;  but  here  a  new  cause 
of  alarm  and  suspicion  met  his  eye,  for  he  be- 
held Parson  to  all  appearance  lifeless,  while  a 
pewter  basin  containing  a  quantity  of  blood, 
stood  on  the  bed,  which  was  copiously  sprink- 
led with  the  same  tell-tale  fluid.  The  smuggler 
shuddered.  ''  Have  you  murdered  him  to  stop 
his  tongue  ?  "  he  said  in  a  low  tone  to  Crich- 
ton, ^^poor  wretch!  he  always  said  it  would 
come  to  this." 

The  pirate  gave  the  speaker  a  withering 
look  as  he  said,  ^  I  am  not  yet  so  degraded,  as 
to  dip  my  hand  in  the  blood  of  a  base  plebeian, 
he    has  but  fainted   from  loss  of   the    mad 
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blood,  I  was  forced  to  take  from  him.  Tou 
have  let  bim  prate ;  that  should  have  been 
stopped  at  any  rate ;  but  I  must  not  let  him 
see  me  again,  it  may  kill  him^  poor  fellow  i  his 
whole  cry  is  of  the  danger  I  am  about  to  meet ; 
by  beaveoy  be  has  well  nigh  unmanned  me.  ^' 

^Thea  be  persuaded^"  the  smuggler  re- 
plied earnestly^  ^*  danger  will  indeed  meet  you^ 
if  yoo  madly  insist  on  delivering  this  packet 
yourself.  Give  it  me,  I  will  put  it  safely  into 
Rosa'  hand,  and  do  you  return  to  Orkney." 

^  When  my  revenge  is  completed/^  Crichton 
soswered,  ^^  till  that  time — never.  But  come, 
Frank,  help  me  to  some  disguise,  for  in  the 
Guhion  I  am  now,  I  shall  hardly  escape  notice.^' 
He  took  the  packet  firom  its  case,  and  holding 
it  up,  said  laughing,  ^  What  would  Queen  Bess 
give  to  be  possessed  of  these?  The  stingy 
jsde  might  be  brought  to  part  with  the  bright- 
est jewel  in  her  crown ;  how  say  you,  Frank  ? 
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will  you  earn  the  golden  reward  by  delivering 
them  and  me  into  her  power  ?  " 

'*  1  know  not  what  I  might  be  tempted  to  do 
if  you  alone  were  concerned ;  but  all  the  wealth 
of  England  would  be  of  little  use,  if  it  came  to 
me  with  a  curse  upon  it,  for  you  know  I  have 
pledged  myfelf  body  and  soul,  to  see  Mary 
Stuart  in  her  right  place  again.  " 

"  1  know  you  for  an  honest  fellow,"  tha* 
pirate  said,  resuming  his  serious  air,  "  but  time 
presses  ;  I  linve  one  without,  waiting  for  mc, 
who  may  grow  impatient ;  have  you  not  some 
dress  at  hand,  that  may  blind  the  eyes  of  those 
who  might  perchance  trouble  me  with  qae»- 
tjooa,  more  easily  asked  than  answered?"  . 

"  I  can  fit  yoo  to  a  hair, "  the  amu^lev  I 
answered.     "  And  come  away  now,  for  look,  be 
moves ; "  he  pointed  to  Parson,  who  was  mak- 
ing  a  feeble  cfTdrt  to  raise  bis  bead  from  the 
wooden  bolster  tliat  supported    it.     Crichton 
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drew  hmk,  that  be  might  not  again  meet  the 
eye  of  his  tuflfaring  attendant,  and  Frank,  going 
to  the  door,  called  his  mother  to  resume  her 
charge.  Mabd,  oa  her  first  entering  the  room, 
cast  a  harried  glance  at  Crichton,  in  which  fear 
and  dislike  were  mingled,  then  approaching  her 
patient. 

^Jesu  Maria!''  she  exclaimed,  ^^What  is 
this  ?  Murder,  I  warrant !  but  the  villain  shall 
not  escape,  if  I  die  for  it.**  Thus  saying,  she 
darted  from  the  room,  regardless  of  the  threats 
and  commands  of  her  son,  who  sought  in  vain 
to  stop  her  progress.  Mabel  rushed  out  of  the 
hoose,  shrieking  murder,  until  the  narrow  street 
rang  again. 

Harry  Knox,  who  during  this  time  had  been 
pacing  up  and  down,  weary  and  impatient  with 
the  protracted  absence  of  Crichton,  had  just 
placed  himself  before  the  door,  resolved  that  if 
the  pirate  did  not  soon  make  his  appearance, 
to  remind  him  how  time  was  passing,  when  he 
L  3 
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beheld thedooropen^andtheold woman  dartpast 
him^  uttering  as  she  did  so|  the  most  appalling 
of  sounds^  that  of  murder !  Not  doubting  that 
Crichton  had  become  involved  in  some  quarrel^ 
in  which^  he  had  either  fallen  himself  or  de- 
prived some  one  of  life^  the  young  sailor  rushed 
precipitately  up  the  miserable  staircase,  and 
entered  the  chamber,  which  was  lighted  by  a 
single  rush  candle ;  the  room  appeared  empty, 
but  the  blood  with  which  the  floor  was  crim- 
soned,  owing  to  the  basin  having  been  overset 
in  the  confusion  incident  to  Mabel's  ill-timed 
exit,  fully  confirmed  the  old  woman's  words 
and  led  Harry  to  conclude,  that  the  man 
stretched  on  the  bed  had  indeed  been  ruth- 
lessly deprived  of  life. 

Few  moments  were  allowed  him  for  reflec- 
tion,  the  sound  of  many  feet  cUmbing  the  stair 
was  heard,  and  presently  an  ominous  face,  sur- 
mounted by  a  woollen  night  cap,  and  preceded 
by  a  formidable  weapon,  between  a  spear  and 
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the  more  modem  pike^  became 'visible,  while 
thevoioe  of  <dd  Mabel  was  again  raised  in 
clamour.  She  had  just  become  sensible,  that 
her  zeal  for  the  punishment  of  a  murderer 
might  perchance  involve  her  darling  son  in 
some  slight  embarrassment;  seeing  he  was 
with  the  assassin,  who  moreover  appeared  an 
acquaintance  at  least,  if  not  an  intimate  fiiend, 
and  now  filled  with  maternal  anxietj,  old 
Mabel  raised  such  a  din  in  the  guardian  of  the 
night's  ears,  as  she  assured  him,  again  and 
again,  that  her  son  was  as  innocent  as  the 
babe  unborn,  that  old  Dogberry  was  tempted 
to  add  her  murder  to  that  he  had  been  called 
upon  to  avenge. 

It  is  more  than  probable,  he  would  have 
taken  active  measures  to  silence  his  tormentor 
had  not  the  fear  of  an  assault  on  the  part  of  the 
prisoner  that  was  to  be,  kept  the  watchnan  still 
on  the  advance ;  one  furtive  glance  en  arriere 
was  all  he  indulged  himself  with,  and  in  some 
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degree  comforted  by  the  assurance  it  gave  him^ 
that  matiy  supporters  were  at  hand^  he  boldly 
rushed  on  the  solitary  figure  before  him^  pre- 
senting his  pike^  and  crying  out  **  stand,  or  I 
fire!" 

Resistance  would  have  been  folly,  with  such 
a  formidable  weapon  at  his  breast,  and  as 
Harry  Knox  felt  no  apprehension  respecting 
the  termination  of  this  affair,  he  began  coolly 
to  explain  the  cause  of  his  being  found  so  near 
one  whom  he  likewise  firmly  believed  had  been 
murdered ;  but  this  confidence  in  the  goodness 
of  his  cause  waxed  fainter,  as  he  found  he  had 
to  do  with  one  equally  deaf  to  reason  and  com- 
mon sense. 

^'A  murder  has  been  committed,"  it  was 
thus  the  sapient  guardian  of  the  night  ax|;tted, 
^^  as  this  dead  body  certifies,  you  are  found  by 
the  murdered  man ;  ergo,  was  the  conclusion, 
you  must  be  the  murderer."  To  this  just 
reasoning  the  old  woman  added  her  testimony. 
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"  The  dead  maa  "  she  said, 


s  alive  and 


t  Vheo  she  lefl  him  to  speak  with  the  pri- 
^  who,  in  the  midst  of  their  parley,  sud- 
'  whisked  past  her,  and  going  into  the 
room,  began  to  talk  in  some  strange  language ; 
that  the  poor  deceased  was  very  angry,  when 
he,  the  prisouer,  having  forcibly  turned  her  out 
of  the  apartment,  fell  to  work,  and  in  spite  of 
the  man's  entreaties  for  mercy,  which  she 
heard  with  her  own  ears,  murdered  him  in  the 
tsanner  they  saw."  Daring  this  deposition, 
Mabel  had  cautiously  avoided  refeiring  to  her 
ion,  who  she  concluded,  had  wisely  made  his 
escape. 

"  Will  you  dare,  old  hag,"  Harry  Knox 
at  last  broke  in  with,  driven  past  his  patience 
b;  the  fiction  she  so  resolutely  maintained, 
"  will  you  say  that  you  ever  apokc  to  me  in  all 
your  life  before  this  moment  ?" 

"  Marry  come  up,"  the  old  woman  replied, 
sBttiog  ber  arms  akimbo,  "  did'ut  1  refuse  your 
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coming  in,  about  two  hours  agone,  and  did'nt 
you  push  me  ofT  my  own  door  sill,  telling  me 
you  would  come  in  ?" 

"  'Tis  false  its  hell,"  he  replied,  "  I  came 
but  in  when  I  heard  you  cry  for  help ;  but 
there  was  one,  who  came  in  at  the  lime  you 
speak  off,  and  I  would  know  where  be  is  f" 

"  Hear  ye  till,  him !"  Mabel  exclaimed, 
turning  to  the  watchman,  "  hear  how  he 
would  shift  the  wickedness  from  his  own 
shoultcrs,  on  any  body's  else's,  he  would !  but, 
an  ye  let  the  murtherer  go,  111  take  the  law 
on  ye."  , 

"Come,  young   sir,"    the    watchman    said  1 
moving  Harry  with  the  end  of  his   pike,  "  you 
must  just  take  up  your  lodgings  in  the  round 
house,  to  night ;  and  to-morrow   we  must   be 
jogging  betimes  to  the  justice." 

"  Touch   me   at  your   peril !"  the   prisoner 
vociferated,"  that  old  ha^,  whom  I  swear  t  never  ] 
saw,  until  she  entered  the  room  with  you,  hB  J 
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borne  fidse  witaeas  against  me^  and  if  you  do 
not  let  me  go  finee,  you  ahali  dearly  pay  for  it.  I 
came  here  in  aeardi  of  a  firiend,  who  entered  this 
house,  and  I  duurge  you  to  make  this  woman 
eoofins  what  is  become  of  him/* 

^  It  won^t  do^  youngster/'  the  watchman 
answered,  with  provoking  coolness^  and  a  know- 
ing  nod,  ^'  I  an't  to  be  done  so ;  you  would 
persuade  me  you  an't  your  own  self  would  you  ? 
but  Timothy  Jenkins  hasn't  lived  all  these  years 
in  Lannun  without  being  up  to  such  tricks  ;  so 
no  more  ptdaver,  you  must  come  with  me  till 
we  see  whether  or  no  the  Crowner  brings  it  in 
kwful  murder,  in  which  case  you  stand  a  good 
chance  of  taking  the  air  in  your  nightcap. 
Dame,'^  he  continued  turning  to  Mabel,  ^'  see 
that  nobody  touches  the  corpse,,  or  any  other 
piece  of  furniture  in  the  rooiP}.  till  such  time  as 
the  'quest  has  been  held.." 

So  sayings  he  again  advanced  towards  Harry 
Knox,  for  the  purpose  q(  enforcing  hi^  manr 
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date^  and  a  severe  struggle  ensued,  when  as  the 
valiant  watch  called  aloud  to  his  compeers 
for  assistance,  his  cry  was  disagreeably  attended 
to,  even  by  the  defunct  himself,  who  recovering 
from  another  severe  swoon,  the  effect  of  weak* 
ness  and  copious  phlebotomy,  feebly  demanded 
the  cause  of  the  outcry ;  then  staring  wildly 
round,  as  he  raised  himself  on  the  pillow,  said, 
in  a  hollow  voice,  '^  where  is  he  ?^ 

Few  remained  to  answer  his  question,  even 
had  the  purport  of  it  been  understood.  A 
general  rush  towards  the  door  shewed  the 
effect  of  this  sudden  resuscitation  on  the  nerves 
of  the  bystanders,  while  the  darkness  of  the 
staircase  encreased  their  panic ;  but  who  could 
doubt  the  choice  ?  Certain  danger  was  before 
them  it  is  true,  but  that  was  well  defined,  and 
a  broken  limb  or  even  neck  might  be  dreaded 
in  a  moment  of  less  excitement ;  the  cause  and 
efiect  were  open  and  apparent,  therefore  not 
now  to  be  brought  into  competition  with  the 


MART  STUART.  227 

yngae  lierraRB  which  each  pourtrayed^  as  fancy 
ltd,  wcffe  coming  fast  and  thick  bdiind.  There 
was  no  time  for  deliberation,  the  foremost  made 
a  rush,  stombled,  fell— -others  crowded  over 
him ;  the  few  who  reached  the  door  in  seSdtj, 
mshed  onward,  forgetful  of  their  less  fortunate 
friends  and  relatives,  while  by  far  the  greater 
nomber  lay  hdpkas  victims^  for  the  feet  of  those 
hobgoblins,  ihey  fancied  afler  them,  to  dance 
upon. 

In  the  meantime  Harry  Knox,  supposing 
that  Parson  would,  by  his  explanation,  free  him 
from  his  unpleasant  situation,  advanced  to- 
wards the  bed,  entreating  the  sick  man  to  say 
what  had  brought  htm  to  such  an  extraordinary 
slate ;  but  bewildered  by  fever,  and  too  much 
exhausted  to  enquire  further  into  the  cause  of 
the  ooofiiaion  atound.  Parson,  after  ascertain- 
ing that  his  master  was  not  near,  fell  back,  and 
remaiced  with  his  eyes  closed,  unable  or  un- 
wilhng  to  utter  a  word.     No  further  charge 
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could  be  preferred  for  murder,  seeing  the  man, 
though  reduced  to  death's  door,  had  yet  esca- 
ped with  life;  but  unwilliug  to  part  with  his 
prize,  the  watchman  found  ample  grounds  for 
detaining  him,  and  others  of  the  brotherhood 
being  drawn  to  the  spot,  by  the  confused 
rumours  that  had  reached  tbem  of  the  lord 
knows  what,  our  hero  in  spite  of  a  manful  re- 
sistance was  borne  off  to  give  an  account  to  the 
higher  authorities  for  the  heinous  offence  of 
feigning  himself  another  man. 

We  must  now  for  a  moment  return  to  Cricb> 
ton  and  his  companion,  who,  as  we  have  seen, 
wisely  took  ilight,  as  soon  as  the  tongue  of  oU 
Mabel  sounded  the  alarm  ;  escaping  by  the 
back  door,  they  quickly  reached  some  6eldB, 
and  such  was  the  terror,  which  seized  upon 
the  pirate,  who  believed  hia  detection  inevitably 
that  after  odvanciag  a  few  steps  by  the  side  of 
a  hedge,  he  suddenly  sank  down,  declaring  he 
could  go  no  fuiihcr,      Rcmoastraacea  wcrs 
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finutlets;  with  ft  sort  of  calm  oounigey  de- 
•pftir  fometimes  inspiresy  he  expressed  his  reso- 
latkm  of  there  meetuig  tlie  fate  he  could  no 
longer  svokL  Corshig  the  foolery  which  had 
brought  Criditon  to  England^  and  still  more 
the  oowardly  fear^'  so  poorly  covered  by  the 
fcil  of  resolatiimy  the  smuggler  placed  himself 
as  sentinel  in  the  path^  by  which  danger  was 
most  likely  to  approach.  But  the  dreaded 
pursuit  came  not,  and  after  two  hours  passed  in 
this  situation,  Crichton  was  at  last  prevailed  on 
to  seek  shelter  and  repose. 

Deeply  engaged  in  the  plots  then  in  agita- 
tion for  setting  Mary  Stuart  at  liberty,  the 
smuggler  had  no  di£5culty  in  finding  one  of  his 
own  party,  to  whose  care  he  committed  his  ex- 
hausted companion  for  the  night;  giving  his 
host  such  an  insight  into  his  history,  as  shewed 
him  his  guest  was  a  warm  partisan  of  the  Scot- 
tish queen ;  without  however  confiding  to  him 
the  name  or  rank  of  his  companion,  lest  an 
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itching  palm  might  be  a  besetting  sin  of  this 
worthy  son  of  Holy  Mother  Churchy  and  render 
him  unable  to  withstand  the  gold,  which  would 
cross  it  upon  Crichton's  betrayal.  Frank  then 
returned  to  his  own  cottage,  making  his  ad^ 
vances  cautiously,  until  he  ascertained  all  was 
safe.  He  found  old  Mabel  carefully  tending 
the  suffmng  Parson,  and  wisely  deferring  the 
gentle  admonition  he  promised  himself  the 
pleasure  of  giving  her,  until  the  next  day,  see- 
ing her  shrill  tones  might  have  a  fatal  effect  on 
the  patient,  betook  himself  to  his  rude  couch, 
and  soon  lost  in  sleep  the  recollection  of  his 
late  alarm. 

The  next  day  found  Crichton  metamorphosed 
into  an  itinerant  dealer ;  a  pack  strapped  to  his 
shoulders,  and  bearing  in  his  hand,  not  a  magic 
wand,  but  the  more  substantial  ell  measure,  by 
means  of  which,  the  money  is  as  successfully 
conjured  firom  the  purse  of  the  credulous, 
as  ever  the  senses  were  bewitched  by  its  all 
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powerfiil  semUanoe  i  bis  hair^  which  was  b^n« 
rnog  to  fthow  the  witheriog  hand  of  time,  was 
hwt  under  a  hrilliaQt  yellow  wig,  a  well  starched 
ruff  was  so  dispoaed  as  to  hide  the  lower  part 
of  the  faoe,  while  the  upper  part  was  as  effectu- 
ally secured  from  obserration  by  a  modest 
beaver,  guiltless  of  uap,  and  which,  being  ori- 
ginally intended  for  a  head  somewhat  more  ca- 
pacious than  the  ene,  that  now  occupied  it, 
drooped  over  his  forehead  in  a  manner,  which 
threatened  to  blind  him  alike  to  the  beauties 
or  dangers  of  the  path  he  trod. 

Completely  screened  from  suspicion,  save  on 
the  score  of  sanity,  by  this  disguise,  Crichton 
once  more  took  his  way  to  the  cottage,  but  he 
durst  not  venture  across  the  threshold,  the  re- 
membrance of  Mabel's  shrill  cry  still  haunted 
him,  and  he  therefore  contented  himself  with 
pacing  up  and  down  the  street,  until  he  caught 
a  glimpse  of  his  friend  the  smuggler.  To  all 
his  questions  respecting  Knox,  he  could  obtain 
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no  satis&ctory  Kply ;  all  that  Frank  could  telT 
him  waa^  that  tome  one  had  been  carried  off 
by  the  watch^  but  who  it  was^  Mabel  could  not 
explam^  as  she  still  insisted  that  it  was  the  verj 
man  who  had  so  rudely  forced  his  entrance 
and  consequently  Crichton  himself.  All  the 
smuggler  could  promise^  was  to  make  every  en- 
quiry  respecting  the  youth^  and  keep  safe  until 
the  pirate's  return^  on  whom  he  now  urged  Uie 
necessity  of  his  instantly  quitting  a  neighbour- 
hood^ rendered  doubly  perilous  to  him ;  since 
should  any  thing  be  elicited  from  Harry  Knox, 
a  strict  search  would  be  the  consequence. 

Crichton  was  fain  to  admit  the  justice  of  the 
suggestion,  and  though  reluctant  to  leave  his 
young  friend  in  a  situation  so  fraught  with 
peril,  yet,  self-preservation,  that  first  great  law 
of  our  nature,  urged  his  departure,  and  he  who 
was  once  surrounded  by  flattering  crowds,  now 
turned  a  lonely  wanderer,  without  one  attend- 
ant.   Worldly  friendship,  what  art  thou  ?    A 
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bubble  on  the  watcn  of  h£t,  **— — "e  far  a  b*> 
meat  in  the  sonshioe  of  prcwperitj,  se  wmA 
with  dellgbt  the  briDMnt  dehwioB  tdke^c 
hesTeo's  owo  azore,  nnti]  we  fix^  tfae  ^^>7 
air  it  ia  composed  of;  taAdtaif  tbe  w«f«  dat 
bears  it  b  ruffled — wiQ  it  aim6e  die  c^Mge 
from  smooth  to  roagti  ?  ^ak  the  tho^mid  m^ 
iog  be&ns  that  hove  repoaed  tn  the  fi 
of  the  world. 
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CHAPTER  XL 


However  a  man  may  be  supported  under  the 
pressure  of  calamity,  by  inbred  courage  and 
conscious  innocence,  there  are  few  minds,  that 
will  not  bend  beneath  the  weight,  at  least  for  a 
moment,  should  he  find  himself  without  one 
friend  to  stand  by  him  in  the  hour  of  need.  A 
night  passed  in  the  wretched  den  appropriated 
to  transgressors  was  in  itself  sufficient  to  quell 
human  eourage,  and  Harry  Knox  felt  the  full 
force  of  its  baneful  influence.     His  situation 
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enough,  since,  though  no 
crime  could  now  be  charged  upon  him,  the 
dead  haring  been  found  alive,  still  the  suspi- 
cioiis  cireu instance  of  his  being  found  in  a 
strange  house  at  such  an  hour,  and  the  impossi- 
biHtj  be  felt  of  giving  such  an  account  of  him- 
self as  should  dear  him  oL  all  suspicion,  ren- 
dered him  in  no  small  degree  anxious  respect^ 
lag  the  termination  of  his  present  adventure. 
He  could  not  help  feeling  much  on  account  of 
Crichton,  for  having  imperceptibly  become  at- 
tadied  to  that  singular  man,  the  uncertainty  he 
czperienoed  with  regard  to  his  fate  was  a  heavy 
addition  to  his  own  troubles.  These  gloomy 
cogitations  were  from  time  to  time  interrupted 
by  the  dull  heavy  sound  which  broke  the  still* 
neaa  of  night,  as  the  bells  from  the  neighbour- 
ing steeples  told  the  passing  hours.  By  de- 
grees other  and  nearer  sounds  drowned  the 
prisoner's  reflections  as  the  watchful  guardians 
of  the  night  brought  in  fresh  delinquents  to 
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all  further  trouble  will  be  spared,  and,  in  one 
case  at  least,  reality  be  found  to  surpass  the 
ideal. 

It  was  with  much  satisfaction  Harry  Knox 
received  the  early  summons  that  called  him 
from  among  the  disgusting  crew ;  and  the  fresh 
cold  air  of  morning,  which  met  his  ierered 
brow  as  he  left  tlie  door,  seemed  to  renew  his 
courage.  After  traversing  part  of  the  city, 
so  unlike  the  modem  London,  whose  splendid 
edifices,  parks,  gardens,  equipages,  wealth  and 
magnificence,  if  accurately  pourtrayed  in  the 
time  of  the  virgin  queen,  must  have  seemed 
some  fairy  land,  existing  only  in  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  painter,  so  strangely  would  it  have 
contrasted  with  the  narrow  and  gloomy  streets, 
from  which  the  light  of  heaven,  even  at  noon 
day,  was  almost  excluded  by  the  edifices  on 
either  side,  which  contrary  to  the  general  rule 
appearing  to  find  a  more  attractive  power  in 
proportion,  as  they   were  elevated  above  the 
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[  off  the  edSxtt  of  Utetr  ii 
Motbenof  a  nwK  fitdy  toBpoancBt  tboK 
cfleda  wfjeahoeetbcrof »  Jiflngit  rwnpirriMi; 
the  potent  draoght  tfaat  hid  orerpowgicd  the 
dofler  btains  of  their  eompankias  had  bcC 
added  ftesh  excitgment  to  the  wlrtle  fiatiUki 
with  which  thetn  sbounded,  *'****™g  tka  to 
MiM  and  riot.  Sboatc,  bitter,  aid  oHlchB 
of  aang  mintfed  together  is  «ae  «3d  ehm^ 
vUkMioeof  the  i 
fiiiirififc  to  Goiah  the  c 
bdaHly  led  to  their  beii%  dqitmd  of  BMrty. 
The  Kcoe  wu  altogether  such  aa  the  paid  «f 
Bogvth  alooe  could  do  juatace  to. 

Wb;  aboald  the  inoagautioo  of  the  oAmi- 
u(  be  racked  to  pourtr^  the  eril  i|Mkii^a- 
biiaoU  of  that  place  to  which  he  a»  ttciiBy 
ooasigna  all  who  will  not,  in  theory  wt  lat^ 
tail  fill  ui  to  his  creed ;  let  him  bat  dnv  a 
uiihful  likeneu  of  bis  fcUow  bkh,  vhen  aadex 
ihc  debaxiDg  iafloence  of  i 
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modem  cities, ,  and  formicg  an  asseoiblage  i 
attractions  that,  like  some  gay  parterre,  draws 
uround  creatures  of  light  and  loveliness,  iiho 
Mantinj;  the  wing  of  the  butterfly,  imitate  i 
brilliant  hues  in  the  robes  which  adorn  thei 
und  show,  in  some  instaDces  at  least,  that  I 
possess  its  volatility. 

But  ne  are  losing  our  hero  in  a  blaze  j 
splendour,  which  was  far  from  illumining  J 
melancholy  walk  from  prison  to  the  1 
Justice,  Here  too,  we  might  pause  to  comp^ 
old  things  with  new,  and  entertain  our  readd 
by  trite  remarks  upon  time's  changes;  but 
sufficient  has  been  said  to  show  the  advantages 
those  changes  have  brought  with  them,  in 
luxury  and  refinement ;  how  far  these  are 
couipatibtc  with  the  daring  courage  and  lion 
nerve  wliich  distinguished  the  patriots  of  the 
olden  time,  let  those  determine  who  love  to 
dwell  on  the  history  of  the  rise  aud  fall  of  na- 
tions, enough  is  there  recorded  to  shew,  that  lbs 
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toil  which  bears  the  tree  of  liberty  may  not  be 
enriched  beyond  a  certain  pointy  or  instead  of 
those  healthful  juices  which  invigorate^  there 
a  ill  be  drawn  a  different  nourishment,  calcu- 
latedy  indeed,  to  produce  an  appearance  of 
greater  beauty,  a  richer  foliage,  a  brighter  germ, 
but  too  surely  sapping  the  root,  and  ending  in 
decay. 

The  hall  into  which  Harry  Knox,  his  attend* 
tnts,  and  accusersy  were  ushered,  was  but  feebly 
lighted  by  the  morning  ray,  that  found  its  way 
through  the  latticed  casement.  Never  could 
the  brilliant  image,  which  adorned  the  neck  of 
an  Elgyptian  judge,  have  been  more  appropri« 
ately  displayed,  since  not  only  would  it  have 
lerved  to  enlighten  the  darkness  visible  of  the 
apartment,  but  a  ray  of  its  divine  effulgence 
might  perchance  have  penetrated  the  presi 
dent's  breast,  and  cleared  off  some  of  the  more 
concealed,  though  not  less  opaque  shade,  that 
rested  on  his  mind. 

VOL.    I.  M 
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The  Justice  vraa  one  of  those  common-pi 
persons,  who  form  by  far  the  greater  portion  of 
earth's  inhabitants,  and  who  may  with  truth  be 
described  as  made  up  of  negatives;  he  was 
neither  tall  nor  short,  neither  fair  nor  dark, 
neither  handsome  nor  ugly,  neither  clever  nor 
atupid;  but  not  to  multiply  these  particles 
needlessly,  we  will  sioiply  state,  what  were  the 
qualities  which  had  recommended  him  to  bis 
present  station,  the  same  which,  in  these  more 
enlightened  times,  puts  many  a  simpleton  and 
many  a  rogue,  in  the  place  of  wiser  and  m< 
honest  men, — a  friend  at  court. 

The  numerous  plots  undertaken  by  the 
pists,  at  once  to  destroy  the  reigning  queen, 
whom  they  justly  renardcd  as  one  of  the  prin- 
cipal bulwarks  of  the  Protestant  cause,  and  to 
place  upon  her  throne,  one  whose  whole  con- 
duct had  testified  how  firmly  the  lessons  incul- 
cated by  a  corrupt  court,  in  which  her  infant 
mind  was  formed,  had  taken  root.   The 
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acted  on  St.  Barlholomew's  Eve,  at  Paris,  had 
railed  their  hq^iea,  and  they  fondly  penaaded 
thcmadTet,  that  could  the  daughter  of  Marj  of 
QtuBty  be  onoe  securely  established  on  the 
thme  of  England,  it  would  not  be  difficult  to 
persuade  her  to  concur  in  a  similar  execution, 
and  thus,  by  a  bold  stroke  of  barbarous  policy, 
rid  two  countries  of  the  larger  portion  of  their 
dreaded  enemies.  In  such  a  state  of  affidrs,  it 
may  readily  be  imagined,  that  many  individuals 
were  found,  who,  either  actuated  by  blind  zeal, 
or  chat  love  of  the  marvellous,  so  deeply  rooted 
in  the  human  heart,  found  abundance  to  keep 
aEve  the  rumours  of  plots  incessantly  in  circu- 
lation ;  in  many  instances,  these  were  set  afloat 
by  the  Jesuits  themselves,  to  draw  off  the  atten- 
tion of  the  inquisitive  from  their  actual  pro- 
ceedings. 

Though  naturally  indolent,  the  official  per- 
sonage before  whom  our  hero  was  conducted, 
m3 
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was  ever  alive  to  any  thing  that  promised  (i 
recommeDd  him  to  his  patron  and  the  court  in 
general.  Since  he  had  been  placed  in  office, 
no  favourable  opportunity  had  occurred  of 
proving  bis  zealoua  attachment  to  the  queen, 
and  the  Protestant  religion ;  nothing  liad  come 
before  him,  save  the  petty  offences  nrbing  from 
a  too  frequent  application  to  Sir  John  Barley- 
corn, or  that  spirit  of  miscliief,  which  reigned 
in  all  its  glory  in  the  breasts  of  the  London 
prentices,  a  daring  body,  that  setting  at  de6- 
ance  all  law  and  reason,  was  one  of  the  most 
serious  evils  which  tiie  city  of  London  in  those 
daya,  had  cause  to  complain  of.  It  was  in  vain 
those  appointed  to  watch  over  the  quiet  of  the 
city,  sought  to  restrain  these  youths  in  their 
mad  career ;  the  cry  of  "  prentices '  prentices ! 
clubs  !  clubs  ! "  so  frequently  echoed  through 
the  streets  by  day,  and  by  night,  never  failed  to 
biitig  forth  such  a  swarm  of  these  wild  spirits. 
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that  it  requiral  a  strong  force  of  stout  hearts, 
u  well  as  arms,  to  retain  anj  straggler  chance 
might  throw  into  the  baadB  of  justice. 

When,  therefore,  the  Justice  raised  his  bead, 
and  beheld  one,  vhose  dress  sufficiently  indi- 
cited  that  he  belonged  not  to  the  above  mea- 
tiooed  class,  and  whose  steady  step  forbade  the 
■uppositioo  that  be  bad  partaken  too  fi-eely  of 
the  ale  cup,  the  idea  of  a  popish  spy  readily 
suggested  itself,  and  not  doubting  the  hour,  so 
ogcrly  longed  for,  had,  at  length,  arrived,  and 
that  tome  terrible  plot  was  on  the  eve  of  dis- 
covery, be  sacnmoDed  all  of  the  majesty, 
vhidi  be  flattered  himself  dwelt  in  bis  fair 
round  proportions,  and  sat  erect  to  bear,  and 
hearing,  judge. 

**  How  now,  Jenkins  ?"  he  began  addressing 
the  watchman,  "  who  have  we  here  ?" 

"  A  prisoner  your  worship." 

"  Humph !  so  I  see ;  hut  what  is  the  charge 
agsinst  him?" 
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"  MurJer,  an'  please  your  worship." 
"  So  I  guessed  by  the  cut  throat  look  about 
him ;  well  let  mc  bear  the  particulars.     Cleric, 
note  down  the  deposition." 

*'  Why  then  your  worship,  I'll  tell  you  all 
about  it.  Last  night  about  half  arter  eleven,  as  I 
was  on  my  beat,  I  heard  a  woman  scraming 
murder !  it  was  so  dark  I  could'nt  see  a  hincb 
afore  me,  so  I  ax'd  her  what  wua  the  mat- 
ter, but  instead  of  ans^rering  me,  she  nin 
screeching  down  the  street.  Then  your  wor- 
ship, I  goes  into  the  house,  she  come  out  on, 
for  in  the  hurry  she  had  left  ibe  door  wide 
open,  and  finding  nobody  below,  1  goes  up 
stairs,  and  there  I  see  a  man  laying  on  the  bed 
with  his  throat  cut,  and  this  here  chap  standing 
along  side  on  him,  with  a  basin  full  of  blood 
in  one  hand  and  a  knife  in  the  tother.  \Mten 
he  seed  me,  he  chucked  down  the  basin  ■ 
would  ha'  bolted,  but  I  held  him  fast  and  i 
he  ia  your  worship." 
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manifest  coatradiction  man,  and  I  am  here  tti 
see  justice  administered,  in  the  clearest  manner, 
90  that  if  a  person  is  convicted,  not  a  shadow 
of  doubt  shall  rest  on  any  mind,  concerning 
his  guilt ;  while  if  1  see  tit  to  dismiss  liim,  not 
a  suspicion  shall  remain  touching  his  innocence ; 
but  how  can  I  order  a  mittimus  to  be  dmnn 
out  for  the  committal  of  this  prisoner  or  dismtM 
him  as  innocent,  if  you  are  so  incorrect  in  y 
evidence  ?" 

"  The  person  said  something  the  other  day," 
Jenkias  replied,  while  a  ludicrous  expression 
passed  over  bis  features,  mingling  a  conscious- 
ness of  the  import  of  his  speech  with  fear  for 
its  etfeci,  "  about  Ught  shining  in  darkness,  and 
the  darkness  comprehending  it  not.  I  mind 
the  words,  for  he  made  mc  get  them  by  heart ; 
now,  mayhap,  it  is  the  same  with  your  worship, 
the  truth  may  be  hkened  to  light  shining  frum 
me,  and  your  mind  to  the  darkness  whid 
comprebendeth  not." 


~  MART    8TUABT. 


240 


» 


"  Peace,  sirrah  '.  your  tongue  outruns  your 
wit— bring  forn&rd  the  prisoner,  I  wish  to  put 
a  few  questions  to  him.  So  young  mao*"  the 
mortified  Justice  continued,  addressing  the 
prisoner,  "  your  career  of  wickedness  is  likely 
to  be  soon  ended  ;  your  years  are  few,  but  you 
•eem  old  in  iniquity ;  what  account  can  you 
gire  of  yourself  ?  Keaiember,you  are  not  called 
on  to  say  any  thing  to  criminate  yourself, 
though,  indeed,  you  can  hardly  make  your  case 
worse,  since  you  stand  clearly  condemned  in 
my  mind,  and  1  flatter  myself  that  great  expe- 
rience iu  the  jurisprudence  of  this  country, 
gives  me  the  power  of  at  onee  detenmning  as 
to  the  guilt  or  innocence  of  a  prisoner.     Your 


"  Harry  Knox." 

"  Are  you  ■  nstive  of  England  •" 

"  No,  I  am  a  Scot." 

"  The  lesa   likely    to   be  an  honest   man," 
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observed  the  Lnpartial  judge^  ^^  have  you  any 
relations  or  friends  in  this  eoimtry  ?'' 

**  Relatives  I  have  none/'  the  young  sailor 
replied,  ^'  and  for  my  friends  they,  God  wot,  are 
but  few." 

^^  What  cause  of  enmity  had  you  against  the 
unfortunate  man  you  have  killed  ?'' 

'^  I  have  killed  no  one,''  the  youth  answered, 
<'  you  yourself  heard  this  man  testify,  that  be 
left  the  woman,  on  whose  evidence  I  was  dragged 
here,  nursing  the  man  I  am  accused  of  having 
murdered." 

^'  What  am  1  to  understand  by  all  this,"  the 
Justice  said  looking  round  in  utter  bewilder- 
ment, ^^  speak  Jenkins,  how  have  you  dared  to 
bring  such  a  ridiculous  charge  before  me ;  are 
you  mad  or  drunk  ?" 

*^  If  your  worship  hadn't  been  in  aitch  a 
hurry,"  Jenkins  answered,  somewhat  creat 
fallen,  *^  I  meant  to  have  explained,  that  it 
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wa'nt  ftttogetber  on  the  charge  of  murHer,  I 
brought  this  youngster  here,  seeing  as  ^our 
honor  says,  that  would  ha'  been  ridiculous, 
for  the  dead  man  hisself  told  tne,  no  inar> 
der  had  been  committed,  but  finden  as  how,  he 
couldn't  or  wouldn't  give  no  account  of  hisself, 
and  nbat  he  did  in  the  house  that  time  o'night, 
I  guessed  he  was  a  friend  of  tlie  Pope,  and  by 
theiame  token,  an  enemy  to  God  and  man." 

The  Justice's  countenance  brightened.  A 
popish  plot,  in  all  its  glory,  rose  before  him, 
and  he  already  heard  the  praises  bestowed  on 
the  zeal  and  ability,  with  which  he  had  tracked 
the  monster  through  all  its  intricate  windings, 
and  felt  the  sword  on  his  shoulder,  conferring 
on  him  the  envied  title  of  Sir  Barnacle,  precur- 
sor to  those  loftier  titles  and  more  noble  re- 
wxnla,  which  he  doubted  not  would  be  heaped 
upon  Wm  by  a  grateful  queen,  whose  totter- 
ing throne  had  been  proppeil  by  his  interpo- 
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(( For  what  cause  did  you  come  to  Eng- 
land?' he  demanded. 

^'  I  came  with  a  friend." 

^  Tet  you  just  now  said  you  had  no  friends 
in  this  country ;  no  prevaricating)  young  man ; 
who  is  this  friend,  and  where  is  he  to  be 
found  ?^ 

The  patience  of  the  young  sailor  had,  for 
some  time  past,  been  waxing  more  and  ntore 
feeble,  now  it  gave  way  entirely,  and  address- 
ing himself  to  the  Justice,  he  said  haughtily, 
^^  I  have  been  brought  here  on  a  charge  which 
*  has  been  clearly  proved  unfounded  ;  and  I  now 
claim  the  privilege  of  an  acquitted  prisoner, 
that  of  departing  withour  further  hinderance." 

^'  Fair  and  softly  young  sir ;  it  is  true  my 
honest  friend  here  has  failed  to  establish  the 
ostensible  reason,  for  his  bringing  you  before 
me,  but  enough  has  been  said  to  warrant  your 
detention,  until  you  give  a  more  satisfactory 
account  of  yourself,  for  in  default  of  your  doing 
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8o^  I  am  bounds  as  a  loyal  subject  of  our  gra- 
cious queen,  to  hand  you  over  to  higher  au- 
thority.'^ 

•*  Detain  me  at  your  peril  !**  Harry  Knox 
said,  thoroughly  provoked  at  the  situation  in 
which  he  found  himself  placed,  by  two  igno- 
nmt  men;  and  apprehensive  that  ill  conse- 
quences might  arise  to  Crichton  from  his  de- 
tention ;  but  to  his  passionate  exclamation,  the 
Justice  answered  with  provoking  calmness. 

^  Give  me  such  an  account  of  yourself,  as 
may  justify  my  setting  you  at  liberty;  there  is 
mjrstery  about  you,  young  man,  and  wherever 
there  is  mystery  there  is  some  cause  for  con- 
cealment ;  your  dress  bespeaks  the  sailor,  but 
your  proud  bearing  gives  the  lie  to  your  garb 
—once  more  your  name  ?" 

"  I  have  already  giver*  it ;  thank  God,  I  have 
no  reason  to  be  ashamed  of  it — Harry  Knox/^ 

*^  And  your  business  in  England  ?'^ 

^  Only  concerns  myself;  I  have  given  you 
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all  the  account  of  myself  you  will  get  from  me ; 
it  will  therefore  spare  both  time  and  breath  if 
no  further  questions  are  put." 

Though  not  gifted  with  much  shrewdness^ 
save  where  self-interest  was  concerned^  the 
Justice  had  sufficient  tact  to  discover^  that  he 
had  to  do  with  one  whose  mulish  propensities 
discovered  themselves  on  the  slightest  attempt 
being  made  to  drive  him  towards  the  purposed 
goal. 

^^  I  must  go  cunningly  to  work  with  the 
young  springald/'  he  thought,  ''  His  an  oppor- 
tunity  that  may  never  again  present  itself;  he 
certainly  is  a  Papist,  or  I  never  set  eyes  on  one. 
Have  you  sufficiently  considered  the  conse* 
quences  of  your  obstinacy^  my  young  friend  ?'* 
he  said^  in  a  tone  calculated  to  soothe  the  irri- 
tated temper  of  his  prisoner,  *^  And  are  you 
not  aware  that  my  duty  as  a  loyal  subject  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  obliges  me  sometimes  to  act 
against  more  kindly  feeling  that  might  perhaps 
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prampt  your  acquittal.  I  may  not  consistently 
with  that  duty  dismiss  any  person,  while  sus* 
picion  rests  upon  him.  The  situation  in  which 
you  were  found  is  highly  suspicious,  while  your 
reusing  to  account  how  you  came  there  is  still 
moreaa" 

'^  I  have  never  refused  to  account  for  my 
being  in  the  room,  where  this  man  found  me/' 
Harry  Knox  answered,  *^  I  was  waiting  for  a 
friend,  who  had  entered  the  bouse'  on  business 
of  his  own,  when   I  was  alarmed  by  the  cries 
of  a  woman,  who  suddenly  rushed  from  it,  and 
fearing  my  friend  had  been  in  some  way  en- 
trapped, I  made  no  scruple  of  entering  in  search 
of  him.     Chance  led  me  to  a  room  where  lay  a 
man  to  all    appearance  dead,  and  from  the 
quantity  of  blood  on  the  bed  and  floor,  I  was 
led  to  suppose  murder  had  been  committed ; 
but  my  conjectures  were  cut  short  by  the  re- 
appearance of  the  woman,  whose  cries  first 
alarmed  me,  accompanied  by  this  man  and 
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several  other  persons  ;  she  cbarged  me  with 
the  murder,  though  the  fact  was  sufficiently 
disproved  by  the  supposed  dead  man  being 
found  alive ;  yet  I  was  dragged  from  the  room, 
and  obliged  to  pass  the  night  among  the  vilest 
wretches,  while  here  I  find  myself  treated  as  if 
1  were  really  guilty  of  a  crime,  wliich  has  never 
been  committed,'' 

The  Justice  shook  his  head. 

"  Your  story  is  ingenious  enough, "  he  said, 
"though  there  is  little  probability  in  it;  hut 
where  is  this  friend  you  speak  of,  and  why  does 
he  not  come  forward  to  corroborate  your  testi- 
mony, his  presence  would  go  far  touards  your 
release ;  where  is  he  to  be  found  ?  1  will  send 
for  him.'* 

"  I  have  not  seen  him  since  he  entered  the 
house"  Harry  answered  with  some  emi 
ment,  "  and  I  know  not  where  he  is." 

There  was  a  pause  of  some  moments,  during 
wliicb  the  Justice  sought  to  detennioe  how  be 
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should  proceed.  That  some  mystery  hung  over 
lus  prisoner  was  clear,  and  he  would  have 
given  much  to  be  able  to  uaravel  it ;  but  want- 
ing that  shrewd  sense  and  quickaessof  intel- 
lect, which  should  belong  to  those  whose  pro- 
viDCe  it  is  to  unfold  the  complicated  shroudings 
of  human  cunning,  be  felt  it  would  be  the  wiaci- 
plan  to  hand  the  prisoner  over  to  those  better 
calculated  to  obtain  the  clue  necessary  to  its 
development.  ilut  then  to  be  obliged  to  con- 
Aas  himself  unable  to  manage  the  investigation, 
bow  mortifying!  And  worse  than  all,  to  lose 
the  hoaours  which  must  be  his,  if  a  plot  could 
be  discovered ;  it  was  a  bitter  pill,  yet  he  must 
swallow  it,  and  covering  his  mortiBca'.ion  as 
best  he  might,  the  worthy  gentlcmaa  first  ad- 
dressed himself  to  poor  Jenkins,  whom  he 
nted  most  roundly  for  stupidity,  in  bringing 
a  prisoner  before  him  charged  with  an  offence 
kc  could  not  substantiate ;  and  next,  for  having 
Gtiled  to  elicit  something  on  which  a  distinct 
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charge  could  be  fouuded:  then  turning  to 
Harry  Knox,  he  thus  continued, 

^^  i  find  myself  bound,  young  man^  to  com- 
mit you." 

*^  Oo  what  grounds  ?  No  offence  has  been 
proved  against  me,  and  the  law  will  not  permit 
any  man  to  be  deprived  of  liberty,  unless  he 
has  broken  it — with  what  do  I  stand  charged  V* 

'<  I  shall  commit  you  as  contumacious,  since 
you  refuse  to  answer  distinctly  the  questions  I 
put,  and  which  tend  to  throw  a  light  upon  the 
mysterious  circumstances  that  led  to  your  be* 
ing  brought  before  me." 

'^ Fools  ever  delight  in  mystery,"  Harry 
Knox  answered  with  bitterness,  '^  I  have  suffix 
dently  explained  those  circumstances  to  satisfy 
any  sensible  man,  that  my  appearance  in  thai 
house,  even  at  such  an  hour,  had  nothing  funiA* 
ter  in  it." 

^^  You  refuse  to  give  up  the  name  of  the 
friend  you  say   you  were  with  that  evening ; 


UAfiT    BT17ART. 


269 


I 


what  ta  your  motive  for  concealing  that  or  his 
abode?" 

**  Toncbiog  bis  name,  though  I  may  unhesi- 
Utjugly  give  my  own  to  whoever  shall  ask  it,  I 
havp  no  warrant  to  take  the  same  liberty  with 
that  of  another  coan ;  and  for  his  abode,  I  have 
not  ^ven  you  that,  simply  because  I  am  igno- 
rant of  it  myself." 

"Yet  you  will  be  obliged  to  give  a  clearer 
Kcount,  both  of  your  friend  aod  of  yourself, 
young  sir,  before  you  are  set  at  liberty.  But 
toy  time  is  precious,  and  I  have  given  you 
every  opportunity  of  removing  the  suspicion 
reiUng  on  my  mind.  You  have  refused  to  do 
80,  and  1  am  bound  to  commit  you.  Clerk, 
dnw  out  the  mittimus  for  the  prisoner's  com- 
mittal as  a  suspicious  character,  and  for  contu- 
maciously refusing  to  answer  the  questions  put 
to  him." 

Thi*  being  done  in  due  form,  the  young 
tailor  was  hurried  off  to  a  place  of  greater  secu- 
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rity^  there  to  abide  the  strict  examination, 
nvhich  could  not  fail  to  result  from  the  alarming 
account  which  this  enlightened  functionary  had 
thought  fit  to  give  concerning  him.  This  im- 
portant affair  terminated,  the  official  proceeded 
to  distribute  justice  among  t&e  crowd  assem- 
bled before  his  dread  tribunal ;  and  from  the 
specimen  given  of  his  discriminating  powers, 
it  will  hardly  be  doubted,  that  the  various 
cases  submitted  to  his  arbitration  were  settled 
in  a  manner,  that  gave  no  reason  to  call  in 
question  the  wisdom  which  has  pourtrayed 
justice  with  blinded  eyes. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


Wb  left  Crichton  on  bis  way  to  the  bishop  of 
Ross,  bearing  with  him  an  important  packet ; 
which  should  have  been  delivered  some  weeks 
before,  by  his  faithful  attendant  Parson,  who 
was  dispatched  with  it  [from  the  island,  and 
whose  return  had  been  impatiently  watched 
for  by  the  pirate.  Finding  his  messenger's 
itay  prolonged  beyond  the  time,  when  he 
might  have  been  reasonably  expected,  Crich- 
ton's  anxiety  rose  beyond  the  power  of  restraint. 
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and  but  little  accustomed  to  controul  tbe  ft 
passions  which  impelled  htm,  he  set  out  for  the 
purpose  of  meeting  his  tard^r  courier;  the 
pirate's  first  intention  extended  no  further,  and 
he  nas  far  from  anticipating  the  perilous  course 
he  wa£  induced  to  adopt,  when  he  found  on  his 
arrival  at  the  smuggler's  cottage,  that  the  man 
to  whom  this  imporlant  packet  had  been  en- 
trusted, was  prevented  by  Bevere  illness  from 
conveying  the  papers  to  their  destination. 

In  this  emergency,  to  whom  could  Grichton 
confide  them  ?  His  knowledge  of  Harry  Knox, 
though  highly  favourable  as  far  as  it  went,  was 
yet  too  Umiled  to  permit  htm  at  once  to  uowl 
to  t)ie  youth  their  dark  plot,  in  all  its  startling 
realities.  But,  even  had  ho  determined 
to  dispatch  the  young  sailor  to  the  right  reve- 
rend fother,  the  untoward  accident  already  no- 
ticed would  have  completely  frustrated  the 
amtngement.  "  I  will  bear  the  packet  to  Ross, 
uyselT,  "  was  the  final  determination  of  Cii 
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toDy  ^and  then  there  will  be  no  fear  of  treach- 
ay* 

A*  Dothing  material  occurred  on  his  journey, 
we  will  avail  ourselves  of  the  time  it  occupied, 
to  lay  before  those  readers,  whose  memories 
not  being  burthened  with  tales  of  olden  times, 
may  not  clearly  comprehend  the  matter,  a  brief 
iketdi  of  those  points  of  history,  more  imme- 
diately affecting  the  personages,  we  have  feebly 
essayed  to  bring  before  them. 

Enough  has  been  said,  to  shew,  that  the 
leene  of  our  tale  is  laid  during  the  captivity  of 
the  unfortunate  Mary  Stuart,  whose  beauty, 
talent,  and  power  of  fascination,  stiH  form  a 
theme  that  poets  and  painters  love  to  dwell  on ; 
bat  what  availed  the  enchantment,  that  youth, 
beauty,  and  the  soil  witchery  of  woman  threw 
tround  her,  or  the  diadem  that  encircled  her 
brow  ?  The  nature  of  the  times  in  which  this 
lovely  star  appeared,  was  too  rugged  to  feel  its 
iofloenoe.     In  vain  should  the  butterfly  seek  to 
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impart  its  delicate  tints  and  downy  softness  to 
the  flinty  rock  ;  thus  every  effort  made  by  this 
beautiful^  but  nnfortunate  woman  to  assimilate 
her  own  nature  with  that  of  her  ferocious  sub- 
jects, had  a  similar  effect,  and  like  the  poor 
insect,  she  was  torn,  and  bruised,  and  wounded. 
The  stem  bosom  of  the  Scottish  noble,  ren- 
dered still  more  invulnerable  by  a  gloomy  fa- 
naticism, so  often  suffered  to  assume  the  guise 
of  that  religion,  which  in  its  own  pure  loveli- 
ness softens  the  rugged  heart  of  man,  fitting  it 
for  the  reception  of  all  those  sweet  virtues, 
that  render  him  more  worthy  the  heavenly 
image  he  bears ;  while  on  the  contrary,  that 
creed  taught  by  those  whose  presumptuous 
boast  it  is,  that  they  alone  are  the  chosen  rem« 
nant  to  be  hereafter  blessed,  is  only  calculated 
to  contract  the  human  heait,  and  make  it  the 
receptacle  of  those  selfish  and  pharasaical  feeL 
ings,  as  opposite  in  their  effects  to  the  true 
spirit  of  Christianity,  as  darkness  is  opposed 
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to  light;  yet  while  the  feeling  heart  cannot 
withhold  the  pity  and  commiseration^  so  justly 
due  to  one^  whose  life  was  a  tissue  of  misfor- 
tuneSy  let  not  the  brilliant  halo,  which  high 
lank  and  splendid  endowments  threw 
aioolid  Mary  Stuart,  render  us  blind  to  the 
defects  so  conspicuous  in  her  character — de- 
fects which  we  may  with  reason  ascribe  to  first 
impressions,  always  the  strongest.  And  where 
were  those  impressions  received  ?  At  that  court 
whose  name  for  craft,  cruelty,  and  voluptuous- 
ness, stands  first  in  modern  history. 

Parents  who  covet  for  your  daughters,  what 
are  fSdsely  termed  the  advantages  of  a  French 
education,  pause  for  one  moment,  before  you 
expose  thcni  to  the  debasing  influence  of  that 
country  in  which  Mary  of  Scotland  was  edu- 
cated. True,  the  beauty  and  wickedness  of  a 
Catherine  de  Mcdecis,  have  long  been  covered 
bjr  the  tomb,  the  weakness  and  crimes  of  a 
Charles  the  Ninth,  or  a  Henry  the  Third ;  or 

▼OU   I.  N 
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the  dangerous  licence  of  the  court  of  Henri 
Quatre,  more  to  be  dreaded,  because  his  fasci- 
nations  and  chivalroua  valour  shed  a  lustre 
over  bia  vices.  All  these  now  onl^  live  in  the 
pages  of  histoiy,  like  warning  beacons,  to  tell 
ua  how  dangerous  are  the  gifts  of  high  birth, 
beauty,  and  talents,  when  tnadc  subservient  to 
vice ;  but  the  air  of  France  too  surely  imbibed 
the  poisonous  influence  of  those  times,  ever 
again  to  recover  the  healthiul  tone,  which  alone 
can  nourish  that  immortal  plant,  virtue  ;  a  short 
time  it  will  be  found  to  flourish  there,  the 
withering  simoon  ia  not  more  certain  in  its 
effects  than  the  air  of  that  land ;  when  it  posses 
over  the  sweet  flower — it  droops  and  die*. 
Pardon  this  digression,  gentle  reader,  it  sprang 
involuntarily  from  the  pen  of  one,  who  having 
witnessed  the  awful  precipice  on  the  brink  of 
which  her  young  countrywomen  are  compelled 
to  stand,  when  the  giddiness  of  youth  renders 
them  more  unfit  to  escape  the  danger^  *^Si^ 
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in^  if  possible,  save  one  victim  from  de- 
stnictioii* 

We  are  theu  to  imagine  Mary  Stuart  closely 
ocmfined  in  the  dominions  of  her  proud  and 
vindictive  rival;  and  without  pausing  on  the 
event,  which  preceded  her  imprisonment,  or 
leeking  to  determine  how  far  the  crimes  laid  to 
bar  charge  were  strictly  true,  emanating  as 
they  did  from  those,  whose  brief  authority 
mnst  have  ceased  if  a  nation's  voice  had  pro- 
nounced them  false,  we  will  come  at  once  to 
that  period  when,  weary  of  a  prison,  and  with 
every  feeUng  we  may  naturally  suppose  dwells 
in  the  breast  of  one  accustomed  to  command, 
outraged  by  the  tyrannical  conduct  of  that 
Queen  in  whose  power  she  had  so  unwittingly 
plaoed  herself,  Mary  was  induced  to  lend  a  will- 
ing ear  to  the  suit  of  one  of  the  most  powerful 
nobles  of  the  English  court,  and  to  engage  in 
a  plot,  devised  by  his  friends  rather  than  by 
',  for  the  determination  essential  to  such 

N  S 
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an  uderetaking,  formed  no  part  of  Norfolk's 
character^  and  which  promised^  if  successful,  to 
set  the  captive  Queen  at  liberty;  while  her 
marriage  wiih  Norfolk  by  uniting  her  interest 
with  that  of  a  powerful  noble,  would  bring 
over  to  Mary's  side,  many  of  Elizabeth's  sub- 
jects, who  were  held  back  by  the  feeling,  that 
Mary  as  a  sovereign,  for  the  stories  they  had 
heard  of  her  French  attendants  and  French 
guards,  made  them  regard  her  as  such,  had  no 
claim  to  the  allegiance  of  Englishmen. 

One  of  the  most  active  agents  in  this  plot 
was  Rodolphi,  whom  we  have  already  spoken 
of,  quick,  subtile,  penetrating,  and  thus  well 
calculated  to  counteract  the  bad  effects  which 
Norfolk's  coldness  and  vacillation  could  not 
fail  to  take  on  an  enterprise,  which,  while  it 
called  for  a  sound  judgment  to  plan,  also  de- 
manded a  prompt  and  firm  hand  to  execute. 
To  the  fiery  Italian  was  joined  the  Bishop  of 
Ross,  who  was  devoted  to  the  Church  of  Rome, 
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and  the  Queen  of  Scolland,  and  who,  therefore, 
readily  gave  his  aid  to  a  scheme,  which  promi- 
aed  to  elevate  both  to  that  pitch  of  power  in 
England,  he  devoutly  believed  their  right. 

At  the  time  when  the  Scottish  nation  dis- 
patched a  deputation  to  Mary,  then  in  France, 
■aliciting  her  to  return  and  take  upon  herself 
the  government  of  her  native  country,  that 
composed  of  Protestants,  and  headed  by  the 
Prior  of  St.  Andrew's,  was  forestalled  by  the 
more  zealous  Catholic  party,  who  dispatched 
the  Bishop  of  Ross,  a  title,  however,  which  he 
did  not  then  bear,  to  pay  their  court  to  their 
young  Queen,  a  task  which  he  performed  with 
all  the  ardour,  that  can  spring  from  the  heart 
alone.  He  failed  not  to  instil  into  Mary's 
mind  suspicions,  touching  the  Protestant  part 
of  her  subjects,  representing  them  as  inimical 
to  her  government,  and  strongly  advising  her 
to  aim  at  once  at  the  overthrow  of  a  sect,  ab- 
borred  by  all  good   Catholics,     He   promised 


^^      borred  b 


970  TUB    LAST    DATS    OF 

that  if  she  followed  this  advice,  and  landed  I 
Aberdeen,  she  should  in  a  few  days  be  joined 
by  a  force  sufficient  to  enable  her  to  crush  that 
sect,  which  at  present  had  not  made  any  cou- 
siderable  progress  in  that  part  of  the  kingdom, 
and  which  he  thought  could  hardly  be  firmly 
established  in  any  part  of  Scotland.  Fortu- 
nately for  Mary,  the  wise  policy  of  her  uncles 
prevailed  gainst  the  tempting  prospects  held 
out  by  the  bishops ;  they  were  too  well  ac- 
quainted, through  the  medium  of  those  officers 
who  had  served  in  Scotland,  with  the  number 
and  power  of  the  Protestants  there,  to  dream 
of  overcoming  them  by  open  violence,  and  gui- 
ded by  her  uncles'  wise  counsel,  Mary  determi- 
ned rather  to  win  these  sturdy  heretics  by  kind- 
ness, and  employing  their  leading  men  aa  bcr 
ministers,  take  from  them  all  wish  to  disturb 
her  government. 

But  though,  for  a  time,  hit)  fiery  zeal  wa« 
repressed,  the  Same  still  burned  brightly  within 
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and  Ross  never  lost  an  opportunity  to 
further  the  interest  of  the  Scottish  queen,  and 
to  harass  her  rival;  now  he  believed  the  time 
was  at  hand,  when  he  should  have  the  double 
gratification  of  triumphing  over  the  enemies  of 
his  rdigion,  and  restoring  her,  he  judged  the 
legitimate  sovereign,  to  the  throne  of  her 
anoestora.  The  opposition  of  Elizabeth  to  the 
onkm  of  Mary  and  Norfolk,  and  which  evi- 
dently arose  from  the  dread  entertained  by  that 
vise  and  politic  princess,  of  her  rival's  obtain- 
iflg  any  such  powerful  interest  in  her  own 
dominions,  was  eagerly  seized  by  the  Bishop  of 
Boss,  in  conjunetion  with  the  popiih  emissary 
Rodolphi,  to  exasperate  the  Duke,  whose  weak 
mind,  inflamed  by  the  brilliant  prospect  opened 
to  his  view,  arising  from  a  marriage  with  a 
sovereign  princess,  feelings,  which  he  mistook 
for  an  ardent  passion,  inspired  by  the  charms 
of  the  captive  Queen,  was  easily  led  by  their 
pernicious  councils.     Ross  had  received  inteiii- 
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gence  of  the  northera  pirate,  as  be  vras  termed, 
from  some  of  his  partisans  in  Scotland,  and  be 
gladly  embraced  the  opportunity  of  engaging 
in  their  interest,  one  nhose  daring  deeds  and 
tolent  for  intrigue,  had  made  all  Europe  ring. 
True,  the  Bishop  was  aware,  that  the  name  of 
Crichton  shrouded  one  far  more  powerful,  but 
policy  forbade  bins  hinting  auch  a  secret,  even 
to  Rodolphif  who  in  all  else  that  coaceroed 
Mary  of  Scotland,  shared  every  thought. 

"The  pirate's  services  are  now  needful  to 
us,"  he  reflected,  *'  but  our  plot  successful, 
there  may  be  urgent  reasons  why  he  should  be 
cared  for,  and  this  may  the  more  easily  be  ac- 
complished if  no  one  is  in  the  secret  save 
myself," 

Ic  has  been  already  seen,  that  Crichton  was 
apprised  of  the  scheme  for  setting  the  Queen  of 
Scotland  at  liberty,  by  means  of  the  smuggler 
Frank ;  and  burning  nith  the  desire  of 
vengeaoce,  and  to  find    hioifielf    onco    saaas 
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niaed  to  his  own  rank  in  society^  he 
overly  listened  to  their  oveitures,  and  promi- 
sed them  essentia]  aid.  Impatient  to  obtain 
iotelligenee  respecting  this  new  and  important 
illy,  and  which  he  had  been  for  some  days 
hourly  expecting^  the  Bishop  of  Ross  was 
slowly  pacing  up  and  down  the  gravel  walk, 
bordered  on  eadi  side  by  formal  poplars,  when 
he  was  informed  that  one  without  the  gate, 
desired  to  speak  with  him.  ^'  'Tis  Crichton's 
messenger/'  he  muttered,  '^  he  must  be  met  in 
such  a  guise,  as  befits  a  high  dignitary  of  Rome, 
or  he  may  perchance  give  his  master  such  an 
account  of  us,  as  shall  lead  him  to  hold  us 
lightly,  and  as  not  possessing  power  to  conduct 
80  important  an  afiair/'  So  saying,  the  Bishop 
hurried  to  his  private  apartment,  into  which, 
save  on  such  occasions  as  the  present,  no 
itranger's  eye  was  permitted  to  penetrate,  for 
in  outward  appearance,  the  Holy  father  main- 
tained the  rigid  austerity,  which  had  so  good 
N  5 
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an  effect  in  imposing  on  the  credulity  of  the 
vulgar.  Several  of  the  vaulted  apartments 
through  which  he  passed  bore  ample  (estimon  j 
to  the  life  of  mortification,  which  was,  or  seemed 
to  be  led  by  the  clergy  in  those  days ;  bnt  these 
passed  through,  the  young  priest,  who  attended 
the  Bishop,  touched  a  spring,  and  a  door  con- 
cealed by  a  large  picture  flew  open  with  noise- 
less celerity,  and  as  the  youthful  aspirant  ta 
such  a  luxurious  chamber  devoutly  crossed 
himself,  and  uttered  a  pious  ejaculation,  the 
worldly  minded  professor  of  a  meek  and  holy 
religion  entered  the  room. 

At  the  expiration  of  a  few  minutes,  a  small 
bell  was  heard,  and  the  priest,  who  had  re«» 
mained  in  the  outward  apartment,  busily  occu- 
pied in  completing  the  exercise,  which  the 
arrival  of  the  messenger  had  interrupted,  again 
opened  the  door.  The  orders  were  given  in  a 
few  words,  and  as  promptly  obeyed.  A  firm 
step  echoed  through  the  vaulted  rooms,  and 
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tbe  next  moment,  Crichton  found  him8#>lf  in 
the  presence  of  the  Biahop  of  Ross.  A  firm 
nenre  might  have  trembled,  as  that  keen  grey 
eje  was  fixed  with  scrutinizing  search  on  the 
metsenger'a  countenance,  but  though  the  ap- 
prebensioo  of  death,  so  frequently  the  torment 
of  tbe  wicked,  led  Crichton  to  shrink  from  any 
personal  encounter,  at  least  in  single  combat, 
for  after  times  shewed,  that  in  the  battle  he  was 
still  brave,  yet  the  nerves  of  the  pirate  had 
been  too  surely  steeled,  to  allow  any  outward 
sign  of  perturbation  to  betray  him. 

Crichton  was  personally  unknown  to  the 
Bishop  ;  all,  therefore,  that  the  reverend  father 
ttw  before*  him,  was  a  common  man,  dressed  in 
course  grey  duffle,  his  face  in  some  degree  con- 
cealed by  a  cap,  which  seemed  well  adapted  to 
travelling,  as  being  calculated  to  defend  the 
ears  from  the  cold,  coming  down  each  side  of 
tbe  face,  so  as  completely  to  conceal  the  whis- 
kers, and  meeting  in  a  point  under  the  chin  ;  the 
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hat  which  had  been  worn  over  this  comfbrtaUs 
head  gear^  had  of  course  been  removed,  as  the 
pirate  entered  the  room,  and  he  now  kneeled 
reverentially  before  the  Bishop,  craving  hie 
blessing. 

'^  The  blessing  of  the  saints,  and  that  of  our 
holy  father,  rest  upon  thee  my  son.  Rise  and 
utter  thy  mission  without  fear.  From  whom 
dost  thou  come  ?    Speak  freely,  we  are  ahme.^- 

^^From  him  men  call  the  great  northern 
pirate,'^  Crichton  answered.  "  He  greets  you, 
holy  father,  by  me,  and  prays  you  to  read  this 
letter,  that  you  may  see  his  mind  therein.'' 

Thus  saying,  the  pirate  handed  a  packet  to 
the  Bishop,  who,  with  the  caution  men  are 
wont  to  use  when  they  are  engaged  in  any 
perilous  undertaking,  in  which  a  look  may  say 
too  much,  turned  from  the  stranger,  and  walk- 
ing to  the  window,  rapidly  perused  the  letters. 

Meanwhile  Crichton,  having  nothing  to  hope 
from  watching  the  prelate,  while  thus  engaged. 
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ciitliis  eyes  nraod  the  room,  and  had  not  his 
kogaojottm  in  eariy  life  at  Rorne^  familiarised 
Ui  aiuid  with  the  splendour  and  luxury,  adopt- 
ed by  the  Holy  See  and  its  satellites,  he  might 
hire  nanreUed  at  all  he  saw,  in  that  gorgeous 
^pntmenU  Rich  carpets,  an  article  of  luxury 
^  almost  unknown  in  England,  covered  the 
floor;  couches,  on  which  the  most  fiaistidious 
iQiQslist  might  have  sought  to  stretch  his 
ddicite  Hmbs,  Venice  glasses  of  vast  magnitude, 
pctores  which  would  perhaps  have  better 
<^Qted  the  walls  of  a  gay  and  youthful  monarch's 
pilsce,  than  those  of  an  apartment,  occupied 
hf  a  man  devoted  to  the  service  of  religion,  all 
^  met  and  diarmcd  the  eye.  Yet  with  this 
'OftUy  splendour,  were  strangely  mingled 
^^Qces  of  that  superstition,  so  prominent  a 
feature  in  the  religion  of  Rome.  On  one  exqui- 
site little  shrine  might  be  seen  a  costly  box,  glit- 
^^fing  with  precious  stones,  and  containing  the 
filthy  parings  of  some  saintly  toe,  while  ano- 
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ther  equally  splendid,  was  the  depository  of  a 
few  grey  hairs,  matted  together,  said  to  be  col- 
lected from  the  weapon,  nhich,  by  depriviog 
Thomas  a  Becket  of  his  brains,  thereby  render- 
ed him  a  fit  object  for  canonization,  in  the  in- 
fallible church. 

A  critical  observer  might  have  detected  some- 
thiug  very  like  a  anccr  on  the  lip  of  Crichton, 
as  he  marked  the  strange  incongruities  of  tba 
apartment,  and  it  become  more  marked,  wbea 
bis  eye  rested  on  the  effeminate  dress  of  the 
Hishop,  whose  flowing  robes  glittered  witb  gold, 
jewels  and  embroider}',  but  as  the  Holy  Father, 
having  finished  the  letters,  turned  to  address 
him,  the  expression  was  gone,  and  all  that  could 
be  read  in  his  face,  was  the  dark  aud  sullen  ] 
expression  of  the  hardened  rufhan. 

"  This  letter  tells  me,  my  son,"  the  Bishop 
said,  "  that  1  may  safely  trust  the  be.irer,  sBeing 
you  heartily  desire  with  the  writer  to  put  dowo 
the  false  religion,  wbtch  has  no  unhappily  crepl 
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Into  this  land ;  and  it  moreover  assures  me,  you 
wUl  not  shrink  to  shew  your  zeal  in   behalf  of 
anr  Holy  Mother  Church,  and  our  lawful  queen 
Mary  Stuart,  even  to  the  death,  should  it  be  re- 
hired.    Much  need  have  we  of  such  a  faiihful 
KT^'ant,  at  a  time  n  hen    heresy  dares  so  openly 
■liewitwlf,  and  when  the  ihrotte  of  itiU  country 
iifilled  by  a  bastard  and  usurper,  who  dares  lo 
maintain  her  unlawful  posscsMons  in  open    de- 
AiDceof  the  anathemas,   so  Justly   denounced 
agUDSt  her   by   the  Holy  Pontiff,   thereby  de- 
fmag  oce  of  her  rightful    inheritance,    on 
whom   the  blessing  of  the  faithful  reals.      The 
lime  is  ripe  for  the  servants  of  our  true  church 
to  make  a  vigorous  effort,  for  the   recovery   of 
her  rights,  and  our  trusty  and  well  beloved  son 
here  promises   ua  such   aid    as     cannot    fail 
muterially  to  forward  this  our  righteous  cause  ; 
ihus  with   God's  blessing,  we  will  no   longer 
li«p  back  our  hand  from  the  work,  whereunto 
^hai  appointed  ua.     This   letter  speaks  of 
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a  thousand  men  ready  to  take  arms  in  behalf 
of  the  Queen  of  Scotland ;  can  you  give  a 
shrewd  guess  how  long  your  master  will  le* 
quire  to  muster  them  ?*' 

^  I  would  only  ask  the  time,'*^  Crichton 
answered  eagerly^  ^*  that  it  should  take  to  travel 
from  this  to  Scotland*^ 

The  Bishop  started  ;  then  said  suspiciously. 
^  Does  your  master  then  delegate  his  authority 
to  a  retainer  ?'* 

Crichton  saw  his  error^  and  hastened  to  re- 
cover it  as  best  he  might. 
1  ^'  My  master  and  I/'  he  said  carelessly,  ^*are 
foster  brothers^  one  breast  fed  us,  and  I  have 
never  left  his  side,  since  the  day  we  were  bom ; 
he  would  do  nothing  without  my  aid,  else  I  had 
not  been  entrusted  in  this  matter;  but  if  it  like 
you  better.  Holy  Father,  give  me  a  line  by  your 
own  hand  to  my  master,  and  doubt  not  our 
men  shall  be  ready  at  the  moment  you  need 
Ihcm.'^ 
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^  Eaoogh  satdy  my  son ;    benedicite  !  you 
ire  at  this  time  worth  a  monarches  ransom ; 
for  vhile  I  am  shut  up  in  this  place^   I   sorely 
Deed  some  trusty  messenger^  such  as  you  will 
prote^  by  whose  means^  I  can  hold  communion 
with  one^  who  is  evet  actively  labouring  in  the 
lioly  cause ;  but  the  eyes  of  Elizabeth  Tudor  are 
00  OS  bath ;  St.  Qecarge,  to  whom  I  have  lately 
noR  especially  addressed  my  prayers  in  behalf 
of  this  ill  fated  land^  has  surely  sent  you  hither 
tt  the  hour  of  need*    But  you  have  travelled 
hr,  my  son,  and  I  doubt  not  want  refreshment.^* 
He  touched  the  little  silver  bell^  and  the 
priest,  who  had  ushered  Crichton  to  the  cham- 
ber, reappeared  ;  at  a  sign  from  the  Bishop  he 
▼anished,  but  presently  returned,  followed  by 
one  of  inferior  rank,  who  brought  and   placed 
CO  a  table,  bread,  meat,  and  wine.  When  all  was 
arranged,  the  Bishop  approached  the  table, 
and  having  said  a  long  grace  over  the  viands. 
^  Draw  near,  my  son/'  he  said,  ^'  spare  not 
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the  food^  nor  the  wine  flask,  for  thou  most 
forth  again  towards  London  this  night ;  and 
will  have  need  of  strength  to  bear  thee  on  thy 
journey.  And  while  you  eat  I  will  prepare  a 
scroll  for  our  trusty  and  well  beloved  brother 
Rodolphi^  who  will  afterwards  determine  jour 
future  path.*' 

Crichton  availed  himself  of  the  proffered  re- 
freshmentj  marvelling,  during  his  repast,  who 
this  new  ally  might  be,  the  Bishop's  name  onlj 
being  familiar  to  him,  as  connected  with  this 
enterprise,  and  he  half  dreaded  that  some 
unforseen  accident  might  betray  him,  should 
he  be  compelled  to  remain  in  London  above  a 
few  hours.  ^'  But  the  die  is  cast,"  he  thought, 
^^  and  I  have  that  in  hand  which  will  make  or 
mar  me/' 


MART   STUART. 


28S 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


<vi,  OQce  more^  return  to  the  hero  of  our  tale^ 
^^  Knoxj  having  left  him  in  no  very  en- 
^le  situation,  passed  from  one  dispenser 
w  the  law,  to  a  higher  tribunal.  The  mys- 
^us  language  in  which  the  worthy  magis- 
^^^  had  couched  his  account  of  the  prisoner, 
^^iBcd  a  considerable  degree  of  curiosity  con- 
^niiog  him,  more  especially  as  a  hint,  the 
^utious  magistrate  contrived  to  glide  into   the 
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account 'accidently  on  purpose,*  as  Put  migHt 
have  it,  inuliaed  the  higher  authorities  to  whom 
he  was  handed  over  to  conclude  that  the  culpnt 
was  a  popish  spy,  a  speciea  of  monster,  for 
which  the  English  in  those  days,  had  the  same 
taste  they  possess  at  present  for  the  wonders 
to  be  found  in  the  Zoological  Gardens, 
whether  in  the  form  of  Chimpanzee  or  Giraffe. 
A  vast  crowd  followed  Hurry  Knox  fron 
the  prison  to  the  awful  tribunal,  at  which 
he  was  again  to  be  arraigned  ;  with  the  noisy 
spirit  of  a  true  English  mob,  they  denounced 
vengeance  against  him.  As  the  examination 
of  the  prisoner  was  a  private  one,  their  malice 
did  not  follow  him  beyond  the  door ;  perhaps 
had  he  been  exposed  a  few  minulcs  longer  to 
its  violence,  a  total  revulsion  of  feeling  might 
have  been  the  result,  auicc  many  of  the  softcr 
sex,  whose  presence  in  every  riot  and  tumult 
shew  how  good  a  claim  they  have  to  their  title, 
were   loud   in  their  ~  praises  of  the   handsome  , 
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ytmng  nilar,  and  abuse  of  those  hj  whom  he 
was  reviled. 

The  sadden  transition  from  the  din  lirithout, 
to  the  profound  stiUness  that  reigned  in  the 
ooancil  chamber,  caused  the  youth's  heart  to 
palpitafce  with  a  violence  which  had  not  agitated 
ity  even  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd  he  had  just 
passed  through.  At  the  upper  end  of  the 
nxMD,  was  a  small  table,  at  which  were  seated 
two  persons,  one  of  whom  instantly  arrested 
the  prisoner's  attention.  He  was  a  man  past 
the  prime  of  life,  of  a  mild  and  majestic  demea- 
nour, some  latent  sparks  of  fire  still  lurked  in 
bis  eye,  but  they  were  chastened  and  subdued 
by  years  of  toil,  in  the  service  of  a  queen,  who, 
though  she  knew  and  fully  appreciated  all  the 
high  qualities  and  rare  endowments  of  her 
trusty  minister,  was  nevertheless  one,  whose 
exaction  of  service,  kept  pace  with  the  power 
of  rendering  it;  and  they  who  sought  to  pluck 
the  rose  of  the  royal  Elizabeth's  grace,  must 


286  THB   LAST   DAYS   OF 

take  no  heed  of  the  accompanying  thorns.  An 
ample  beard  of  hoary  whiteness^  fell  over  the 
ruff  that  encircled  his  throat ;  a  cloak  of  black 
cloth,  clasped  at  the  collar  by  a  jewelled  brooch, 
fell  in  folds  around  him,  the  order  of  St 
George  was  displayed  over  it,  while  his  black 
velvet  cap  was  adorned  with  another  costly 
jewel. 

The  time  since  Harry  Knox  had  quitted  the 
precincts  of  the  English  court  had  not  sufficed 
to  erase  from  his  memory,  one  of  the  most  con- 
spicuous personages  in  it^  though  the  character 
which  Lord  Burleigh  had  obtained  for  severity, 
did  not  render  the  recognition  of  the  minister 
in  the  person  of  his  judge,  by  any  means  con- 
solatory. Yet,  there  was  nothing  in  the  states- 
man's  face  to  intimidate,  on  the  contrary,  much 
might  be  traced  there  calculated  to  inspire 
confidence.  Harry  Knox,  with  many  others, 
judged  of  Burleigh  through  the  jaundiced 
medium  of  prejudice;  the  disturbance  given 
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to  Elizibeth's  government  by  the  adherents  of 

tiie  Pope,  rendered  vigorous  measures  on  the 

pot  of  the  Elnglish  ministers  perfectly  neces- 

my;  hence  arose  the  odium  cast  on  the  Lord 

Keeper,  who  was  ever  on  the  alert  at  the  least 

ibdow  of  danger,  which  seemed  to  threaten 

tlie  safety  of  his  sovereign.     A  bold  attempt 

Bade  by  the  Pope  at  this  time,  to  weaken  the 

ittschment  of  the  English  to  their  Queen,  had 

nmsed  the  indignation  of  Burleigh,  and  there 

m%h(  perchance,  be  a  deeper  shade  of  severity 

than  usual,  mingling  with  the  feelings   with 

which  he  regarded  his  youthful  prisoner. 

Bnrleigh  was  perusing  a  paper  with  deep 
attention,  and  as  Harry  Knox  was  placed 
before  him,  the  minister  suspended  his  occu- 
pation from  time  to  time,  for  the  purpose  of 
scanning  the  youth's  features.  When  he  bad 
finished  reading  the  scroll,  Burleigh  threw  it 
on  the  table  with  a  dissatisfied  look,  muttering 
to  himself  "  could  not  the  fool  be  more  expli- 
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cit !''  Then  taking  up  another  paper  which 
lay  on  the  table^  containing  the  deposition  of 
the  watchman^ 

'*  Come  forward/*  he  said,  **  young  man^  you 
stand  charged  with  murder,  they  tell  me*** 

^'  A  charge,  which  if  your  lordship  will  gim 
yourself  the  trouble  to  read  the  evidence 
through,  you  will  find  totally  without  founda- 
tion.*' 

^*  Why  were  you  not  then  dismissed  ?"    . 

*^  Because,  my  lord,  I  objected  to  answer 
certain  questions,  which  I  considered  the^  gen- 
tleman, by  whom  I  was  interrogated,  had  no 
right  to  put/* 

Burleigh  bent  his  brow. 

^'  That  is  to  say,  sir,  you  refuse  to  gire  any 
satisfactory  account  of  yourself,  thereby  leading 
us  to  conclude,  you  have  some  motive  for  con- 
cealment." 

"  Pardon  me,  my  lord,  every  question  rela- 
tive to  myself  has  been  fully  answered,  it  was 
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only  when  the  questions  touched  on  the  affairs 
of  another,  that  I  hesitated  to  reply  to  them." 

^  I  should  be  glad  to  hear  your  account  of 
yoinel^  once  more,''  Lord  Burleigh  said,  and 
while  the  young  sailor  recapitulated  the  reason 
^'las  being  found  in  a  strange  house  at  a  late 
hour,  the  minister  scanned  with  a  cautious  eye, 
^  account  he  found  already  given.  For- 
lately  for  the  prisoner  the  statements  were 
found  to  agree,  and  as  he  laid  down  the 
document,  Burleigh's  look  lost  much  of  the 
■ttfoness  it  had  previously  assumed." 

*'  Tour  story  he  said  bears  the  appearance  of 
^^,  and  on  two  points  alone,  I  am  yet  to  be 
••tisficd,  the  motive  of  your  journey  to  England, 
^  the  friend  you  say  you  were  seeking  at  the 
tune  of  your  apprehension;  clear  up  these  two 
P^ts,  and  1  see  nothing  to  warrant  your 
Mier  detention." 

^  And  it  is  precisely  on  these  two  points,  my 
^*'  Harry  Knox  replied    respectfully  yet 

vou  I.         o 
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firmly^  ^^  that  I  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  apeak ; 
1  cannot  give  a  more  satisfactory  reason  for 
coming  to  England  than  that  already  given^  I 
can  only  repeat  that  I  accompanied  a  fiiend, 
who  came  on  some  affairs  of  his  own.  For  my 
particular  motives  in  taking  the  voyage^  they 
may  soon  be  traced  to  a  love  of  change,  which 
I  believe  is  natural  to  all  men  and  above  ftll  to 
sailors,  for  we  love  not  a  settled  life^  my  lord, 
and  when  I  heard  that  one,  who  is  to  me  as  a 
brother,  was  about  to  set  sail  for  England,  I 
gladly  made  that  an  excuse  to  change  my 
quarters/* 

Lord  Burleigh  shook  his  head. 

"  Your  dress,**  he  said,  "  might  lead  me  to 
suppose  you  indeed  a  sailor,  but  your  language 
and  bearing  belong  to  a  higher  rank  ;  you  can- 
not deceive  me,  young  man.  Herbert,*'  he 
continued  addressing  the  person,  who  was 
sitting  at  the  table,  busily  engaged  in  writing, 
^*  Herbert  give  me  the  papers  sent  this  morn- 
ing/' 
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The  gentleman  thus  addressed  unlocked  a 
curious  casket,  whicW  l^od  beside  him,  and 
hadng  selected  two  papers  from  among  a  num-* 
ber,  presented  them  to  Lord  Burleigh,  who 
thus  continued.  ^^  A  daring  afiront  has  been 
offered  our  royal  mistress,  bj  some  secret 
emissary  of  the  Court  of  Rome*  I  am  led  to 
believe,  that  the  strange  and  mysterious  cir- 
cumstances, which  have  caused  your  apprehen- 
sion, will  afford  a  clue  that  may  enable  me  to 
detect  the  agents  in  this  base  attempt  to  de- 
prive our  sovereign  of  her  subjects'  allegiance. 
Tell  me  then  young  man,  do  you  know  the  con- 
tents of  this  paper?*' 

As  he  spoke,  Burleigh  unrolled  the  scroll  he 
held  and  suddenly  placed  it  before  the  prisoner's 
eyes,  in  a  way  well  calculated  to  throw  him  off 
his  guard.  Harry  Knox  glanced  bis  eye  over 
it  and  read  the  words,  ^^  Papse  pii  quintus 
sententia  declaratoria/'  which  headed  the  bull 
d*  excommunication  issued  by  the  Pope  against 
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the  English  Queen,  and  which  during  the  pre- 
ceding night  had  been  daringly  affixed  to  the 
gate  of  the  Bishop  of  London's  palace.  But 
the  young  sailor  was  incapable  of  deciphering 
the  scroll,  or  he  would  have  been  amused  at 
least,  if  not  edified  by  the  character  therein 
drawn  of  the  monster  of  impiety  and  wickedness 
Queen  Elizabeth,  whom  his  Hohness  solemnly 
consigned  to  the  devil.  ^H 

Burleigh's  eye  was  keen  to  note  the  slighu^H 
rhange  of  color  or  countenance  indicative  of 
any  previous  knowledge  the  prisoner  might 
possess  of  the  offensive  document  -,  hut  no  such 
sign  appeared,  as  with  perfect  frankness  of  de- 
meanour the  young  sailor  said,  "  my  learning 
will  not  enable  mc  to  understand  this  writing  j 
the  life  of  a  sailor  has  little  leisure  for  study." 

"  Nay,   then   I   will   construe  it  for  you," 
Burleigh  answered, "  that   I   may  judge   how 
far  the  sentiments  it  contains  find   an   echi 
your  bosom." 


echo^^H 
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He  then  proceeded  to  give  an  English  ver- 
mi  (rfthe  bull^  ever  and  anon^  as  some  strong 
ciprestion^  setting  forth  the  heinous  wicked- 
Mi  of  the  heretic  Queen  was  found  therein^ 
^unuog  his  eye  on  the  youths  to  mark  how  he 
^wi  aflected  by  them  ;  but  the  listener's  coun- 
t^QiQce  expressed  curiosity  alone^  and  he  ap- 
pwfd  alike  regardless  of  him  by  whom  the 
mortis  were  dictated,  and  of  the  Queen  against 
whom  they  were  directed.  Burleigh  observed 
with  surprise^  that  at  those  expressions  where 
>  pious  Catholic  would  have  signed  the  cross, 
W"  given  some  such  token  of  reverence,  the 
prisoner  made  no  effort  to  comply  with  the 
^^^tttomary  form. 

The  hint  given  by  the  Justice,  left  Lord 
Burleigh  no  room  to  doubt  that  the  youth  was 
^  of  those  that  bowed  the  knee  to  Baal,  and 
^  was  therefore  led  to  conclude,  that  motives 
^policy  induced  the  culprit  scrupulously  to 
tToidall  external  demonstrations  of  his  religion 
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8a  opinion  which  did  not  tend   to  remoye  his 
suspicions. 

"  He  is  a  coQsummate  hypocrite  for  his  ^e," 
the  statesman  concluded.  "  I  will  give  him 
one  chance  more,  and  if  I  fail  to  extract  the 
truth  from  the  lad,  the  rack  must  do  its  duty.** 

"  You  persist  in  entire  ignorance  of  this  vile 
paper,"  he  said  aloud,  "  nill  j^ou  as  positively 
deny,  that  your  friend's  business  in  this  country 
was  to  earn  the  death,  which  awaits  him,  by 
daring  to  affix  it  to  the  gatCt  where  it 
found  ?'* 

For  a  moment  Harr;-'  Knox  was  at  fai 
for  he  was  at  a  loss  to  determine  how  far  Crich- 
ton  might  indeed  be  im|>Iicatcd  in  ibis  affiiir. 
Tbc  exact  nature  of  the  business  which  had 
brought  the  pirate  to  LoodoD,  was  never  fully 
revealed  to  him.  Of  one  thing  alone,  Harry 
Knox  felt  assured,  that  Crichton'a  views  were 
hostile  to  Queen  Elizabeth,  wtiile  it  was  equally 
certain  that  he  favoured  the  pretensions  of  hci 
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rival  lie  recollected  too,  that  the  pirate  had 
been  uneasy  respecting  a  packet,  which  had  been 
cgDsigned  to  Paraon,  and  might  Dot  thai  packet 
h&ve  contained  this  papier  ? 

The  wily  statesman  aaw  the  doubt  that  em- 
barrassed his  prisoner,  and  hastened  to  take 
advantage  of  it.  Assuming  the  mild  persua- 
sive look  that  80  well  suited  him. 

"  Think  well  before  you  speak,"  be  said, 
*•  youth  and  inexperience  plead  strongly  in 
your  behalf,  and  doubt  not  all  Cecil's  interest 
ihall  be  exerted  to  procure  your  pardon  from 
our  gracious  Queen ;  nay,  she  herself  promises 
not  only  pardon,  but  princely  rewards  to  any 
who  shall  throw  a  light  on  the  subject ;  bear 
her  own  gracious  words  to  this  effect.'' 

He  read  some  extracts  from  the  letter,  which 
Elizabeth  had  that  morning  written  to  him 
with  her  own  hand,  and  which,  as  he  stated, 
promised  wealth  and  honora  to  those,  who 
ibould  give  any  iaformaUon  of  the  agents  by 
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whose  means,  the  Bishop  of  Rome  had  thiu^ 
suited  her  in  the  heart  of  her  dominions.  BuP 
the  crafly  statesman  suppressed  those  intem- 
perate expressions  of  reveoge,  which  bad 
flowed  from  the  same  roynl  pen,  lest  their  im- 
port should  lead  the  prisoner,  through  dread  of 
the  punishment  that  awaited  his  friend,  to 
suppress  any  of  the  facts  in  his  possession. 

"  Such  are  the  inducements,"  Burleigh  con- 
tinued, deliberalclj'  folding  up  the  letter,  "  my 
royal  mistress  holds  out  to  him  vho  will  atone 
for,  perhaps  a  momentary  error,  by  a  candid 
confession.'' 

"  The  rewards  your  Queen  holds  out  j 
treachery,"  Harry  Knox  answered  with  a  am 
"  are  doubtless  tempting  J  but  fortunately  for 
my  scanty  stock  of  drmness,  my  lord,  I  have 
not  the  means  of  earning  them,  even  if  I  bad  the 
inclination,  and  I  positively  assure  your  lord- 
ship that  I  possess  no  secret,  cither  relating  to 
myself  or  my  friend,    which  can    purchase  for 
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me  Her  Highness'  fitvor^  or  my  own   abhor- 
rence," 

'^  Why  then  refuse  to  give  up  that  friend's 
name?^  Burieigh  persisted,  unwilling  to  lose 
^  ground  he  flattered  himself  a  moment  be- 
to  he  had  gained^  ^  since  there  is  nothing  to 
ooQoeal^  why  so  much  mystery  regarding  him  V* 
^Simply  because  my  lord^  I  know  not   how 
br  he  might  approve  of  my  meddling  with  his 
same  or  affidrs^  in  his  absence/' 

**  Tls  well,  young  sir/'  Burleigh  said,  in 
lome  degree,  losing  his  patience,  ^*  you  have 
trifled  with  my  clemency  long  enough,  the  Lieu- 
tenant of  the  Tower  must  speak  with  you  anon, 
when  you  shall  have  tasted  of  his  discipline, 
we  shall  find  you  more  tractable." 

^  Threats  can  draw  nothing  more  from   me, 
my  lord,'*  Harry  Knox  answered  haughtily/' 

'*  But  the  rack  shall ;   you     must    tell    a 
different  tale  to-morrow/' 
As  Burleigh  spoke  thus  the  door  of  the  cham- 
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ber  Opened,  and  a  tall  elderly  man,  dreaseJ   in 
the  naval  unifurm,  entered  hastily. 

"  It  is  the  Queen's  pleasure,"  he  saJd,  ad- 
dressing Burleigh,  "  thut  you  dismiss  the 
prisoner,  my  lord,  since  he  is  innocent  of  the 
chai^  brought  against  him  ;  the  real  oSender 
has  Burrendered  himseir>  and  is  now  awaiting 
his  punishment ;  your  presence  is  requested 
ill  the  council  chamber." 

"  I  come,  Sir  John,"  Burleigh  replied,  *'  but 
I  cannot  comply  with  your  directions  respecting 
this  prisoner;  he  must  to  the  Tower,  there  to 
undergo  a  strict  examination,  I  can  make  no- 
thing of  him.'' 

"  Not  on  this  charge,  my  Lord  Keeper,  since  ( 
the  man  who  owns   a   deed  he  glories  tn,  has  ' 
solemnly  protested  no  one  but  himself  is  impli- 
cated." 

*'  Yet  I  have  strong  reason  lo  believe,  this 
young  man  was  his  friend  and  companion,  nor 
can  I  dismiss  him   until  I   find   he   chooses  to 
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give  a  more  satisfisictory  accouDt  of  himself,  or 
some  one  in  this  country  gives  it  for  him/' 

^  Sir  John  Norris  can  do  me  that  piece  of 
service,''  the  prisoner  said  coming  forward, 
''  he  can  bear  witness  thai  I  have  fought  at  his 
side  against  the  enemies  of  Queen  Elizabeth." 

*^  And  that  he  owes  his  life  to  your  bravery, 
my  lad,  you  might  have  added/'  Norris  said,  ex- 
tending his  hand  to  the  young  sailor,  "  where 
have  you  been  playing  at  hide  and  seek  this 
long  time,  Harry  ?  and  bow  fares  my  honest 
messmate,  Ben  Franklin?"  The  history  of 
poor  Ben's  death  might  at  this  moment,  have 
turned  the  current  of  his  nephew's  affairs  back 
into  the  same  awkward  channel  from  which  it 
had  so  happily  diverged.  He  therefore  merely 
answered  that  he  had  only  just  returned  to 
England  and  had  been  prevented  seeing  any  of 
his  friends,  by  being  closely  confined  on  a  false 
charge  from  which  he  was  no  sooner  released 
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than  lie  found  himself  saddled  with  anothq 
equally  untrue. 

Sir  John  Tf  orris  laughed. 

"  Only  the  fate  of  war,"    he  said  *'  we  soOl 
of  Neptune  should  be   too  well  accustomed  t 
the   storms,  he  thinks  fit  to  raise  against  i 
sometimes,  lo  heed  those  dame  fortune  blowsl 
In  our  tack.     But  come,  Harry,  I  must  stand' 
your  friend  with  my  Lord  Keeper  here,  who 
seldom   bestows  so  much  of  bis  time  even  on 
royalty  itself,  as  he  has  expended  on  you.    My  I 
lord,  if  this  foolish  boy  has,  in  a  fit  of  obstinacy,^ 
chosen  to  withhold  any   thing  relative  to  hia^  I 
uncle,  honest  Ben  Flanklin,  I  pledge  myself  fori  1 
the  tidclity  of  the  brave  old  tar;  nay,  yourself' 
my  lord,  ulll  remember  his  zeal  in   our    sctwl 
vice,  though  ancient  prejudices  that  still  cYiag  I 
to    the    old,   have    settled    round    his    hcart|  | 
inclining  him  to  the  faith  of  his  forefathers;. I 
but    for   my  young  firiend  here,    I    alwayi-l 
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thought  he  bore  the  title  which  is  now  our 
boast,  that  of  a  staunch  Protestant." 

^  Enough,  Sir  John ;  had  the  boy  ^ven  me 
the  name  of  Sir  John  Norris,  or  that  of  the  old 
veteran  you  speak  of,  it  would  have  been  a 
sufficient  warrant  of  his  own  loyalty,  but  obsti- 
nacy must  ever  meet  its  due  punishment.    Yet 
look  well  to  the  youth.  Sir  John,  for  credit  an 
old  man's  word,  he  is  not  what  he  appears/' 
True,  my  lord,''  Norris  answered  laughing, 
since  to  you  he  seems  an  obstinate,  wrong 
headed  young  callant,  while  I  know  him  to  be 
a  brave,  generous,  intelligent  youth,  and  one 
who  will  yet  make  a  Bgure  in  the  world/' 
^'  Either  good  or  bad  !  Farewell  Sir  John." 
So  saying,  the  Lord  Keeper  took  his  way  to 
the  council  chamber,  where  several  members 
were  sitting  in  judgment  on  Felton,  who,  as 
the  reader  may  remember,  was  the  person  that 
affixed  the  Pope's  bull  to  the  bishop's  palace, 
and  who,  far  firom  seeking  to  escape  the  pun- 
vou  r.  p 
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ishxnent  due  to  his  audacity^  courted  his  fate^ 
and  being  condemned  on  his  own  confession 
suffered  death  with  a  firmness  worthy  of  a 
better  cause. 

From  Harry  Knox  Sir  John  Norris  soon 
learned  the  fate  of  his  old  favorite ;  and^  although 
he  understood  and  applauded  the  caution  that 
prompted  his  nephew  to  conceal  it  while  in  the 
presence  of  Burleigh^  still  there  arose  in  his 
mind  a  misgivings  which  Norris  would  wil- 
lingly have  shaken  off;  but  this  feeling  was 
much  increased  by  the  evident  confusion  the 
young  sailor  displayed  when  questioned  touch- 
ing his  mode  of  life  since  his  uncle's  death. 
Something  was  wrong;  and  Norris,  while  he 
felt  disposed  to  extend  his  patronage  to  the 
youth  before  him,  formed  the  determination  to 
watch  him  narrowly. 

END   OF   VOL.   I. 
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CHAPTER    I. 


The  shades  of  evening  were  closing  over  a 
wild  and  solitary  road,  which  ran  in  the  same 
line  as  that  now  denominated  the  great  northern 
road,  whereon  travellers  may  now  willingly 
undertake  a  journey,  though  at  that  period 
necessity  alone  could  have  induced  any  indivi- 
dual to  brave  its  perik.  The  part  of  the  road 
we  have  now  to  do  with,  though  at  no  consider- 
able distance  from  the  Metropolis,  as  it  now 
stands  spreading  its  enormous  bulk  over  acre 
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after  acre,  until  we  may  fairly  be  pardoned  the  I 
Hibernicism  U"  we  ask,  whether  presently  all 
England  will  be  Xjondon,  was  a  mere  bridle 
road,  and  that  none  of  the  best,  being  here  and 
there  intersected  with  deep  ruts,  or  crossed  by 
some  tangled  brushwood,  rendering  it  difEcult 
for  any  poor  animal  to  keep  its  feet ;  a  fact 
sufficiently  palpable  to  the  solitary  rider  «-ho 
might  be  seen  wending  his  way  towards  Lon- 
don, at  a  pace  which  threatened  to  consume  aa 
much  time  in  compleliog  the  few  miles  that  re- 
mained to  be  passed,  as  the  whole  journey  he 
had  completed  might  now  require  fur  its  pet^  I 
formance.  The  beast  on  which  he  rode  wu 
sorely  jaded,  nor  did  the  condition  of  the 
traveller  himself  seem  a  whit  better  than  thai 
of  his  weary  steed.  To  add  to  the  horseman's 
discomfort,  the  clouds  which  had  gathered 
round  the  setting  sun,  swarthing  his  beams  in 
a  mantle  of  dark  glory,  now  spread  themselves 
over  the  horizon,  as  if  they  had  but  wailed  li 
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t  of  his  disappearing  to  work  their  wild 
wQl  OD  the  earth ;  lotv,  muttering  sounds  of 
distant  thunder  were  heard,  while  ever  and 
anon  a  bright  flash  came  careering  from  adidst  I 
those  flotting  masses,  which  appeared  too  dense  ' 
to  be  penetrated  by  aught  less  subtile  than  the 
dazzling  fluid,  which  flew  from  their  riven  sides 
a£  if  in  mockery  of  their  gloom. 

At  first  it  seemed  that  the  traveller's  horu  I 
had  lost  the  power  of  perception  ;  the  thunder 
rolled,  and  the  forked  shafts  darted  before  his 
eyes  quite  unheeded.  At  length  one  flash  more 
powerful  than  the  rest,  struck  an  ash  just  in  the 
Boimal's  path,  rendiog  the  tree  from  top  to 
root;  and  sending  one  blazing  poriion  with  a 
terrific  crash  at  its  feet.  Terror  then  sup- 
plied the  place  of  wasted  strength ;  the  horse 
started,  reared,  backed,  and  as  the  rider  strove 
to  urge  it  forward,  with  hand  and  spur,  tt 
wheeled  round,  and  leaving  the  object  of  dread 
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in  the  rear^  sought  to  retrace  its  steps  with  all 
speed. 

How  far  the  animal  might  have  succeeded  in 
carrying  its  rider  to  the  opposite  point  of  its 
destination  cannot  be  determined^  since  his 
career  was  stopped  by  setting  his  feet  on  some 
loose  stones^  which  giving  way^  the  horse  and 
rider  came  to  the  ground,  with  a  force  propor- 
tionate to  the  speed  at  which  the  horse  was 
going.    For  a  few  seconds^  the  man  lay  stunned 

and  senseless^  while  the  animal  made  furious 
though  unavailing  eflforts  to  rise.  With  return- 
ing sense  came  a  consciousness  of  his  dangerous 
situation,  near  the  hoofs  of  the  struggling  horse ; 
he  arose,  and  shaking  himself  to  ascertain  how 
far  he  had  escaped  broken  bones,  had  the  satis- 
faction to  find  that  his  hurts  were  confined  to  a 
few  bruises.  The  traveller  then  turned  his  at- 
tention to  his  steed,  and  after  disentangling  the 
bridle  from  his  feet,  succeeded  in  getting  the 
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poor  beast  upon  them ;  he  found  the  knees  so 
deeply  injured  by  the  fall^  that  no  hope  could 
be  entertained  of  his  rider  being  borne  to  the 
end  of  his  journey. 

"  Curse  on  my  folly  !"  he  exclaimed,  *^  the 
foul  fiend  surely  lured  me  on  to  this  unlucky 
joui  ney ;  I  might  have  guessed  how  it  would 
end.  So^  my  poor  fellow^''  he  continued^  kindly 
patting  the  suffering  animal,  ^^  you  too  must 
be  involved  in  the  ruin  that  falls  upon  all  that 
would  serve  me ;  would  that  I  could  find  some 
shed  to  house  you  in  to-night,  it  would  be  some 
relief  to  know  you  were  cared  for.*' 

He  paused  to  consider,  but  thought,  as  is 
sometimes  the  case,  brought  with  it  no  comfort. 
At  last,  he  determined  that  it  would  be  as  well 
to  continue  his  journey  as  best  he  might,  and 
taking  the  bridle  in  his  hand,  he  gently  led  the 
]ioor  animal,  forward ;  the  progress  they  made 
was  slow,  and  by  the  time  they  had  passed  the 
8])ot3  where  lay  the  tree,  that  primary  cause  of 


their  misfortuaes,  the  darkness  of  night  had 
completely  overtaken  them.  Fortunately  after  ■ 
passing  onwards  a  little  further,  the  taii);lcd  • 
brushwood  gave  place  to  a  piece  of  turf,  com- 
paratively smooth,  which  afTorded  tlie  weary  * 
animal  food,  as  well  as  a  resting  place;  here  too  ■ 
the  exhausted  rider  stretched  his  limbs  to  rest  ■ ' 
under  the  sheltering  boughs  of  an  oak,  and  soon  ' 
lost  in  sleep  the  bitter  rccuUectioD  of  cold  and  ' 
hunger. 

With  the  first  faint  dawn  of  day,  the  traveller 
was  again  on  foot;  and  finding  it  vain  to  attempt 
mounting  his  horse,  resolved  to  leave  him  in  ' 
this  place  with  the  faint  hope  of  finding  turn  a-  ' ' 
gain,  but  there  was  no  alternative,  for  indepen- 
dent of  loss  of  time,  which  he  must  sustatn  by 
encumbering  himself  with  a  disabled  steed,  at 
■  time  when  every  moment  was  precious,  the 
miserable  plight  of  the  horse  might  draw  upon 
himself  attention,  which,  as  matters  stood,  he 
would  rather  avoid. 
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Carefully   concealing  the   horse's    accoutre  jl 
ments  among  the  buabes,   and  having  asceiwj 
tained  Uuat  a  smalt  brook  at  no  great  distance  M 
would  supply  the  animal  with  water,   the  tr^  . 
vcllcr  resumed  his  route.     After  walking    fot^J 
some  boun  wearineas  induced  him  to  rest  oa.J 
tbe  etump  of  a  tree,  when  suddenly  he  waff  J 
attracted  by  an  object  at  no  great  distance ;  it 
bore  the  outlioea  of  a  human  figure,  but  the 
close  resemblance  which  the  clothes  had  to  tbe 
colour  of  the  bark,  bnd  the  immoveable  position 
it  maintained,  made  it  difficult  to  imagine  it 
could  ever  be  separated  from  the  tree  by  which 
it  stood.     A.  cold  chill   crept  over  the  traveller 
or  Crichtoa,  to  resume  bis  proper  name ;  he 
fancied  an  eye  was  upon  him,  and  he  feared 
to  rest  in  the  neighbourhood  of  what  might 
prove  a  spy.     jVfter  resting  a  short  time,  tbe 
pirate  arose   and  walked  on,   but  faint  from 
hunger  and  fatigue,  his  progress  was  slow,  and 
even  the  sight  of  a  small  cottage  in  the  distance 
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was  scarcely  temptation  enough  to  impel  his 
unwilling  limbs  more,  quickly. 

The  traveller's  appearance  was  not  calculated 
to  impress  the  poor  inmates  in  his  favor,  and  not 
until  he  had  produced  the  coin^  demanded  as 
the  price  of  their  liberality,  was  a  small  wooden 
bowl  of  milk,  with  an  accompanying  slice  of 
brown  bread,  brought  to  supply  the  necessities 
of  the  famishing  stranger.  As  Crichton  sat 
enjoying  this  scanty  meal,  with  a  zest  hunger 
alone  can  give,  his  eye  was  again  caught  by  the 
same  figure,  or  one  exactly  similar,  gliding 
among  the  trees.  The  pirate's  hand  sought 
his  bosom,  &nd  finding  the  pistols,  he  always 
carried  were  safe,  he  felt  a  horrid  satisfaction  in 
reflecting,  that  if  a  single  spy  should  thus  per- 
sist in  dogging  his  steps,  a  bullet  sent  by  a 
hand  that  never  erred  would  take  from 
him  the  power  of  using  his  eyes  to  the  an- 
noyance of  others.    As  he  returned  the  bowl 
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to  its  owner^  Crichton  said  carelessly,    "  Are 
there  any  robbers  about  here  good  dame  ?" 

'^  Marry,  none  that  you  or  me  man,  should 
be  afraid  on/'  she  answered,  eyeing  hioi  mith  a 
look  of  sovereign  contempt.  **  What  robber 
think  you  would  spoil  the  poor?" 

"  Nay,  good  mother,*'  Crichton  said  mildly, 
**  I  do  not  tear  for  myself,  but  I  thought  I  saw 
some  one  moving  in  yonder  copse." 

"  Belike  ye  did,"  she  replied,  with  a  mean- 
ing smile,  "but  as  I  told  ye  afore,  'tis  nobody 
'11  harm  the  like  o'  you,  so  God  speed  ye,  an 
send  ye  a  better  coat  till  yere  back,  and  a 
stouter  heart  to  wear  it,  my  joe." 

So  saying,  the  dame  again  betook  herself  to 
the  spinning  wheel,  and  Crichton,  somewhat 
reassured,  walked  on,  determined,  should 
the  brownie  again  cross  his  path,  to  ascertain 
the  reason  for  his  thus  haunting  him ;  but  the 
way  was  uninterrupted,  and  the  pirate  found 
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himself  enteiiog  the   city,   as    evening   again  > 
closed  io.     Having  been  directed  to  Rodolphi's 
residence,  he  felt  a  moncntary   tremour,  as  h* 
knocked  at  the  Httle  wicket ;    but  the  die  nas 
cast,  be  could  not  draw  back    of  bis   oirn  fre* 
will ;    he  had  songhl  the  lion's  den,  thai  door 
which  was  about  to   admit  him   aiight   next  j 
unclose  to  give   him   egress   to   a   prison- 
scaffold.    The  picture   was  a  gloomy  one,  but  J 
reverse  it,  and  that  door  became  the  entrance  I 
to  the  path  where  glory,  riches,  power,   all   in- 
vited htm. 

Crichton  found  the  n  ily  Italian  busily  em- 
ployed counting  over  hia  ^ains  of  the  day.  At  | 
the  sight  of  a  stranger  in  such  a  lowly  garb, 
Rodolphi  thrust  the  gold  before  him  into  a  dirty 
canvass  bag,  and  in  a  sharp  tone  demanded 
what  he  wanted. 

"  To  give  you  this  packet,"  was  the   lacotiiv  1 
answer. 

Rodolphi  gJanced  at  the  superscnption. 
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^  From  Chattisworth/'  he  muttered^  devout- 
ly citMtiiig  himself  before  he  severed  the  silken 
band)  that  confined  the  papers.  The  words 
eontttned  in  the  letter^  addressed  to  himself^ 
were  few,  and  written  in  the  style  of  a  superior ; 
they  commanded  him  to  get  instant  speech  for 
the  bearer  with  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  and  like- 
wise to  deUver  into  his  Grace's  hand  the  en- 
closed paper.  Rodolphi^  awn  affairs  were  in^ 
stanciy  forgotten ;  that  active  agent  of  Rome 
remembered  only  that  his  services  were  needed 
in  the  sacred  cause,  and  making  a  signal  for  the 
stranger  to  follow,  he  was  quickly  in  the  street, 
a  few  minutes  walk  placed  them  at  the  entrance 
of  the  Duke'#  mansion  ;  but  it  was  not  by  the 
usual  entrance  that  Rodolphi  sought  admit- 
tance; having  peered  cautiously  round  to  ascer- 
tain whether  all  was  safe,  the  Italian  suddenly 
dived  down,  as  if  he  had  entered  the  earth,  and 
presently  after  the  little  wicket  was  quietly 
opened  to  allow  Crichton  to  pass ;  as  he  did  so 
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Rodolphi  whispered.  "  Your  back  is  too  stiff 
to  let  you  follow  in  my  burrow ;  tread  lightly, 
or  we  may  waken  old  Cerberus  ;  hark  how  he 
snores.**  With  a  noiseless  step  he  led  the  way 
to  the  Duke's  apartment^  and  his  well  known 
signal  being  answered,  Rodolphi  ushered  the 
stranger  into  the  Duke*s  presence. 

Norfolk  was  sitting  in  the  easy  indolent 
posture  of  one  who  was  pursuing  a  pleasing  train 
of  desultory  thought,  and  as  the  Italian,  with 
his  usual  semblance  of  profound  respect,  stood 
before  him,  waiting  until  his  patron  should  feel 
disposed  to  notice  his  presence,  the  Duke  raised 
bis  eyes  from  the  ground,  and  said,  while  a  smile 
of  gratified  vanity  played  round  his  mouth, 
**  What  news,  Rodolphi  ?  methinks,  my  Lord 
Bishop  of  Ross  and  you  might  have  more 
compassion  for  a  lover's  impatience,  than  to 
keep  me  thus  long  in  suspense ;  but  I  forgot,  he 
is  a  Churchman  and  can  know  nothing  therefore 
of  earthly  feeling.*' 
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The  tenor  of  the  Duke's  speech  was  at  that 
moment  peculiarly  obnoxious  to  the  shrewd 
Italian,  and  he  hastened  to  turn  Norfolk's 
thoughts  into  another  channel. 

'*  I  brinj^  a  trusty  messenger  to  your  Gracc/^ 
he  said,  ^^  and  hope  the  political  news  he  brings 
is  such  as  will  please  you." 

The  Duke  marked  the  slight  emphasis  laid 
on  the  word  political,  and  he  gathered  thence 
this  was  no  moment  for  indulging  in  the  airy 
phantoms  his  imagination  was  pursuing,  as  they 
entered.  As  he  took  from  Rodolphi^s  hand  the 
packet  addressed  to  him  by  the  Bishop,  Nor- 
folk's eye  rested  for  a  moment  on  Crichton, 
and  from  the  look  that  passed  between  them,  it 
mi^ht  be  inferred  that  the  dislike  and  mistrust 
we  sometimes  feel^  without  being  perhaps  able 
to  define  the  reason,  had  mutually  taken  pos- 
session of  them.  Norfolk  read  the  epistle  ad- 
dressed to  him  by  his  coadjutor,  and  he  laughed 
scornfully  as  he  handed  it  to  Rodolphi. 
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"  Certes,"   he  said,  "  the  reverend    father  I 
somewhat  overrates  our  poor  ahilities,  when  bft  1 
so  coolly  counsels  us  to  so  bold  a  deed." 

"  Yet  I  see  Doihing  here  set  down,"  Rodol- 
phi  answered  quietly,  "  which  your  Grace  may 
not  effect  by  decided  measures." 

"  Decided  enough,    Rodolphi !  what   mor^  I 
you  forget  what  decided  measures,  aa  you  oall  < 
them,  did  for  me  before ;  my  bones  yet  ache  at 
the  remembrance  of  the  hard  bed  they  procured.' 
"  Yet  your  Grace  complained,  asl  came  in,** 
Rodolphi  said   somewhat   sarcastically,  "  that  1 
my  Lord   Bishop   of  Ross   was   tardy  in   hn 
movements." 

"  Tush,  man  I  those  were  the  words  of  a 
happy  suitor,  impatient  to  fly  to  his  lady  love, 
that  he  might  pour  out  at  her  feet  his  thanks, 
and  ardent  vows  of  constancy. " 

lie  led  Rodolphi  apart  to  one  of  the  deep  ] 
recesses  formed  by  the  windows. 

"  Roks  speaks  highly  of  bis  messcDger,"  hfl  i 
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wMy  ^  or  credit  me,  Rodolphi,  he  should  have 
none  of  my  confidence.  How  say  you  ?  does 
he  not  bear  the  stamp  of  a  hardened  villain  V* 

^  My  Lord  Duke/'  Rodolphi  replied  earnest- 
ly,  **  I  wiU  pledge  my  own  safety,  and  what  is  of 
move  consequence,  that  of  our  lawful  Queen,  on 
the  fidelity  of  him  the  Bishop  has  sent.  Men  say 
that  his  master  has  a  stake  in  the  game,  little  in- 
ferior to  your  own.  I  take  it  he  is  some  Scottish 
noble,  exiled  for  his  attachment  to  Mar;  Stuart." 

'^  Well,  well,  Rodolphi,  I  have  ever  found 
your  judgment  a  sound  one,  yet  it  is  best  to  be 
cautious,  therefore  we  will  let  this  man  into 
our  plans  as  little  as  possible.^' 

*^  Your  Grace  forgets  the  positive  orders  of 
the  Bishop  we  to  consult  with  the  messenger, 
and  lay  before  him  all  our  intentions  most 
fully.'^ 

^^  A  fit  subject  to  share  the  councils  of  prin- 
ces !"  Norfolk  said  haughtily,  ^  however,  my 
good  Rodolphi,  we  will  not  offend  our  spiritual 
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guide  in  the  person'of  his  dirty  ambassador;  but 
let  us  find  how  far  this  man  has  been  already 
entrusted  with  our  secret;  the  worthy  Bishop  is 
apt  to  be  hasty."  He  drew  near  Crichton  and 
put  a  few  questions  to  him,  which  were  answered 
in  a  manner,  which  convinced  the  Duke,  that 
the  man  upon  whom  he  had  looked  with  so 
much  contempt,  was  every  whit  as  well  skilled 
in  their  intrigues,  as  himself.  Norfolk  felt  that 
caution  on  his  part  was  superfluous,  and  dread- 
ing to  give  cause  ot  offence  to  the  stranger,  in 
whose  power  he  felt  himself  placed  by  any  re- 
serve, assumed  towards  him  the  frankness  of  a 
brother  in  the  same  hazardous  enterprise. 

"  My  Lord  Bishop  of  Ross,"  he  said,  taking 
up  that  prelate's  letter,  "  gives  us  comfortable 
hope,  that  the  Duke  of  Alva  w  ill  stand  our  friend 
and  that  he  undertakes  to  send  ten  thousand  men 
to  our  aid.  The  Bishop  moreover  assures  me, 
that  your  master  will  be  ready  with  a  powerfu! 
force  to  cooperate  with  us,  when  all  is  prepared  ; 
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how  fieur  think  you  we  may  depend  on  these  fair 
promises?^' 

"  With  those  of  the  Duke  of  Alva,"  Ciichton 
answered  doggedly,  ^'  I  have  nothing  to  do ; 
but  as  far  as  the  word  of  my  master  is  con- 
cerned, your  Grace  may  know  that  has  never 
yet  been  broken." 

^  Nay,  I  meant  not  to  slight  the  word^  so 
fairly  pledged,"  Norfolk  said  in  a  soothing 
tone  ^  but  our  reverend  father  gives  us  bold 
counsel  and  I  would  fain  know  how  far  he  is 
sure  of  those,  he  promises  to  back  it." 

*•  Have  no  fear  of  Alva,"  Rodolphi  said  ea- 
gerly *^  your  Grace  knows  well  how  high  his 
ambition  soars.'' 

^^  Aye,  that  it  is  makes  me  fear,  Rodolphi ; 
our  interests  may,  perchance,  be  found  to 
clash." 

**  Nay,  my  good  lord,  leave  all  that  to  me ;  if 
I  could  only  see  you  embarked  in  this  enter- 
prize  together,  trust  me  the  noble  Alva  should 
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give  y Oil  Qo  uneasiness;  think  you  there  arc 
no  rewards  for  a  gallant  enterprise,  save  the 
smiles  of  a  fair  lady  ?" 

"  None  that  will  so  surely  spur  on  a  brave 
knight  to  do  his  devoir  manfully,"  the  Duke 
answered  with  enthusiasm,  "  and  nhere  nas, 
ever  lady  found,  whose  favors  could  so  richly 
repay  her  unworthy  champion  as  Mary  of 
Scotland :" 

It  were  difficult  to  define  what  emotion  stir- 
red the  bosom  of  Cricbton,  as  this  name  met 
his  car;  it  seemed,  that  he  was  about  to  break 
in  upon  the  conference,  but  the  feeling  waa 
<]uiekly  mastered,  and  he  drew  back,  as  if  afraid 
to  trust  himself.  Rodolphi's  quick  eye  saw 
the  movement,  slight  as  it  was,  and  he  turned 
so  as  to  confront  the  Pirate. 

"  Our  trusty  messenger,"  he  said  sharply, 
*'  would  name  mctbinks  a  different  guerdon  to 
a  fickle  favor,  that  the  next  smooth  faced  boy 
might  rob  him  of.    Speak  friend,  and  let  ua 
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hear  what  are  your  master's  hopes  of  recomi> 
pense  in  this  affair  ?^ 

"  The  right  to  enjoy  his  own,"  Crichton 
answered,  in  the  same  ungracious  tone  he  had 
adopted  during  the  conversation.  '^  And  the 
privilege  of  walking  where  he  lists,  un- 
challenged over  the  braes  of  bonny  Scotland." 

**  Well  and  boldly  spoken,'^  Norfolk  observ- 
ed, who,  not  having  noticed  the  movement, 
that  had  so  suddenly  diverted  Rodolphi's  atten- 
tion from  himself,  was  at  a  loss  to  guess  the 
motive  of  his  abrupt  address,  ^  our  rewards  to 
those,  who  aid  us  in  serving  a  captive  princess 
shall  be  snch  as  will  fully  shew  our  sense  of 
their  merits.  But  come,  Rodolphi,  the  night 
wears  apace,  and  nothing  is  yet  determined. 
What  do  you  propose  ?^' 

*^  Your  Grace  may  remember  when  we  met 
last,  all  that  was  wanting  to  complete  our 
plans,  was  a  trusty  messenger.  Such  a  one 
the  Bishop  of  Ross  sends  us,  and  nothing  now 
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urprised.    No  danger  can  throw  her  off  her 
guarcL'* 

'^  She  is  but  mortal/'  Rodolphi  said,  while 
his  cheek  grew  pale,  and  the  glaring  fire  in 
his  eye  showed  how  intense  the  feeling,  that 
prompted  his  speech.  *^  Some  as  high  in  rank^ 
and  as  guarded  from  assassin^s  blow,  as  Eliza- 
beth, have  yet  met  the  fate  they  deserved. 
Where  did  the  arm  of  the  avenger  strike  the 
effeminate  Henry  of  France  ?  was  it  not  when 
surrounded  by  the  minions  and  base  slaves, 
whose  best  interest  lay  in  guarding  their  idol 
from  danger  ?  And  think  you  there  is  but 
one  Clement  in  the  world?  think  not  so 
meanly  of  the  sons  of  our  holy  church  ;  hun- 
dreds, aye,  thousands  are  ready  to  strike  the 
blow,  and  like  him,  glory  in  the  crown  of 
martyrdom  they  win  by  ridding  the  world  of 
a  persecuting  heretic.'* 

The  energetic  language  of  the  Italian  found 
no  echo  in  the  calmer  brow  of  the  English  noble. 
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Less  accustomed  to  deeds  of  horror  than  the  1 
natives  of  a  warmer  cltme,   and  regarding  the  I 
crime  of  assassination  with  that  contempt  and  I 
disgust   which    the    generous    nature    of   : 
Englishman    feels     for  all   that   is   base  and.! 
cowardly,  Norfolk  hstened  to  Rodolphi  with  i 
coldness,    which    irritated    the    fiery    Italian,.' 
almost    to   madness.     Internally   cursing   the  I 
phlegmatic  temperament  of  this  islander,  whose  I 
veins  he  doubted  not  were  filled  with   the   f<^  i 
of  his  chmate,  instead  of  blood,  which  judging 
by  his  own  feelings  as  that  moment,  could  never 
be   so  sluggish,   Rodotphi    hastily    opened  i 
leather  case  he  drew  from  a  secret  pocket,  seek-  ^ 
ingby  the  rapidity  of  his  movement,   to   dissi- 
pate the  passion  that  boiled  within   him ;   then 
not  daring  to  trust  himself  to  speak,  he  silently  J 
laid    two    folded    papers     before    the    Duke*  | 
Norfolk   read   the   superscriptions  with   bc 
tokens  of  surprise.  '*  To  his  lioUnees  the  Pope. 
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To  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Alva.    What  papers 
are  these  Rodolphi?^'  he  said^  looking  up. 

'*  The  letters  of  credit  I  spoke  of  to  your 
Grace/'  the  Italian  answered  with  a  slight 
degree  of  confusion.  *'  They  are  all  ready 
and  only  wait  your  Grace's  signature.'' 

'*  Which  they  will  never  have/*  Norfolk  said> 
one  of  those  fits  of  obstinacy  coming  over  himi 
which  the  weak  minded  are  apt  to  mistake  for 
firmness^  a  virtue  whose  plaae  it  too  frequently 
supplies.     Rodolphi  trembled  at  a  determina- 
tion which  threatened  to  counteract  his  schemes 
for  while  he  seemed   bent  on   the  aggrandise- 
ment  of  Norfolk^  that  nobleman's  name  was 
but  the  handle  by  which  he  sought  to  move 
a  mighty  machine;    little   would  it  have  sig<^ 
nified  to  the  Pope's   agent   if  that   machine^ 
in  its  revolution,  had  crushed  the  puppet  thrust 
forward  to  give  it  the  first  impetus.     Popery 
has  ever  been  remarkable  for  the  strong  pos- 
session it  takes  of  the  heart  of  its  votaries ;  this 
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is  sufficiently  accounted  for^  when  we  reflect 
that  the  meshes  of  the  web  have  been  woven 
by  men,  whose  acute  perception  of  human 
nature  has  enabled  them  to  lay  hold  of  every 
thing  best  calculated  to  rouse  and  interest  the 
passions  of  the  heart.  Nor  was  this  system 
the  work  of  a  day,  it  was  improved  by  the  ob- 
servation and  experience  of  many  ages,  until 
it  attained  a  degree  of  power,  which  an  Almighty 
force  alone  could  cast  down. 

The  leaven  had  never  ceased  to  work,  llodol- 
phi  knew,  and  that  it  would  still  work  without 
the  aid  of  a  vacillating  nobleman;  but  Norfolk's 
name  was  necessary,  as  a  beacon  to  rally  all 
the  discontented  to  one  focus,  and  thereby 
concentrate  a  force,  which  while  scattered 
abroad  was  useless.  Without  the  Duke's  sign 
manual,  no  reliance  could  be  placed  on  the 
assistance  of  Alva,  who,  more  than  once,  mis- 
led by  false  reports  of  insurrection  in  Elizabetlfs 
dominions,  had  endeavoured  to  aid  her  enemies. 
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a  piece  of  malice,  which  had  recoiled  on  his 
own  head.  Fearful  of  losing  this  ally  on  whom 
the  hopes  of  Rome  rested^  Rodolphi  sought  by 
every  inducement  he  could  devise^  to  prevail 
on  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  to  sign  these  letters, 
but  he  argued  in  vain  ;  cautious^  to  a  degree  of 
timidity,  of  committing  any  thing  to  paper, 
which  might  criminate  him,  Norfolk  resisted 
the  impetuous  intreaties  of  the  Italian,  which 
burst  upon  him  like  a  torrent  ready  to  sweep 
down  whatever  barrier  prudence  could  erect. 

^^  No,  Rodolphi,  no,*'  was  his  final  resolve  ; 
^^  make  what  uue  you  please  of  my  name,  in  ne- 
gotiating with  the  Pope  and  Alva,  but  that  name 
shall  never  be  seen  written  by  me.  Think  you 
with  such  powerful  incentives  to  life,  I  am  mad 
enough  to  risk  this  happiness,  and  that  too  at 
the  very  moment  when  such  a  prize  is  cast  into 
my  arms  ?  Look  on  those  eyes,^  he  handed  a 
miniature  to  Rodolphi,  ^^  and  see  how  power- 
fully they  plead  for  caution  on  the  part  of  him 
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she  loves,  and  from  whom  she  hopes  for  safety 

and  happiness/' 

'^  Curse  '  on    the    doting    fool  !'*    Rodolphi 

thought,  ^^  would  they  were  those  of  the  basilisk 

to  strike  you  dead !'' 

At  this  moment  Norfolk  and  Rodolphi  were 
startled  by  the  voice  of  the  messenger,  whose 
presence  they  had  forgotten ;  perhaps  it  was  the 
unexpected  sound,  that  made  that  voice  seem  so 
deep  and  hollow. 

'^  Said  you,  my  lord,  that  Mary  of  Scotland 
love9  you  ?", 

"  Here  are  her  own  words  to  prove  it,'*  Nor- 
folk answered,  laying  his  hand  on  a  small  casket 
which  stood  beside  him. 

"  And  is  it  your  intention  to  marry  her  ?" 
Crichton  again  demanded. 

^^  You  seemed  but  now  well  skilled  in  all  our 
plans,"  Rodolphi  said,  taking  the  word  from 
Norfolk,  ^*  is  it  then  possible  you  are  ignorant 
of  the  very  comer  stone  in  this  fabric  we  hope 
to  rear  ?'* 
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'^  M;  master  said  nought  to  me  of  such  an 
arrangement,''  Crichton  replied^  '^  nor  do  I  see 
how  it  is  to  take  place,  seeing  the  lady  has  a 
husband  living," 

"  You  mean  him  they  call  Duke  of  Orkney," 
Norfolk  answered  carelessly,  ^*  but  a  sentence 
of  divorce  has  been  pronounced  already  by  his 
Holiness,  even  should  that  base  marauder  live." 

'*  Divorce  !"  Crichton  repeated,  **  men  say 
Mary  Stuart  will  die  sooner  than  give  her  con- 
sent to  be  divorced  from  her  lawful  husband/' 

As  a  reply,  Norfolk  unlocked  the  casket,  and 
selecting  one  from  a  number  of  letters,  handed 
it  to  the  pirate. 

^'  I  am  no  scholar,"  he  said  bluntly,  putting 
the  letter  from  him,  '^  the  only  characters  I  can 
read  are  those  carved  with  the  sword." 

^^  Then  do  thou  read  it  Rodolphi,  our  trusty 
messenger  must  be  convinced,  it  is  on  no  slight 
foundation  we  make  oiur  boast." 

Rodolphi  hastily  ran  over  a  few  lines   in 
c  3 
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which  were  expressed^  in  glowing  terms^  Mary's 
affection  for  Norfolk,  her  full  reliance  on  his 
endeavours  to  set  her  at  liberty,  and  the  whole 
ending  with  her  impatience  to  be  assured,  that 
the  Papal  See  had  absolved  her  from  the  vows 
pUghted  at  the  altar  of  Bothwell. 

"  Enough,  enough,"  Crichton  said,  inter- 
rupting the  reader,  *'  I  wished  but  to  know 
how  far  my  master  had  kept  any  thing  frpm 
me  ;  and  now  my  lord  Duke,  I  am  ready  to  do 
your  will,  though  heaven  and  hell  unite  to 
oppose  it,"  he  spoke  rapidly,  and  there  was  a 
wildness  in  his  eye,  which  again  awoke  the 
slumbering  suspicion  of  the  Italian.  Ever 
ready   in   the   moment   of  danger,  Rodolphi's 

« 

quick  genius  prompted  at  once  the  only  me^ns 
of  security  against  betrayal.  Already  the 
stiletto  glanced  in  the  light  of  the  lamp,  and 
with  the  spring  of  a  tiger  he  was  close  beside 
his  intended  victim,  when  the  flash  and  report 
of  a  pistol  close  at  his  ear,  checked  the  uplifted 
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hand.     Rodolphi  turned  in  full  expectation^ 
that  the  Duke  was  wounded^  but  he  had  avoid- 
ed the  peril  by  casting  himself  to  the  ground. 
The  report  of  the  pistol  brought  a  crowd  of 
servants  to  the  door,  who,  spite  of  the  opposing 
bolts  burst  tumultuously  into  the  apartment; 
and  Crichton  taking  advantage  of  the  opened 
door,  made  a  desperate  effort  to  escape.     Di- 
vided between  fear  for  the  Duke's  safety  and 
anxiety  to  secure  the  assassin,  Rodolpfai's  usual 
presence  of  mind  seemed  for  a  moment  to  have 
left  him  ;  yet  he  cried  out,  *' stop  the  murderer! 
shoot !  cut  him  down  !"  but  the  sudden  onset 
of  Crichton  had  opened  to  him  a  passage   none 
were  willing  to  dispute ;  thus  threatening  with 
instant  death  any  one  who  should  stop  him, 
a  threat   which  the   discharged  pistol  in  his 
hand   tended  to  confirm,  so  much  are  we  the 
creatures  of  what  seems  to  be,  rather  than  what 
is  ;  the  pirate  held  on  his  way,  until  an  open 
casement  promised  a  more  certain  escape,  then 
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if  he  sought  to  thread  the  intricate  mazes  of 
long  and  unknown  passages.  He  had  ascend* 
ed  DO  stairs,  and  therefore  naturally  concluded 
he  could  be  at  no  great  height  from  the  ground, 
a  conjecture  nhich  proved  [rue,  and  he  alighted 
upon  a  smooth  turf,  that  sloped  down  to  the 
river ;  into  this  Crichton  fearlessly  pluuged, 
and  swimming  and  nading  alternately,  was 
soon  at  a  considerable  distance  from  the  scene 
of  uproar  and  confusion,  whicli  his  want  of 
command  over  feelings,  too  suddenly  excited, 
had  occasioned. 

As  Norfolk  slowly  rose  from  the  ground,  he 
whispered  to  Rodolphi,  "  How  say  you  now, 
was  I  not  right  ?  the  villain  will  betray  us.'' 

"  I  am  indeed  afraid  all  is  lost,"  the  other 
answered,  "  yet  who  could  doubt  any  sent  by 
Robs.  'Tis  bis  own  band,"  he  continued  tak- 
ing up  the  letter,  *'  but  all  is  betrayed." 

The  domestics,  who  had  made  a  show  ol" 
pursuing  the  pirate,  now  returned,  bringing 
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the  intelligence  that  he  had  escaped,  how  they 
could  not  say." 

^^  I  would  have  given  him  a  hundred  marks 
of  silver^  who  brought  the  villain  back  dead  or 
alive/'  Norfolk  said ;  then  addressing  his  ser- 
vants, he  continued,  '*  let  none  speak  of  what 
has  passed  this  evening,  at  some  future  time 
you  shall  know  all ;  until  then  those  who  love 
their  master  will  be  silent/' 

The  promises  of  secresy  were  of  course  loud 
and  reiterated,  and  were  kept — until  a  conve- 
nient opportunity  occurred  to  break  them. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


The  exertions  necessary  for  the  preservation 
of  his  life,  had,  for  a  time,  deadened  those  fear- 
ful feelings,  whose  sudden  bursting  forth  had 
been  the  cause  of  Crichton^  peril,  and  most 
probably  the  means  of  ruining  a  project,  on  the 
success  of  which  his  very  existence  had  for 
months  past  seemed  to  depend.  But  with  a  cer- 
tainty of  at  least  present  security,  those  feelings 
returned  with  tenfold  violence,  and,  unchecked 
by  observation,  they  burst  forth  in  a  torrent. 


MART    STUART.  33 

vhich  resembled  the  rush  of  a  mighty  stream^ 
when  it  has  succeeded  in  bursting  the  mound 
against  which,  it  has  been  chaffing  perchance 
for  years. 

All  the  passions,  that  hold  their  tyrannous 
sway  over  men,  when  reason  has  been  made 
to  yield  her  empire  to  their  unrestrained  vio- 
lence, alternately  claimed  this  wretched  man  as 
their  victim.  Hatred^  jealousy,  and  revenge 
goaded  him  to  frenzy*  and  he  raved  with  im- 
potent fury,  until  exhaustion,  with  her  quiet 
calm,  produced  a  stillness  in  voice  and  frame, 
scarcely  less  fearful,  than  the  raging  tempest  it 
succeeded.  It  may  be  asked,  to  what  must 
this  sudden  burst  of  feeUng  be  ascribed  ?  we 
will  not  here  draw  the  curtain  aside^  but  re- 
mind our  readers,  that  during  the  captivity 
of  Mary  Stuart  in  England,  many  plans  were 
laid  for  her  liberation  by  those,  who  knotting 
her  in  brighter  and  happier  days,  were  deeply 

enamoured  of  this  beautirul  Queen,  and  scrup- 
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led  not  to  sacrifice  their  personal  safety,  as  well 
as  the  peace  of  their  country,  in  the  pursuit  of 
an  ignisfatuua  raised  up  by  their  insensote  loTC}   , 
or  equally  wild  ambition. 

Learing  our  readers  to  select  one  from  among 
the  many,  whose  character  may,  in  their  opinion, 
approach  most  nearly  to  the  Crichton  of  our 
story,  we  will  only  observe,  that  as  Mary  was 
profuse  in  her  promises  of  reward  to  those  who 
should  effect  her  relenae  from  a  loathsome 
prison,  and  unscrupulous  whether  they  were 
ever  to  be  strictly  fulRllecI,  should  the  desired 
end  be  attained,  we  may  safely  conclude  that 
some  promise,  which  he  looked  upon  as  binding 
had  been  given  by  her  to  the  pirate,  and  which 
the  fond  expressions  of  a  loving  woman,  Mary 
scrupled  not  to  address  to  Norfolk,  the  better 
to  mould  him  to  her  purpose,  at  once  destroyed 
the  foundation  on  which  this  promise  was 
based.  This  could  beat  be  gathered  from  the 
bitter  imprecations,  which  from  time  to  time 
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burst  from  Crichtoa^a  lips  on  that  most  trite  of 
all  subjects,  the  fickleness  of  woman.  At  last 
revenge  alone  appeared  to  sway  him,  and  rising 
from  the  ground  on  which  he  had  cast  himself, 
the  pirate  raised  his  clenched  hand  towards 
heaven,  and  while  the  expression  of  a  fiend, 
rendered  still  more  unearthly  by  the  pale  moon 
beam,  was  stamped  on  every  feature,  he  bound 
himself  by  a  heavy  curse,  calling  on  heaven  to 
hear  and  register  the  vow,  that  as  far  as  human 
means  could  effect  it,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk 
should  lay  his  head  on  the  block,  in  place  of 
the  downy  pillow  he  fondly  dreamed  was  pre- 
paring for  him.  ^^  L'homme  propose,  mats  Dieu 
dipose.*^  True  that  oath,  so  wildly  sworn,  was 
fulfilled,  but  not  until  he,  who  had  sworn  it, 
had  been  called  to  a  heavy  reckoning  for  his 
crimes* 

After  walking  for  some  time,  Crichcon  found 
himself  ^ain  entering  London,  at  a  difiereat 
point  from  that  of  the  preceding  evening ;  his 
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object  was  to  find  the  house,  where  he  had 
passed  some  hours  with  Harry  Kuox,  previous 
to  the  unlucky  circumstances,  which  had 
separated  them,  he  was  incited  by  a  vague  hope 
of  learning  tidings  respecting  his  young  firiend, 
or  in  the  event  of  that  hope  being  disappointed, 
at  least  he  should  be  secure  there  for  the  day, 
and  at  nightfall  the  pirate  purposed,  once  more, 
to  repair  to  the  smuggler's  haunt,  where  he 
hoped  to  find  Parson  somewhat  recovered. 
.  Full  of  angry  feelings,  Crichton  walked 
quickly  in  the  direction  he  judged  most  likely 
to  lead  him  to  the  spot  he  sought,  but  his 
knowledge  of  the  city  being  very  imperfect,  the 
pirate  found  himself  at  the  moment  he  expected 
to  terminate  his  tedious  walk,  at  the  very  house 
he  had  sought  the  night  before,  with  far  dif- 
ferent feelings  to  those  with  which  he  now  re- 
garded it.  It  was  early,  nevertheless  the  win- 
dows of  the  indefatigable  Italian  were  open,  and 
Crichton  justly  feared,  that  the  quick  eye  of 
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R4>dolphi  might  detect  him^  and  with  his  charac- 
teristic promptitude,  make  sure  of  one  he  had 
good  reason  to  dread«  To  turn  and  fly  was  a 
natural  impulse,  but  Crichton  stood  rooted  to 
the  spot,  as  he  caught  sight  of  a  man,  lying 
along  a  bench,  beside  the  door,  apparently 
asleep.  Such  a  circumstance  seemed  unworthy 
attention  in  a  time  of  peril,  but  the  astonish- 
ment, that  held  Crichton  powerless  sprang  from 
the  fact,  that  the  sleeper's  dress,  exactly  corres- 
ponded with  that  of  the  figure,  seen  among  the 
trees  on  his  first  entrance  into  London. 

The  man's  face  was  partly  concealed  by  his 
arm  being  thrown  across  it,  and  the  hat, 
which  was  still  further  depressed  by  his  head, 
resting  against  the  end  of  the  seat.  The  dress 
gave  but  a  faint  outline  of  the  figure;  it  con- 
sisted of  a  loose  frock,  the  color  of  a  buck,  be- 
cause it  was  adopted  by  those,  whose  avocation^ 
deer  stealing,  had  suggested  the  idea  of  assimi- 
lating themselves  as  much  as  possible  to  the 
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stems  of  trees,  and  thereby   avoid   frightening  I 
the  animals,  they  sought  to  ensnare. 

His  first  surprise  in  some  degree  recoveredi 
the  pirate  turned  to  depart,  at  first  slowly,   sb 
if  fearful  by  sudden  flight  of  causing  a   sound  { 
which  might  awaken  the  slumherer ;  by  degrees 
his  pace  quickened,  and   after  a  time   Crichton 
turned  to  consider  the  danger  he  had  escaped, 
but  the  blood  curdled  in  his  veins,  irhen  he  be- 
held the  object  of  his  dread,  tracking  his  steps, 
at  a  distance,  it  is  true  but  uear  enough  to  hold 
him  in  vievr,     "  The  wicked  flee  when  no  man 
pursueth,"  no  wonder  that  with  the  conscious- 
ness of  real  pursuit,  the  pirate's  foot  was  fleet,    ' 
and  would  probably  have  baffled  that  of  an  or- 
dinary runrer,  but  the  same   mountain   sports 
which  had  given  strength  and  swIAness  to   bis 
limbs,  had  hkewise  oer^'ed  tho&e  of  his  pursuer, 
and  thus  the  race  continued  without  much   ad- 
vantage on  cither  side,  until  Crichton,  availing 
himself  of  a  sudden  turn,  took   refuge   among 
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some  trees,  which  promised  a  momentary  hid* 
ing  place  from  his  persevering  follower,  and  a 
more  secure  one  was  promised  by  a  low  fence, 
that  divided  a  garden  from  the  park ;  but  it 
appeared  he  only  avoided  Scylla  to  fall  into 
Charibdys,  for  as  Crichton  bounded  over  it,  an 
enormous  wolf  dog,  springing  from  its  covert, 
pinned  the  intruder  to  the  earth. 

The   pirate  gave   himself  over  as  lost,  yet 
willing  to   preserve  life    as   long  as   possible, 
grappled  desperately  with  the  powerful  animal, 
and  they  rolled  over  in   convulsive   strife.     At 
this  crisis,  a  voice  which  thrilled  through  every" 
fibre  of  Crichton's  frame,  was   heard  speakmg 
to  the  dog.     *•  How  now  Csesar,  what  have  you 
there  ?''  and  seizing  his   fourfooted  friend  by 
the  shaggy  coat,   the  vigorus  arm  of  Harry 
Knox  drew   him  off  his  prey  in  spite   of  the 
dog's  efforts  to  complete  a  victory,  he  was  on 
the  point  of  gaining. 

**  What  seek  you  here  friend  ?''  he  then  said 
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addressing  Crichton,  '^  if  you  have  business 
Mdth  Sir  John  Norris,  it  would  be  better  u 
seek  an  entrance  the  usual  way,  rather  than  by 
leaping  his  wall  to  expose  yourself  to  the 
danger  of  being  torn  to  pieces  by  a  dog,  or 
shot  for  a  thief." 

"  Do  you  not  know  me  V^  Crichton  demand- 
ed, as  he  removed  from  his  head  the  disguise, 
which  had  blinded  Harry  Knox,  though  other 
eyes  had  penetrated  it. 

'^  Crichton  !  Good  God  !  how  came  you 
here?*' 

*•  Chance  brought  me — I  am  pursued.'* 

«  By  whom  ?" 

'^  God  knows,  it  may  be  a  man  or  a  devil." 

''  But  you  must  not  stay  here.  Sir  John 
Norris  will  not  protect  you,  this  will  ruin  us 
both,  he  is  half  suspicious  of  me  already." 

**  Tell  me  then,  which  way  I  may  escape." 

**  You  can  clime  like  a  mountain  cat  I 
know.** 
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*'  Aye,  or  dive  like  an  otter ;  the  beast 
should  not  have  tracked  me,  like  a  sleuth  hound^ 
could  I  have  put  water  between  us,  but  on 
level  ground,  what  could  I  do  ?" 

"  Well,  you  may  have  to  call  your  power  of 
flying  and  swimming  both  to  aid  you  before 
long." 

They  approached  a  small  door,  in  a  high 
wall  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  garden,  Harry 
Knox  unlocked  it. 

*^  Lose  no  time,"  he  said,  '^  this  path  leads 
to  the  water.  Should  they  pursue  you,  I  will 
do  my  best  to  keep  them  in  play,  for  a  time  ; 
once  by  the  river,  you  must  take  your  own  wit 
as  a  guide.  Go  to  Frank's,  it  shall  go  hard 
but  I  will  find  you  there.*^ 
So  saying  he  shut  the  door,  turned  the  ponder- 
ous key,  and  taking  it  from  the  lock,  deposited 
it  in  the  hollow  of  a  tree,  then  turned  to  caress 
the  noble  dog,  that  gambolled  around,  and 
fawned  upon  him. 
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It  \vas  not  long  before  the  outer  wall  of  Sir 
John  Norris's  garden,  was  be^et  by  a  numerous 
crowdj  clamouring  for  the  condign  punish- 
ment of  a  popish  emissary,  said  to  be  lurking 
there.  Crichton^s  pursuer  marked  the  spot 
where  he  disappeared,  and,  being  well  acquaint- 
ed with  the  garden,  he  knew  that  the  high 
wall  above  mentioned  precluded  his  escape 
on  that  side,  and  therefore  naturally  con- 
cluded, the  pirate  must  leave  it  the  way  he 
entered. 

^'  The  lion  is  in  the  trap,^'  he  said  exultingly, 
"  and  it  shall  be  my  care  to  bring  the  hunters 
upon  him.'^ 

With  this  determination,  he  continued  to 
watch  the  path  by  which  he  believed  Crichton 
must  re-appear,  and  by  a  few  words  to  a  chance 
passenger,  indicating  a  suspicion  that  one  of 
the  most  zealous  partizans  of  the  Pope  and 
Mary  Stuart  was  lurking  thereabout,  soon 
brought  together  a  concourse  of  people,  who. 
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eager  to  shew  their  detestation  of  the  authors 
of  the  public  afiront  lately  put  upon  their 
Queen^  were  rejoiced  at  the  prospect  of  a  vic- 
tim, who  might  be  offered  on  the  altar  of  their 
loyalty.  The  spy,  for  reasons  of  his  own,  had 
no  wish  to  shew  himself  as  Crichton's  accuser, 
considerable  confusion  therefore  prevailed  among 
the  crowd,  uncertain  from  the  vague  information 
they  had  obtained,  they  looked  anxiously  for 
some  one  to  direct  their  efforts  in  detecting  the 
noxious  reptile.  At  length  one,  bolder  than 
the  rest,  knocked  loudly  at  the  door,  and  as 
Sir  John  Norris  appeared  and  asked  in  an 
angry  tone,  what  was  the  cause  of  the  tumult 
around  his  house,  the  man  in  the  name  of  the 
rest  demanded,  that  the  Pope's  agent  should 
forthwith  be  delivered  up  to  them. 

"  How  now,  fellow !"  said  Sir  John,  his 
wrath  waxing  hotter,  as  he  listened  to  a  request 
he  was  far  from  comprehending.  '^  What  mask- 
ing mummery  is  this  ?     Carry  your  drunken 


company  elsewhere,  or  by  the  heaven  above  us  i 
I  will  blow  you  into  as  many  shivers  as  ihere  I 
are  ropes  in  a  three  decker !" 

"  No  offence.  Sir  John,"  the  man  answered  ] 
respectfully,  "  every   body   knows  you  for  i 
noble  gentleman,  and  a  friend  to  the  Queen  J 
and  reform.    We  only  want  a  rascally  spy,  who  | 
has  been  tracked  to  your  garden." 

"  And  where  learnt  ye  the  news  that  any.  I 
such  had  taken  shelter  in  my  garden  ?  The  I 
name  of  Norris  would  alone  be  enough  to  keep  1 
Buch  vermin  al  a  proper  distance  ;  you  hava  I 
been  imposed  upon  my  friend  take  my  word  I 
for  it,  somebody  has  deceived  you." 

"  Not  so,  Sir  John,  here  is  one  who  swears 
he  knows  the  fellow  right  well  (or  a  papist, 
and  an  active  plotter  of  mischief;  he  says 
moreover  that  when  he  chased  the  rascal  he 
leaped  the  tow  wall  into  your  gnrdeo,  and 
there  now." 

"  Follow  me  then,  and  we  will  uokennel  t 
fox  togelber." 
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Tbils  speaking.  Sir  John  Norris  led  the  way 
into  his  garden,  followed  by  two  or  three 
from  among  the  crowd,  the  rest  having  been 
kept  back  by  the  servant  closing  the  massive 
door.  Among  those  who  entered  was  the 
brown  man,  anxious  to  secure  his  victim ;  half 
afraid  of  detection,  he  therefore  kept  in  the 
rear,  waiting  for  a  favourable  moment  to  de- 
clare himself  the  pirate's  accuser.  Headed  by 
Sir  John  Norris,  the  party  hastened  into  the 
grounds,  and  an  exclamation  of  ^'  there  he  is  ! 
seize  the  traitor !''  burst  simultaneously  from 
them,  while  the  boldness  with  which  the  sup- 
posed spy  maintained  his  position,  led  some 
to  infer,  that  his  presence  was  known  to,  and 
connived  at,  by  Sir  John  himself.  This  sup- 
position was  further  confirmed  by  the  words 
Norris  uttered. 

*'  How  now,  Harry,  are  you  the  Popish  spy, 
these  fellows  seek  ?" 

*^  I  am  no  spy.  Sir  Johp,''  Harry   answered 
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haughtily,  "  yet  tliey  tetl  me  one  is  even  now  I 
hidden  in  this  garden,  and  by  my  faith,  1  see  I 
none  here  but  you." 

"  Ciesar  would  not  stand  quiet  and  let  >  I 
traitor  be  hidden  here,"  the  young  sailor  said  I 
with  a  smile,  "  he  is  too  thorough  bred  for  I 
that." 

"  Which  way  did  he  go  ?"  a  voice  demaiided,rl 
"  You  must  have  seen  him  enter." 

Harry  Knox  started  ;  that  tone  was  familiaTtJ 
and  turning  to  look  upon  the  speaker,  his  eya  I 
rested  on  the  same  strange  figure  we  have  a 
so  perseveringly  (rack  Crichton.  But  the  as 
ciation  raised  by  similarity  of  voice  went  no  1 
further;  Harry  Knox  gazed  on  one  who  bad  I 
never  before  met  bis  eye,  though  still  it  linger-  i 
cd  in  the  same  direction,  anxious  to  trace  some 
likeness,  which  should  confirm  the  impression 
received  through  the  ear. 

The  party  now  spread  themselves  through  | 
the  garden,  and  assured   by   thoae,  stationed  | 
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outside  the  wall^  that  the  spy  had  not  re-ap- 
peared^ and  must  therefore  be  still  lurking  in 
the  grounds^  they  diligently  searched  every 
bush  an(l  brake,  where  it  |was  reasonable  to 
suspect  a  man  might  be  hidden.  The  wall  was 
measured  with  their  eyes^  but  no  one  could 
suppose  that  mortal  foot  might  scale  its  height. 

'^  There  is  a  door,  and  he  has  escaped  by 
that.^  This  w*as  suggested  by  the  man  in 
brown,  who  seemed  far  more  persevering  than 
the  rest,  in  endeavouring  to  drag  the  culprit  to 
light.  Where  is  the  key  ?"  he  continued  ad- 
dressing Harry  Knox. 

"  I  am  no  jailor,  and  carry  no  keys,"  was 
the  reply. 

"  Search  him,"  the  pertinacious  stranger 
said,  "  he  too  is  a  friend  of  the  Pope." 

The  men  thus  admonished,  sprang  like  tigers 
upon  their  prey,  but  the  foremost  met  the 
reward  of  his  zeal,  in  a  blow  which  levelled  him 
with  the  turf.  This  drew  on  the  young  sailor  the 
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wrath  of  the  others^  who  were  proceeding  to 
take  summary  veDgeance  on  the  offender^ when 
Sir  John  Norris  interposed. 

"  Fair  and  softly  !^'  he  said,  "  I  gave  you 
leave  to  search  my  garden  for  a  spy,  not  to 
assault  my  people ;  you  have  taken  what  mea- 
sures you  pleased,  my  masters,  and  since  it 
appeared  you  are  at  fault,  why  you  had  better 
try  and  recover  the  scent  elsewhere,  before  I 
feel  inclined  ^to  chastise  your  insolence  as  it 
deserves.'* 

"  Would  you  protect  an  enemy  to  your 
Queen  ?"  the  stranger  demanded,  boldly  coming 
forward,  since  he  felt  secure  that  the  mask  he 
wore  effectually  screened  him  fi*om  the  know- 
ledge of  Harry  Knox. 

"  Who  called  you  an  enemy  to  our  gracious 
Queen  T^  Sir  John  asked.  "  My  long  services 
will  surely  exempt  me  from  such  a  title,  and  I 
w*ill  answer  for  this  young  man  with  my  life.^* 

"  Then  your  life  would  be  little  worth,'*   the 
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stranger  answered  contemptuously^  '^  since  he, 
jou  are  so  ready  to  answer  for,  is  leagued  with 
traitors^  and  even  now  has  assisted  one  to 
escape,  whose  head  is  worth  its  weight  in  gold.* 

**  And  who  are  you,  friend  ?*'  Sir  John  said, 
scanning  the  uncouth  figure  before  him.  '^  Tour 
speech  is  strange,  and  your  garb  even  more  so  ; 
how  comes  it,  you  are  so  intimately  acquainted 
with  the  person  of  traitors  ?" 

^^  It  matters  little  who  I  am/'  the  man 
answered,  shrinking  back  as  he  found  himself 
an  object  of  attention  to  the  throng,  who,  dis- 
appointed of  their  victim,  were  ready  at  a  word 
to  turn  upon  him,  who  first  set  them  on,  '*  I  am 
a  faithful  subject  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  the 
foe  of  those  who  wish  her  harm." 

*'Your  speech  smacks  of  the  northern  air,"  Sir 
John  observed,  **  and  few  from  that  quarter, 
may  call  themselves  faithful  to  the  Queen  of 
England.    But  you  have  made  a  bold  assertion, 
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respecting  this  my  retainer^  and  must  either 
retract  your  words^  or  prove  them  true,*' 

^'  The  last  would  be  easiest/*  the  stranger  re- 
plied sarcastically^  ^^  but  I  have  not  time  just 
now;  we  shall  meet  again  where  he  has  no 
powerful  friend  to  back  him^  and  then  the 
springald  shall  learn  all  I  know  of  him." 

'*  Nay^  speak  it  out  man^  even  here^'*  Sir 
John  Norris  said^  ^*  never  fear^  you  shall  have 
fair  play.  Credit  me,  if  he  were  my  own  son, 
and  you  could  prove  him  disloyal,  I  would  be  the 
first  to  hew  the  spur  from  his  heel,  and  reverse 
the  shield  he  bore.  But  for  Harry  Knox,  1 
have  seen  him  fight  bravely  in  the  battles  of 
his  country,  young  as  he  is,  I  owe  my  life  to 
his  valour,  and  he  has  ever  been  the  companion 
of  honest  men.'* 

'^  Except  when  he  was  that  of  pirates  and 
robbers!*'  the  stranger  said  in  a  low  tone, 
meant  only  for  the  ear  of  him,  to  whom  the 
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words  were  directed.  Harry  caught  their  im- 
port, and  was  convinced  that  one  of  the  pirate 
crew,  was  in  truth  before  him.  Why  this  man 
so  pertinaciously  sought  the  life  of  his  captain, 
he  could  not  understand.  But  this  was  no 
time  for  explanation.  Harry  Knox  was  unwil- 
ling that  his  patron  should  learn  his  close  con- 
nection with  Crichton,  and  therefore  felt  anx- 
ious, that  the  present  conference  should  ex- 
tend no  further.  He  had  observed,  that  the 
man  shrank  from  the  scrutiny  of  Sir  John 
Norris,  and  this  gave  him  the  hope  of  being 
able  by  a  coup  de  main  on  his  own  part  to  get 
rid  of  the  enemy. 

Assuming  an  air  of  perfect  indifference  he 
said, ''  As  this  man  seems  to  have  something  to 
disclose  worth  hearing,  Sir  John,  would  it  not 
be  well  to  adjourn  the  meeting  to  the  room 
from  which  you  lately  rescued  me  ?  the  Lord 
Keeper  will  gladly   listen   to   his   story,  and 
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for  mj  own  part^  I  long  to  know  all  he  has 
to  tell  concerning  me/' 

*^  A  good  thought/'  Sir  John  Norris  an- 
swered^ beginning  to  suspect  the  stranger 
was  an  imposter^  trying  to  obtain  a  bribe  for 

a 

silence,  on  some  pretended  secret.  ^^  Come 
friend,  I  will  introduce  you  to  the  Lord  Keeper, 
who  will  find  means  to  make  you  tell  all 
you  know,  more,  perchance,  than  you  are 
quite  prepared  for." 

**  I  have  said,''  the  stranger  answered,  ^  time 
will  not  let  me  tarry ;  but  one  word  with  this 
young  man.'* 

He  drew  Harry  Knox  aside. 

"  I  have  tracked  you  out,"  he  said,  '*  nay, 
frown  not,  young  sir,  you  are  in  my  power; 
the  chosen  companion  of  a  robber  and  mur- 
derer must  suffer  for  that  companionship  ;  but 
the  time  is  not  yet  come,  hinder  not  my  escape, 
and  I  am  silent  on  that  which  would  give  your 
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neck  to  the  hangman's  cord ;  Harry  Knox  we 
must  meet  again^  where  I  can  redeem  my  oath 
to  be  revenged  on  you — ^remember  Kirk/' 

He  drew  back  with  a  grim  smQe^  while  the 
blood  curdled  in  the  youth's  velns^  as  he  found 
himself  in  the  power  of  this  ruffian.  But  pru- 
dence suggested,  this  was  indeed  neither  time 
nor  place  for  recriminations;  he  therefore 
effected  to  laugh^  and  turning  to  Sir  John 
Norris,  besought  him  to  allow  the  stranger  to 
depart  quietly,  telling  him  it  was  a  poor  harm- 
less creature,  who  gained  his  livelihood  by  tel- 
ling fortunes,  and  should  the  crowd  without 
gain  a  knowledge  of  his  real  character,  they 
might  turn  their  thirst  for  vengeance  against 
himself. 

Sir  John  Norris,  with  the  easy  credulity  of  a 
sailor,  listened  to  his  young  favourite's  story, 
and  little  inclined  to  pursue  an  inquiry,  he  be- 
lieved originated  in  folly  or  insanity,  approach- 
ed the  low  wall,  and  after  assuring  the  persons 
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assembled,  that  it  was  quite  a  mistake,  respect- 
ing any  spy  having  taking  refuge  in  bis  garden, 
threw  among  them  a  few  silver  pieces,  and  in- 
stantly the  fickle  throng  filled  the  air  with  the 
praises  of  Sir  John  Norris,  the  gallant  admiral, 
quarrelling  at  the  same  time  among  themselves 
respecting  the  division  of  his  bounty,  the 
greater  portion  of  which  fell,  as  usual  in  all  such 
cases,  to  the  share  of  the  least  worthy,  for  is 
it  not  ever  found  in  contentions  of  any  kind  that 
might  overcomes  right. 

The  crowd  presently  dispersed ;  Kirk,  by 
Sir  John's  permission,  tarried  a  brief  space 
in  the  garden,  until  the  coast  was  clear,  but 
he  could  gain  no  further  speech  with  Hairy 
Ejiox,  who  followed  his  patron  into  the  house^ 
concerting  measures  for  rejoining  Crichton, 
to  warn  him  of  the  hostile  intentions  of  his 
attendants 
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CHAPTER    III. 


As  our  story  chiefly  relates  to  two  persons^ 
we  must  necessarily  follow  them,  leaving 
those  whom  we  have  introduced  for  a  brief 
space,  on  the  stage,  and  whose  final  steps 
may  be  traced  in  the  pages  of  English  his- 
tory where  their  vain  efforts  to  subvert  the 
throne  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  form  a  promi- 
nent feature  in  the  annals  of  her  reign.  Time 
with  his  irresistible  scythe,  swept  them  from 
the  field  in  which  they  flourished  for  a  season  ; 
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their  names  are  still  among  us,  but  only  as 
n  mark  for  the  Snger  af  scorn,  since  thtir 
daring  attempts  were  inoffi^ciuul;  had  success 
crowned  their  enterprises,  how  differently 
would  those  names  have  been  handed  down 
to  posterity.  If  the  Protestant  fuiih,  then  in 
its  infancy,  had  been  strangled  by  their  means, 
the  oamea  of  Norfollc  and  Rodolphi  had  sboue 
in  their  pages  resplendent  with  those  flattering 
distinctions,  which  the  Church  of  Rome  can 
bestow  on  those  who  work  her  will — but  an 
Almighty  guardian  was  beside  that  cradle,  and 
the  serpent  sent  to  destroy  the  holy  babe,  iell 
deprived  of  power  before  it. 

The  injudicious  attempts  of  Mary's  adhe- 
rents to  release  her  from  a  prison  and  scat  her 
on  a  throne,  to  which  she  certainly  had  no  just 
olaim,  hastened  her  ruin. 

Unwilling  to  meet  the  remarks  and  enquiries, 
which  the  singular  appearance  and  conduct  of 
Kirk  would  probably  cull  forth  on  the  part  of 
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one^  whose  suspicion  had  in  some  degree  been 
excited  by  past  events,  Harry  Knox  determined 
to  withdraw,  as  speedily  as  possible,  from  the 
house  of  Sir  John  Norris,  who  was  just  now 
busily  engi^ed  in  preparing  for  an  expedition 
against  the  Spaniards,  and  in  which  he  fully 
expected  the  attendance  of  the  young  sailor ; 
but  the  methodical  arrangements  of  the  ad- 
miral, were  so  many  galKng  chains  to  him^ 
who  was  accustomed  to  witness  the  wild  li- 
cense of  the  pirates.  The  charms  of  the  enter- 
prise too,  so  eloquently  pourtrayed  by  Crichton, 
and  whose  failure  had  not  yet  reached  him, 
still  flitted  before  Harry's  eyes,  and  he  eagerly 
panted  to  find  himself  actively  engaged  in  any 
enterprise,  how  hazardous  soever,  which  pro« 
mised  freedom  to  a  beautiful  captive. 

It  was  full  of  these  dreams  of  glory  and  ro* 

mance,  in  which  the  warm  imagination  of  youth 

fa>ves  to  revel,  that  Harry  Knox  fouud  himself 

at  a  late  hour,  approaching  the  lowly  dwellioj* 
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of  Frank  the  smu^Ier;  the  bitter  wind  and 
sleety  that  swept  across  his  path,  were  evils 
calculated  to  damp  the  ardour,  that  glowed 
within  him  ;  but  when  did  such  evils  do  aught 
but  encrease  the  eagerness  of  impetuous  youth? 
Is  a  steed  to  be  reclaimed,  you  warn  him  in 
vain  of  the  precipice  on  which  the  creature 
may  stand.  Is  the  merry  glance  and  smile  of 
beauty  to  be  the  reward  of  his  toil,  where  rolls 
the  river  so  deep,  or  so  rapid  that  he  will  not 
essay  to  ford.''  Such  at  least  was  the  ardour, 
that  urged  the  youth  of  olden  time  on  the  path 
of  glory,  does  a  like  spirit  dwell  in  the  modem 
beau  ?  Ask  the  choice  spirit  of  Bond  Street, 
what  he  feels  of  noble  daring  within  his  bosom, 
he  will  tell  you  his  too  is  the  ardent  love  of 
praise,  but  it  shall  be  for  other  deeds  than  the 
rude  chivalry  of  Gothic  ages ;  he  measures  his 
claim  to  notoiiety,  not  by  the  number  of  foe- 
men  slain  by  his  stalvert  arm,  but  by  the 
number  of  cigars,  he  has  valorously  reduced 
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to  ashes,  in  spite  of  the  opposition  made  by  his 
delicate  nature  to  such  fiery  diet. 

Through  ^ind  and  rain  then,  our  hero  toiled 
manfully  on,  until  he  reached  the  dwelling  of 
the  smuggler.    At  his  summons  for  admittance, 
the  door  was  opened  by  the  same  ancient  sybil, 
whose  cries  had  formerly  placed  him  in  so  dis- 
agreeable a  situation.    It  was  some  time  before 
Harry  Knox  could  prevail  on  the  old  woman 
to  give  a  direct  reply  to  his  questions.     Under 
pretence  of  deafness,   that  convenient  shelter 
for  unwillingness,  she  contrived   to  elude  his 
questions,  or  answer  them  in  a  way,  more  cal* 
culated  to  puzzle  than  to  satisfy  him  ;  he  was  on 
the  point  of  giving  up  his  enquiries  in  despair, 
when  a  stifled  cough  caused  him  to  look  up* 
wards,  and  he  beheld  Crichton  leaning  over  the 
rude  bannister,  enjoying  his  impatience,  and 
old   Mabel's    provoking    obstinacy.     Ilejoiced 
to  find  him,  Harry  Knox  pushed  the  old  woman 
aside  without  further  ceremony,  and  darting 
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up  stsirE,  found  himself  in  the  same  room, 
from  which  he  had  been  so  ignominiously 
draffged  bj  honest  Jenkins. 

The  young  sailor  was  struck,  oa  he  marked  { 
the  alteration,  a  few  days  had  wrought  in  the 
pirate's  appearance ;  the  wrinkles  in  hia  brow 
were  deeper,  the  cheek  was  more  hollow,  while 
every  expression  save  that  of  determined  fero-  I 
city,  was  banished  from  his  countenaoce;  his 
apparel  bore  marks  of  neglect,  and  it  was  evi- 
dent that  some  deadly  and  unexpected  bloff 
had  crushed  a  haughty  spirit,  that  had  held 
him  up  even  whcu  surrounded  by  the  base  and 
degraded. 

"  So  Harrj',"  he  said  with  a  forced,  unnatu- 
ml  laugh,  "  our  Hue  project  is  at  an  end,  for  a  I 
time  at  least,  and  we  must  presently  back  to 
our  BtroDghoId,  before  Elizabeth's  blood  bounda 
smell  us  out ;  1  had  a  narrow  escape  from  the 
langaof  one  of  them,  nheii  your  four-footed 
jneod  did  me  the  favour  to  catch  me  ia  hia." 
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The  danger  is  not  yet  over,"  Harry  ob- 
aervedy  ''  since  the  skuth  that  followed  you 
then,  will  soon  be  on  your  haunches." 

''  Do  you  know  the  fellow  then  ?* 

'^  I  should  not  have  discovered  him  through 
his  masking,  though  I  knew  his  voice,  but  he 
took  care  not  to  leave  me,  without  his  namc«'' 

"  And  what  U  it  ?" 

«  Kirk !" 

'^  Kirk  I"  the  pirate  started,  as  if  he  felt 
the  fang  of  an  adder  in  his  flesh.  *^  What  rea- 
son has  he  to  turn  against  me  J^' 

'^  I  know  not  his  quarrel  with  you;  my 
rescuing  the  lady  from  his  brute  violence,  has 
brought  me  his  hatred,  and  he  swore  at  that 
time  a  deadly  oath,  that  he  would  have  his 
revenge.** 

*^  But  why  did  he  not  at  once  give  informa* 
tion  that  I  was  in  England  ?'  Crichton  said  mu- 
sing, *^  that  would  have  brought  him  the  weight 
of  my  head  in  gold." 


62  THE    LAST    DAYS    OF 

'*  Perhaps  he  was  afraid  of  discovery  on  his 
own  part/'  Harry  suggested,  "  for  he  seemed 
unwilling  to  be  brought  forward,  when  I  dared 
him  to  appear  as  witness  against  me." 

**  'Tis  ever  the  way  with  the  guilty  to  hate 
and  fear  those  they  have  injured.  But  we  must 
lose  no  time;  if  Kirk  is  indeed  our  enemy  my 
life  hangs  by  a  thread/^ 

"  Must  we  then  leave  England  ?*  Harry 
Knox  demanded  in  a  tone  of  disappointment, 
*'  without  striking  one  blow  for  the  liberation  of 
the  poor  lady  you  spoke  of.?^'  Crichton's  brow 
grew  black. 

*'  Name  her  not,''  he  said  furiously.  ^'  Name 
her  not  if  you  would  not  hear  me  curse  her» 
with  the  bitterest  curse  mortal  man  ever 
uttered;  a  curse  her  hellish  falsehood  well 
deserves." 

**  Have  you  seen  the  lady  then  ?'* 

"  Seen  her  ?  no,  'tis  well  for  her  the  walls 
of  her  prison  are  strong,  or  my  dagger  should 
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have    cut    the   lie,    she    uttered    from     her 
heart  r 

'^  Be  calm  !  this  passion  can  do  no  good  ; 
think  you  are  not  the  only  one  a  fair  lady  has 
proved  false  to." 

Crichton  gnashed  his  teeth,  until  the  foam 
started  from  his  mouth,  then  after  a  pause,  he 
said  in  alow  hollow  tone. 

**  I  am  calm,  and  only  think  how  I  may 
best  repay  her  perfidy;  let  me  but  find  my- 
self at  the  head  of  my  brave  fellows,  and  I 
will  yet  make  Scotland  and  England  rue  the 
day,  they  drove  me  to  despair;  but  I 
want  money,  money,  to  purchase  a  few  of 
those  swarthy  legions,  Germany  is  so  rife  in, 
and  who  care  not  how  many  throats  they  cut, 
so  they  may  reckon  up  a  few  crowns.'* 

"  We  must  to  sea  again,'*  the  young  sailor 
said  in  a  cheerful  tone.  "  You  have  long  pro- 
mised me  a  cruise,  and  certes  my  first  essay 
under  the  black  flag,  must  be  fortunate." 
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Crichton  looked  on  the  animated  figure  of 
the  youth,  that  seemed  to  dilate  with  the 
tiioughts  of  coming  glory  and  strife,  and  the 
remarkable  likeness  to  one,  long  since  number- 
ed with  the  dead,  again  drew  the  man  of  blood 
from  contemplating  his  own  dark  schemes. 

^^ia  himself!"  he  murmured  "just  the 
same,  as  on  that  night,  when  he  met  his  bride 
in  all  the  freshness  of  youth,  and  hope,  and 
young  affection;  he  too  was  blighted  by  this  gil- 
ded cockatrice.  Oh  woman  !  woman !  who  may 
trust  thee,  when  once  the  demon  of  deceit  has 
crept  into  thy  bosom  !" 

The  enthusiasm  of  Harry  Knox  had  evapor* 
ated  before  the  close  of  his  companion's 
soliloquy,  and  fear  for  their  safety,  again  took 
possession  of  his  thoughts. 

'*  Come,"  he  said,  pulling  Crichton*s  sleeve  to 
rouse  him  from  a  state  of  abstraction,  he  always 
dreaded ;  and  into  which  the  pirate  was  fast 
sinkings  '^  Come,  the  morning  begins  to  dawn. 
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it  is  time  we  were  up  and  away — and  yet/'  he 
added^  ^  I  would  fain  get  a  peep  at  her^  whose 
lorely  face  has  never  ceased  to  haunt  me^  since 
you  shewed  me  that  picture ;  I  cannot  think  so 
noble  a  creature  means  to  deceive." 

Crichton  snatched  the  miniature  from  his 
bosom^  and  holding  it  towards  the  speaker^  said 
in  a  tone^  whose  forced,  unnatural  calmness 
made  it  frightful.  '*  Who  that  ever  viewed 
those  features,  could  dream  of  the  black  and 
treacherous  heart  that  belongs  to  them — but 
so  it  is — and  thus  I  cast  her  from  me  and  de- 
stroy every  trace  of  her  in  my  brain.*' 

He  dashed  the  little  portrait  on  the  ground^ 
and  setting  the  iron  heel  of  his  war  boot  upon 
it  soon  ground  the  miniature  to  powder ;  then^ 
as  if  calmed  by  this  ebullition  of  useless  rage^ 
sank  down  on  a  chair^  and  burying  his  face  in 
his  hands,  the  convulsive  heavings  of  his  chest 
told  how  deeply  he  felt.  A  noise  of  persons 
ascending   the   stairs,  caused  Harry  Knox  to 
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place  himself  by  the  door  to  resist  their  en- 
trance^ but  the  voice  of  Mabel  in  amicabla 
parley  with  the  intruders^  convinced  him  hos- 
tile intentions  were  unnecessary,  and  presently 
after  the  smuggler  entered  accompanied  by 
Parson,  who  was  sufficiently  recovered  to  leave 
the  house,  and  take  up  his  abode  with  those 
who  had  given  shelter  and  assistance  to  Crich- 
ton  on  that  memorable  night,  and  who  hearing 
his  master  was  with  the  smuggler  had  insisted 
upon  seeing  him.  Their  presence  roused  the 
pirate,  whose  pride  forbade  his  making  any 
display  before  those  beneath  him,  of  the  bitter 
fceUngs  within ;  and  he  was  soon  engaged  in 
an  animated  narration  of  the  dangers  he  had 
escaped,  and  of  the  discovery  of  Kirk's 
treachery. 

*^  Just  what  might  be  expected,^'  the  smug- 
gler observed  drily,  ^  what  the  foul  fiend,  had 
you  to  do  in  England  ?  Didn't  I  say  it  was  a 
fool's   errand   you  came  upon  ?     Much  good 
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you  have  done  yourself  or  the  cause.  S'blood  1 
I  wonder  the  dagger  of  Rodolpbi  had  not 
found  a  warm  sheath  in  your  heart ;  he  is  ever 
ready  and  quick  enough  at  that  sort  of  play/' 

'^  Tou  know  Rodolphi  then  ?"  Crichton  de- 
manded. 

^'  Know  him  ?  what  good  Catholic/'  and 
Frank  crossed  himself  devoutly,  '^  what  good 
Catholic  dees  not  ?  why  man  he  is  every  whit 
the  same  as  the  Holy  Father  himself^  save  that 
he  only  borrows  the  keys  of  St.  Peter^  now  and 
then^  while  his  Holiness  you  know  claims  them 
by  descent^  and  therefore  uses  them  without 
asking  permission  of  God  or  man.'' 

^  Would  that  I  had  known  of  this  Rodol* 
phi,"  Crichton  said  impatiently,  "  why  did  you 
not  tell  me  about  him,  and  that  other  dotard  ?" 

^*  Mean  ye  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  ?  oh,  I  know 
nothing  of  him ;  men  say  he  is  the  proudest 
nobleman  in  England  ;  I  marvel  you  got  speech 
of  him." 
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^'  And  why  did  you  not  tell  me  of  the  infer- 
nal scheme  he  has  in  his  head  of  marrying 
yon  painted  piece  of  Eve's  fleshy  who  is  so  wil- 
ling  to  throw  herself  into  the  arms  of  the  first 
fool  that  will  hold  them  out  to  receive  her?" 

^'  Even  if  those  arms  were  streaming  with  a 
husband's  blood  !*'  was  the  muttered  colloquy 
of  Parson.  '*And  what  good  would  such  a  piece 
of  news  have  done  coming  from  me^  verily  the 
dagger  had  been  my  reward  either  from  your 
hand  or  Rodolphi's  !'* 

*'  But  you  knew  such  a  measure  could  not  take 
place,  seeing  Mary  Stuart's  husband  yet  lives." 

The  smuggler  put  his  hnger  on  the  side  of 
his  nose,  and  with  that  cunning  look  of  intel- 
ligence, more  easily  understood  than  described, 
said,  ^'  Some  tell  us,  Mary  of  Scotland  knows 
how  to  get  rid  of  a  troublesome  husband,  as 
well  as  her  uncle  Henry  could  rid  himself  of  a 
troublesome  wife,  only  she  has  a  cleverer  way, 
which  I  take  it  she  learnt  in  France.'^ 
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^  Peace^  knave !"  Crichton  said  frowning. 
**  Speak  more  reverently  of  your  betters." 

^  Why  you,  yourself.  Master  Crichton,  did 
not  hold  the  most  reverent  language  towards 
the  lady,  but  now,  however,  we  will  not  make 
it  a  quarrel.^ 

Crichton  laughed  contemptuously. 

^'  QuarreV  he  repeated  with  bitter  emphasis, 
'^  am  I  then  sunk  so  low  as  to  be  classed  with 
such  as  you  ?  or  is  the  Queen  of  Scotland's 
name  so  degraded,  as  to  be  made  the  subject  of 
a  ru£Banly  brawl  ?" 

The  smu^ler  looked  fiercely  at  Crichton, 
aa  he  said.  '<  Hark  ye  Master  Crichton,  or 
what  ever  name  ye  list  to  be  called  by,  I 
will  not  brook  such  language  from  any  man 
living.  It  won't  do  for  you  to  stand  on 
what  you  were,  for  what  is  the  mighty  dif- 
ference between  a  dealer  in  contraband,  and 
a  leader  of  sea  robbers  ?" 

Words  would  soon  have  been  followed    by 
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blows  but  Harry  Knox  broke  in  upon  them. 

*'  Are  you  fools  ?"  he  said,  *'  thus  to  waste 
time  in  wrangling,  like  two  children,  or  do 
you  wish  the  Philistines  to  be  down  upon 
us,  in  this  hole,  where  there  is  no  room  to 
defend  ourselves  ?  For  shame,  Frank !  you 
should  know  better,  than  to  brave  a  friend, 
when  his  schemes  have  turned  up  unluckily/' 

The  open  heart  of  the  smuggler  responded 
to  the  latter  part  of  Harry's  speech ;  his  de- 
meanour changed  from  the  reckless  daring 
that  marked  it,  to  one  of  deep  and  even  re- 
spectful sympathy. 

•*  Aye,  aye,  youngster  ;  His  bad  as  you  say, 
to  vex  a  galled  horse,  but  when  one's  blood 
is  up,  d'ye  see,  why  more  comes  out  than 
one  could  wish.  However,  to  make  amends 
I  will  put  the  captain  up  to  a  rare  job,  and 
if  it  succeeds,  he  may  laugh  at  all  the  world 
ever  after.'* 

He  then  in  the  slang  which  probably  differed 
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bat  little  from  that  held  now  among  equally 
honorable  characters^  gave  Crichton  a  brief  ac* 
count  of  a  wealthy  trader,  which  would  be  in  a 
certain  latitude,  at  no  very  distant  period.  Ail 
political  feelings  were,  for  a  time,  swallowed  up 
in  the  eager  anticipation  of  a  prize,  and  the 
impetus  which  even  personal  apprehension  had 
failed  to  give,  was  imparted  to  their  movements 
by  the  hope  of  gain. 

Harry  Knox,  about  to  take  his  first  lesson  in 
the  art  of  piracy,  was  foremost  in  preparing  for 
their  departure,  and  the  smuggler's  house  being 
situated  near  the  water  for  the  convenience  of 
his  trade,  facilitated  their  departure.  All  four 
were  shortly  seated  in  a  boat  and  rowing  hard 
to  attain  a  small  cutter,  that  lay  anchored  at  a 
short  distance. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


A  favourable  wind  soon  bore  them  to  the 
island  we  have  described.  As  Crichtou  neared 
the  shore,  it  was  evident  that  his  feeling  of 
self-importance  encreased,  as  did  his  impatience 
to  set  foot  on  a  portion  of  land,  where  he  cer- 
tainly had  good  grounds  for  styling  himself, 
lord  of  the  soil. 

When  the  cutter  moored  in  the  offing,  the 
pirate  was  first  to  spring  on  shore,  and  followed 
by  Harry  Knox  and  Parson,  he  Ied*the  way  to 
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the  hermit's  cave  ;  before  they  reached  it^  a 
challenge  from  the  watchful  sentinel^  an  old 
veteran  who  had  mounted  guard,  as  regularly 
since  the  departure  of  his  captain,  as  if  he  had 
still  been  present  to  direct  his  movements, 
checked  their  speed ;  this  was  soon  replied  to, 
and  the  old  man's  joy  was  great,  as  he  recog- 
nised his  master's  voice.  Scarcely  allowing 
himself  time  to  utter  the  congratulation,  he 
believed  it  his  duty  to  tender  on  Crichtou's  safe 
return,  he  sped  away  to  the  village  to  spread  the 
news,  and  carry  to  its  inhabitants  a  thrill  of  joy  [or 
grief  according  to  the  estimation  in  which  that 
strange  man  was  held. 

To  one  the  intelligence  of  Crichton's  return 
conveyed  a  feeling  of  unmixed  satisfaction^ 
and  that  was  the  Scottish  maiden.  During  the 
pirate's  absence,  she  had  felt  that  fluctuation  of 
hope  and  fear,  which  more  than  all  drinks  the 
vital  stream.  The  letter  intrusted  to  Crichton's 
care  had  not  been  answered.    Had  it  been  re- 
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ceived?  and  could  it  be  possible^  that  her 
affianced  husband^  forgetful  of  his  solemn  en- 
gagement^ was  in  league  with  those  who 
brought  her  hither?  Then  she  would  turn  to 
her  faithful  Margaret^  but  as  she  marked  the 
declining  strength  of  her  aged  friend,  the 
thought  that  she  would  soon  sink  to  the  quiet 
rest  of  the  grave,  saddened  her,  for  then  she 
would  stand  alone,  without  any  to  comfort  and 
support  her  amid  the  horrors  of  captivity. 

It  was  then  naturally  with  a  feeling  approach- 
ing to  joy,  she  heard  of  Crichton's  arrival,  for, 
notwithstanding  his  predatory  habits,  he  had 
ever  observed  the  most  scrupulous  respect 
towards  his  fair  captive,  and  there  mingled  with 
it  a  kindness,  which  could  not  fail  to  make  its 
due  impression  on  a  young  and  affi^ctionate 
heart.  Again,  she  would  now,  in  some  degree, 
be  released  from  that  dreadful  suspense,  so 
long  endured,  and  learn  at  once,  whether  she 
was  to  be  again  restored  to  society,  or  must 
for  ever  remain  in  the  power  of  robbers. 
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As  the  Scottish  maiden  rose  to  receive  Crich- 
tOD^  he  was  struck  with  the  alteration^  captivi- 
ty and  the  anxious  feelings  incidental  to  her 
s&d  situation^  had  wrought  in  the  slight  crea- 
ture before  him.  The  cheek  was  paler^  the 
eye  more  melancholy^  and  the  whole  de- 
meanour that  of  one»  whom  care  was  hurrying 
to  a  premature  grave^  yet  she  stood  before  him 
calm  and  collected^  no  burst  of  womanly  weak- 
ness shewed  the  intensity  of  the  feelings,  that 
at  sight  of  him  rose  in  her  bosom.  It  is  seldom 
in  early  age  that  any  mastery  can  be  attained 
over  those  quick  and  powerful  sensibilities, 
whether  arising  from  grief  or  joy,  to  which  the 
heart  is  ever  more  or  less  prone.  But  the 
Scottish  maiden  had  been  disciplined  in  the 
school  of  adversity,  where  dwells  an  alchemist, 
who  possesses  the  power  of  seizing  on  the 
passions  and  converting  them  in  his  all-power- 
ful crucible,  either  to  gold  thrice  refined,  or  to 
a  fiery  mass,  that  hurries  on  its  wretched  pos- 
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sestor  to  destruction.  In  her  gentle  nature  the 
only  dross  to  be  purged  away  was  pride^  so 
frequently  the  companion  of  noble  and  gene- 
rous qualities,  and  this^  for  a  time  at  leasts  had 
totally  disappeared. 

There  was  a  slight  tremour  in  the  tone  of 
Crichton's  greetings  as  he  looked  on  a  beau- 
tiful creature^  sinking  beneath  a  cruel  fate^ 
which  he  had  been  the  means  of  involving  her 
in;  for  with  the  blindness  of  short  sighted  man^ 
he  believed  that^  but  for  the  untimely  capture 
of  the  little  bark,  which  was  bearing  her  to  a 
betrothed  lover^  she  would  even  then  have 
been  a  happy  bride;  but  could  the  curtain 
have  been  drawn  aside^which  hides  the  secret 
machinery,  by  M'hich  the  event?  of  the  world 
are  regulated,  Crichton  would  have  discovered, 
that  the  apparently  harsh  decree,  which  destin- 
ed her  to  the  hands  of  lawless  freebooters,  was 
a  merciful  arrangement,  to  prepare  for  the 
trials  and  disappointments,  awaiting  her  from 
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one,  whose  home  appeared  the  haven,   where 
peace  and  joy  would  welcome  her. 

**  I  grieve,  fair  lady,'^  the  pirate  began, "  that 
the  rose  of  health  is  yet  a  stranger  to  your 
cheek  !  I  trust  that  in  my  absence  nothing  has 
happened  to  chase  it  from  a  spot,  it  would  suit 
fto  well/' 

**  Bright  eyes  and  rosy  cheeks,*'  she  answered, 
*'  are  not  usually  found  with  the  captive.'* 

**  Yet  your  captivity  has  not  been  a  very 
severe  one,  I  hope  lady,  at  least,  it  has  been 
my  poor  endeavours  to  render  it  tolerable, 
though  I  could  not  make  it  pleasant  to  you." 

**  Thanks  for  your  kind  intentions,  fair  sir, 
the  heart  of  a  Scottish  maiden  is  not  one  to 
forget  them,  and  the  pleasure  I  felt,  when  I 
heard  of  your  return,  bears  testimony  to  my 
rememberance." 

'*  Have  you  indeed  been  so  sad,  lady,  that 
the  return  of  your  jailor  seemed  a  joy  ?'* 

^  You  have  ever  watched  over  me,  most 
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kindly,"  she  aDswered,  while  the  color  rose  i 
her  cheek,  for  she  fenrecl  the  words  spokeu 
might  be  iniBConstrued.  "  And  I  am  too  help- 
less a.  creature  not  to  feci  comfort  in  such  pro- 
tection ;  but  I  trusted  von  would  bring  a  man- 
date from  those,  who  ought  not  to  leave  i 
like  one  forgotten." 

"  And  how  have  I  proved  to  jou,   fair  lady /I 
that  those  you  thus  reproach,  have  indeed  beei^ 
so  tvanting  in  natural  affection  towards  you  ?" 
"  Have  you  then  a  letter  or  token  tor  me  ?* 
she  asked,  her  feehni^s  for  a  moment  overpower-a 
ing  ber  assumed  calnmess.     Crichton   looked'^ 
on  that  agitated  countenance,  and  a  pang  i 
regret  found  its  way  to  his  heart  for  the  disap*] 
pointment  he  was  about  to  inflict. 

"  No,  lady,"  he  said,  with  affected  indiffer-' 
ence,  "  I  am  not  the  bearer  of  any  token  jj 
caation  has,  in  this  instance,  been  your  worstl 
enemy,  for  how  could  the  scroll  you  sent  meeil 
with  aught  but  neglect,  wanting  as  it  did  ^1 
name?" 
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The  flush  of  expectation  faded  from  her 
cheek,  leaving  it  huelets  as  marble. 

^  And  did  not  Tracy  recognise  the  writing?' 
the  said^  '^  this  is  not  the  first  time  it  has  met 
his  eye,  and  I  thought — " 

^  That  he  would  have  required  no  other 
proof  of  its  being  genuine.  When  your  young 
heart  is  better  acquainted  with  the  world,  fair 
maiden,  you  will  learn  [that,  as  occasion  may 
require,  a  friend,  aye,  even  a  lover  can  look  in 
your  face,  and  fail  to  remember  a  feature  he 
traces  there." 

''  You  do  but  trifle  with  me.  Sir  Stranger, 
Henry  Tracy  could  not,  durst  not,  act  so 
basely  towards  her  he  is  bound  to  suc- 
cour, either  you  failed  to  deliver  the  letter,  or 
you  hold  one  in  return  from  him/' 

<^  You   are  unjust,   lady,  to  throw  all  the 
blame  on  me  ;  may  not  Henry  Tracy,  if  that 
be  his  name,  fail  in  his  devoir,  as  well  as  I  ?" 
^  The  spirit  of  my  sainted  father  would  de« 
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scend  to  punish  such  a  breach  of  faith  towards 
his  orphan  child^'^  she  said  passionately. 

'*  Nay,  the  woi*st  consequences^  Tracy  has  to 
dread  from  an  Angel's  wrath^  must  be  an  angry 
look  from  those  bright  eyes/* 

**  Peace,  Sir  Stranger,"  she  replied  with  dig- 
nity, ''  and  know,  that  to  the  ear  of  Mary  Leslie 
such  words  are  ever  unwelcome/' 

**  Mary  Leslie  !*'  the  pirate  repeated,  **  has 
then  the  caution  of  months  been  rendered  use- 
less, by  a  momen  t's  pettisbness  ?  but  'tis  ever 
thus  with  women,  pique  their  pride  or  their 
vanity  and  you  may  draw  from  them  what  you 
wiU/* 

^^  I  am  not  such  as  you  describe,''  Mary  re- 
plied, ^'  nor  has  the  secret  been  drawn  from 
me  by  motives  so  unworthy ;  I  seek  no  longer 
to  conceal  my  name ;  it  was  perchance  a  foolish 
feeling  that  induced  me  to  keep  it  from  you 
thus  long,  but,  I  thought  there  was  one,  who 
would  not  care  to  have  the   name   of  Mary 
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Leslie  familiar  ia  the  mouths  of  such  as  are 
in  this  island ;  yet,  now  I  know  none  cares.*' 

The  point  Crichton  had  so  earnestly  sought 
was  then  at  length  attained.     As  may  be  ima- 
gined, be  had  neither  inclination  nor  opportu- 
nity to  place  in  Tracy's  hands^  the  scroll  con- 
fided to  his  care.     He  had  obtained  it  solely 
for  the  purpose  of  a^ertaining  the   name  of 
his  prisoner,  but  to  his  great  disappointment 
it  was  without  signature.     Baffled  by  this  pre- 
ciution,  the  pirate  destroyed  the  paper,  trust- 
ing to  his  own  ingenuity  to  conceal  from  the 
Scottish   maiden  his  breach  of  confidence,  and 
at  the  same  time,  work  so  effectually  on  her 
feelings  that  in   an   unguarded   moment,   the 
secret  so  long  kept  might  be  betrayed.     As  we 
have  seen  his  project  succeeded,  and  Crichton's 
oars   were   blessed   by  the  sound  of  a  name, 
which  might   work  ^miracles  for  him  in  Scot- 
land, though  it  would  probably  avail   but  little 
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in  the  court  of  England,  where  Henry  TVacy 
was  as  yet  almost  unknown. 

"  Lady,**  he  said  with  an  air  of  deep  respect, 
^'  you  have  breathed  a  name  that  finds  its  way 
to  the  heart  of  every  true  born  Scot,  and  more 
than  all  to  him  who  stands  before  you.    The 
time  was,  lady,  when  my  own  ranked  high  as 
that  of  Leslie ;  side  by  side  we  have  charged 
the  enemies  of  Scotland,  and  our  only  strife, 
which  should  surpass  the  other  in  feats  of  arms  ; 
those  days  are  gone,  it  may  be  for  ever,  but  the 
but  the  little  good  that  is  left  in  me  must  ever 
be  called  forth  by  the  name  of  Leslie,  and  if  I 
have  hitherto  watched  over  you  with  the  care 
of  a  friend,  doubt  not  that  watchfulness  shall 
be  bestowed  four-fold.      And    now    farewell, 
the  few  brief  hours  I  am  still  permitted  to  pass 
near  you,  must  be  employed  in  preparation  for 
a  last  effort  to  regain  the  place  I  have  fallen 
from;   should    this   be   successful,    you,    fair 
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maiden,  shall    be    my    guide  to  the  Scottish 
coart,  and  there  plead  my  pardon.'' 

He  kissed  her  hand,  and  fervently  blessing 
the  beautiful  girl,  vanished  from  her  sight, 
leaving  an  impression  on  her  mind  years  could 
not  efface. 

As  Mary  Leslie  turned  towards  dame  Mar- 
garet, who  was  seated  at  the  farther  end  of  the 
apartment,  she  perceived  Harry  Knox  standing 
by  the  old  woman*8  wicker  chair,  listening  at- 
tentively to  her  discourse,  always  suflSciently 
impressive,  but  in  the  present  instance  doubly 
BO.  Apparently  the  good  dame  was  seeking  to 
impress  her  young  auditor's  mind  with  some- 
thing of  the  greatest  importance.  Mary  smiied 
as  she  marked  the  energetic  action  of  her  aged 
friend,  and,  drawing  near,  was  about  to  take 
her  seat  on  the  other  side  of  the  chair,  expect- 
ing to  hear  one  of  the  histories  of  '^  auld  lang 
syne,''  which  though  oft  told  she  still  listened 
to  with  interest ;  but  as  slic  approached,  dame 
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Margaret  ceased  to  speak^  and  the  young  sailor 
changed  his  stooping  position  to  an  erect  one ; 
as  be  did  so^  a  meaning  look  passed  between 
them,  and  Harry  Knox  pointed  towards  the 
roof;  Dame  Margaret  apparently  understood 
and  was  satisfied  with  the  signal ;  she  nodded 
complacently  and  looked  to  her  young  friend 
with  a  smile  of  happiness. 

"  What  is  all  this,  Dame  Margery  ?*'  Mary 
asked  playfully,  '^  and  what  makes  you  look  so 
happy  ?*' 

"  Whist,  my  bonny  bairn,  and  dinna  speer 
questions  at  an  auld  wife  like  me,  ye  ken  1  ha 
nae  braith  to  respond  till  ye/' 

**  Well  then,  I  will  ask  this  young  gentle- 
man ;  perhaps  he  can  tell  me  what  so  pleases 
you." 

"  The  dame  shook  her  head,  and  Mary 
Leslie,  perceiving  it  was  something  she  was 
reluctant  to  speak  upon,  turned  the  conversa- 
tion by  enquiring  whether  Harry  Knox  would 
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remain  in  the  island  during   Crichton's  ab- 
sence.** • 

"  No,  lady/'  he  answered,  "  duty  and  incli- 
nation both  lead  me  with  my  captain/* 

'*  Tour  captain  !'^  she  said  in  surprise,  and 
it  would  seem  by  her  tone  somewhat  vexed, 
**  are  you  then  one  of  his  band  ?  I  thought, 
like  ourselves,  you  were  an  unwilling  captive." 

The  sun-burnt  cheek  of  the  young  sailor 
glowed  with  the  crimson  of  shame  and  embar* 
rassment,  while  his  eye  sank  beneath  that  of 
Mary  Leslie ;  that  eye  so  mild  and  beseeching 
in  its  usual  expression,  seemed  all  at  once  to 
have  acquired  a  sternness  foreign  to  its  nature. 
Seeing  the  Scottish  maiden  paused  for  a  reply, 
Harry  Knox  said  hesitatingly :  **  You  must 
blame  my  wayward  fate,  lady,  which  has  thus 
cast  my  lot  with  theirs/* 

**  Nay,  blame  not  fate,"  the  maiden  replied, 
'^  since  even  if  there  were  that  unalterable  des- 
tiny over  us  which  the  word  would  imply,  and 
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you  had  been  bj  means  of  it  thrown  among 
pirates^  how  can  fate  thus  have  moulded  your 
will  to  theirs?" 

^'  Do  you  not  believe  then^  l^dy^  that  there 
is  a  power  above  which  guides  us  according  to 
the  rules  prescribed  for  our  conduct  ?'^ 

''  I  am  not  casuist  sufficient  to  argue  on  so 
perplexing  a  subject ;  I  am  but  an  ignorant 
girl^  and  perhaps  even  now  take  too  much  upon 
me  in  thus  parleying  with  you ;  yet  when  I 
remember  the  peril  you  rescued  me  from,  I 
would  fain,  in  some  slight  degree,  repay  your 
goodness.*' 

**  The  trifling  service,  lady,  was  over  paid  at 
the  moment  I  rendered  it.  But  I  must  not 
linger  here." 

"  Yet  stay  one  moment,*'  Mary  said  earnest-* 
ly, ''  on  what  errand  of  danger  and  death   are 

you  bound  ?'* 

*^  I  know  not,  lady,  my  duty  is  not  to  call 
my  captain's  orders  into  question,  but  to 
obey/* 
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^  Go  not  with  them ;  you  have  not^  you 
cannot  have  aught  in  common  with  robbers — 
with  murderers.  Speak^  Dame  Margaret^  you 
were  but  now  urging  something  on  this 
stranger;  speak,  perhaps  he  will  listen  to  you 
though  he  refnses  to  hear  me/' 

The  young  sailor  smiled  as  his  eye  glanced 
from  the  beautiful  and  animated  face  that  was 
looking  up  to  his  so  beseechingly,  and  rested 
on  the  withered  and  wrinkled  visage  of  the  old 
dame  thus  called  on  to  use  her  influence,  and  it 
needed  no  very  skilful  physiognomist  to  read  in 
that  look  the  thought  passing  in  his  mind,  that 
when  youth  and  beauty  plead  in  vain,  how  little 
can  the  sage  reasoning  of  age  and  experience  " 
avail.     But  he  felt  that  he  was  on  dangerous 
ground  ;  conscience  whispered  Mary  Leslie  was 
right,  and  that  in  thus  joining  a  band  of  pirates, 
he  virtually  forfeited  all  claim  to  the  society  of 
the  respectable  part  of  the  world ;  but  glory, 
that  bewitching  phantom,  lured  him  on  with 
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one  of  her  brightest  smiles.  One  feeling  alone 
could  have  saved  him^  had  he  been  the  impas- 
sioned lover  of  the  fair  girl,  whose  eyes  were  so 
powerfully  pleading  for  his  stay,  her  imfluence 
might  have  been  cast  into  the  scale,  and  caused 
the  side  chosen  by  her  rival  to  kick  the  beam  ; 
but  the  growing  influence  which  Mary  Leslie 
was  acquiring  over  the  young  sailor,  was  yet 
too  feeble  to  stem  the  torrent  of  youthful  im- 
petuosity. 

Seeing  Dame  Margaret  about  to  speak,  Harry 
took  her  band  and  said.  '^  Farewell,  Dame,  if 
I  come  safe  back,  doubt  not  but  I  will  keep  my 
word." 

"  I  wbist  not,  hinny,'^  she  said  in  a  reproach- 
ful tone,  '*  ye  were  a  robber ;  I  aye  thought  ye  a 
douce  canny  chield,  an]na  papist.'' 

'^  I  am  not  a  papist,  good  mother,"  he  said, 
while  the  tell  tale  blood  belied  his  words.  ^'  And 
to  shew  you  I  am  none,  and  that  I  will  yet  be 
all  you  wish  me,  take  this  pledge  and  keep  it 
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until  I  come  to  claim  it  from  you/'  he  drew 
from  his  bosom  a  small  and  well  worn  black 
book,  which  he  placed  on  the  old  woman's  knee ; 
thee  turning  to  Mary  Leslie,  he  added.  ^  I 
grieve,  fair  lady,  thus  to  disobey  your  behest, 
but  duty  forces  me  to  go ;  when  next  we  meet, 
your  slightest  wish  shall  be  a  law  to  me,  and  it 
shall  be  my  pride  to  shew  how  I  value  your 
good  opinion.^ 

Then  without  giving  time  for  a  reply,  the 
young  sailor  left  the  room,  while  Mary  Leslie, 
clasping  her  hands  with  a  look  of  despair,  stood 
gazing  after  him,  as  if  she  foresaw  the  awful 
peril  into  which  he  was  so  unguardedly  rushing. 
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CHAPTER  V, 


It  was  towards  the  close  of  the  year  1 770  that  a 
vessel^  heavily  laden^  was  seen  making  for  the 
shores  of  England^  holding  on  her  course  as 
proudly  as  if  she  held  in  utter  contempt  the 
efforts  of  the  foaming  billows^  that  tossed  and 
roared  around  her,  and  felt  equally  conscious 
of  her  ability  to  rejiel  all  those  dangers  to  which 
ships  are  necessarily  exposed.  In  point  of 
size,  the  vessel,  we  speak  of,  might  justify  the 
feeling  of  security,  that  reigned  within  her,  but 
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aa  experienced  mariner  of  the  present  day^ 
would  have  entertained  other  ideas  respecting 
the  mass  of  timber,  whose  clumsy  proportions 
would,  in  his  opinion^  have  indicated  the  very 
reverse  of  security ;  and  he  might  perchance 
have  incurred  the  contempt  of  those,  who 
thronged  her  decks,  by  preferring  the  little 
trim  built  craft,  seen  hovering  near ;  never  so 
far  off  as  to  lose  sight  of  her  majestic  neighbour, 
nor  yet  sufficiently  close  as  to  give  presumptive 
evidence  of  being  in  her  company.  It  might 
be  that  the  little  bark  sought  the  countenance 
and  protection  of  the  larger  vessel,  in  case  of 
need,  since  the  northern  seas  in  which  they 
were  sailing  had  been  of  late  reputed  dange- 
rous, from  a  band  of  pirates  making  them  the 
soene  of  their  depredations.  But  these  had 
lately  been  ohased  by  some  British  men-of-war, 
and  one  or  two  of  their  principal  vessels  de- 
stroyed ;  it  might  therefore  naturally  be  con- 
cluded that  danger  from  that  source  was,  for  a 
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time  at  leasts  over ;  thus  when  the  man  at  the 
helm  gave  the  usual  notice  ^^  sail  on  the  Star- 
board Quarter/'  the  captain,  having  taken  a 
leisurely  view  of  the  stranger,  cooly  pronounced 
her  a  small  trader,   who,   fearing  pirates,  was 
desirous  of  availing  herself  of  their  protection. 
Satisfied  with  this  opinon  the  crew  took  no  fur- 
ther notice  of  their  little  dependent's  manosuxTes^ 
while  on  her  part,  she  appeared  to  have  no  inten- 
tion  of  causing  them  annoyance.     It  was  on 
the  morning  of  the  second  day,  when  the  shores 
of  Norway  were  fast  receding  from   sight,   that 
the  little  vessel  shewed  a  disposition   to  avail 
herself  of  the  property  of  a  fast  sailer,  either  to 
near  her  powerful  convoy,  or  to  get  a  head   of 
her.    The  former  was  soon  discovered  to  be  her 
aim,  and  as  the  movement  was  of  rather  a  sus- 
picious character,  the  captain  prepared   to   hail 
her.     No  colors  were  visible,  so  that  it  could 
not  be  ascertained  to  what  country  she  belonged, 
but  the  willow  wand  on   her  mast  head,  bore 
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testimony  to  her  peaceful  character.      The  few 
persons  visible  on  deck  were  in  a  strange  state 
of  inaction^  but  it  was  only  until  the  situation 
most  favourable  for  attack^  was  attained.    Then 
as  the  crew  of  the  larger  ship  made  an  effort  to 
oblige  them  to  bring  to,  the   black  flag  was 
suddenly  thrown  out,  and  armed  men  from   all 
quarters  swarmed  upon  deck  ;  then   a  tremen- 
dous broadside  carried  consternation  and  death 
among  the  crew,  late  so   secure  in  reliance  on 
their  own  strength.     The  leader  of  this  desper- 
ate attack  was  at  once  conspicuous  by  his  air  of 
command  and   by  the   rich  suit  of  armour  he 
wore;  round  his  neck   hung  suspended  by   a 
chain  of  gold,  a  whistle  or  call  of  the  same  pre- 
cious metal,  and  the  sound  of  this  little  iustru- 
ment  appeared  to  inspire  the  pirates  with  super- 
human strength  and  courage. 

This  bold  attempt  was  a  last  effort  of  men 
who  saw  certain  death  before  them  if  it  failed, 
such  was  indeed  the  situation  of  Crichton  and 
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his  band.  Hunted  down  by  those^  who  hoped 
to  reap  a  golden  harvest,  either  from  the  cap- 
ture or  death  of  this  daring  outlaw,  he  had  be- 
held his  ships  one  by  one  burnt  or  sunk,  by 
those  of  the  Queen,  and  had  escaped  with  dif- 
ficulty the  fate  that  deprived  him  of  many  brave 
followers.  Driven  to  despair,  the  pirate  resolved 
by  one  bold  stroke  to  snatch  for  himself  and 
those  remaining,  wealth  enough  to  enable  them 
to  enter  fresh  scenes,  where  he  trusted  fortune 
would  be  more  propitious. 

The  prize  he  had  marked  M^as  mcII  calculated 
to  awaken  the  cupidity  of  her  assailants,  having 
on  board  a  valuable  cargo ;  and  the  terrified 
crew,  overwhelmed  by  an  attack  so  fierce  and 
unexpected,  were  unable  to  use  those  exertions, 
which  alone  could  have  repelled  the  furious 
assailants,  who  after  a  brief  space  began  to  pour 
on  their  deck.  The  two  first  who  boarded,  were 
Crichton  and  Harry  Knox,  who  had  fought 
side  by  side   since  the  commencement   of  the 
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Strife.     With  one  hand  the  pirate  dealt  death 
around,  by  the  sweep  of  his  tremendous  broad 
sword,  while  the  other  was  engaged  keeping  to 
his  lips  the  whistle,  whose  shrill,  piercing  note 
rose  clear  amid  the  din  of  battle.    Victory  sat 
perched  on  Crichton's  helm,  when  suddenly  the 
golden  whistle  ceased  tosound,and  presently  the 
pirates  were  seen  to  melt  by  degrees  from  the 
deck.    The  cause  of  this  sudden  movement  was 
soon  discovered ;  the  noise  of  the   firing   had 
reached  the  coast  of  Norway,  and  the  Norwegians 
concluding  that  the  pirates  were  again  busy,  de- 
spatched a  number  of  armed  boats  to  the  rescue. 
Crichton's  quick  eye  discovered  the  approach 
of  this  new  enemy,  and  aware  of  the  folly  it  would 
be  to  attempt  to  cope  with  such  fearful  odds, 
lost  no  time  in  giving  directions  to  his  followers 
which  were  promptly   obeyed,  and   they  soon 
stood  collected  on  the  deck  of  their  own  vessel. 
His  next  care  was  to  put  a  considerable  space  be- 
tween the  two  ships,  as  he  well  knew,  that  of  the 
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enemy  was  in   no  conditition  to  give  chase. 
This  efFected^  he  calmly   took  his  station  to 
\ratch  the  movements  of  the  enemy.     As  the 
boats  neared  the  vessel  they  came  to  succouFj^  a 
party  of  those  who  manned  the  first   ascended 
her  side  and  held  consultation  with  the  captain, 
Crichton  was  led  to  judge  from   a  movement, 
that  took  place  among  the  boats^  that  the  re- 
sult of  their  council  was  a  determination  to  de- 
spatch the  armed  boats  to  attack  him^  a  mea- 
sure which  could  not  fail  to  be  attended  with 
fatal  consequences  to  the  pirates.     But  a  coun- 
ter movement  soon  followed,  and  then  all  hands 
were   seen    busily   employed  in  repairing   the 
damage  the  ship  had  sustained  in  the  encounter. 
"They  will  be  all  down  upon   us   at   once/* 
Crichton  thought,  "  well   let   them  come ;  the 
fox  has  not  lefl  himself  without  a  hole  to  creep 
out  at.'* 

It  may  appear  strange,  that  the  pirate  should 
not  avail  himself  of  the  respite  thus  afforded 
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him^  and  instantly  bear  away  from  the  scene  of 
danger ;  but  this  formed  no  part  of  his  plan.  All 
was  over  he  knew^  and,  if  he  escaped,  a  strict 
search  would  be  made  for  him.  Crichton 
bad,  on  a  former  occasion,  found  the  security 
resulting  from  a  belief  that  he  had  perished, 
and  he  resolved  to  try  the  effect  of  a  similar 
stratagem ;  to  sacrifice  the  lives  of  his  band  to 
his  own  safety  seemed  perfectly  natural,  there- 
fore he  felt  no  compunctious  visitings  on  that 
subject.  He  calculated  that  the  shades  of  eve- 
ning would  prevent  their  attacking  him  before 
the^foUowing  morning ;  his  measures  then  were 
taken  with  a  coolness  and  deliberation,  that 
prevented  those  around  suspecting  his  real 
intention. 

About  midnight  he  summoned  Harry  Knox 
and  Parson  to  his  side ;  the  latter  was  in  a  state 
of  fearful  exhaustion,  from  the  effects  of  recent 
illness  and  over  exertion. 

^'  All  is  over,   my  brave  hearts,'^  Crichton 
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said  in  a  low  toDe,  "  the  ship  is  filling,  and  wc 
must  perish  uuless  ve  take  to  the  boat;  she  is  in 
readiness,  and  if  we  can  get  into  her  unperceived, 
we  may  yet  reach  our  island  in  safety  ;  but  none 
of  the  fellows  must  know  of  it,  where  is  Frank  }'* 

"  Dead  long  ago,"  Harry  answered,   "  I  sai 
him  down,  but  could  not  aid  him.  " 

"  And  you  are  badly  hurt,  I  fear,"  Crichtoi 
continued  addressing  Parson. 

"  No,  1  am  but  faint,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Drink,"  the  pirate  said   laconically,   as  I 
held  a  flask  of  wine  to  the  parched   lips   of  his 
follower.      "  And   now,  my   brave  lads,  come 
with  mc.     Calmly  and  quietly,  we  may  jelsav^ 
ourselves." 

The  golden  whistle  was  heard,  and  a 
shrill  call  the  shattered  remnant  of  his  cre^F 
atood  collected  before  lum.  After  praising  tbi 
dauntless  courage,  they  had  that  day  displayed, 
CrichtoQ  bode  them  hold  themselves  in  readi- 
ness for  the  attack,  he  doubled  not  the  enemy  , 
meditated  on  the  morrow. 
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rkad  fear  not,  we  shall  again  conquer,  my 
lads ;  it  was  not  fear  made  me  draw  you  from 
yonder  deck,  but  ye  were  weary  and  unfit  to 
contend  with  a  fresh  foe  ;  but  a  Hltle  rest  is  all 
we  want,  and  to-morrow  shall  see  the  black  flag 
again  victorioua.  For  my  stand,  it  shall  be 
aloft,  where  I  can  best  watch  the  motions  of  the 
en^my  ;  a  post  of  danger,  my  lads,  or  I  wuuld 
not  be  there.  While  you  hear  my  whistle  be 
sure  that  all  goes  well ;  Bght  manfully  ;  there  is 
enough  lead  still  alofl  to  swamp  some  of  those 
infernal  boats  should  they  venture  within  our 
reach."  A  loud  and  enthusiastic  shout  was  the 
reply  to  this  fair  speech ;  no  suspicion  entered 
the  bearers'  minds,  that  their  captain  was  medi- 
tating a  cowardly  retreat,  leaving  them  as  the 
victims  in  his  stead.  Crichton  then,  after  ap- 
pointing each  his  post  in  the  coming  strife,  and 
dismissing  them  to  take  repose  alternately,  se- 
lected one  from  the  band  on  whose  fidelity  he 
coatd  firmly  rely. 
r  3 
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"To-morrow  morning,  Sandj',"he  said,  "wben 
the  6rsl  streak  of  light  appears,  go  up  to  the 
mast  head,  but  remember  not  a  word  to  any 
one ;  it  were  a  shame  to  leave  ray  poor  fellows 
to  fight  while  I  sit  perched  up  aloft ;  take  my 
whistle,  they  will  reck  but  little  who  pipes  i^ 
and  then  if  I  fall  they  will  not  miss  theiq 
leader." 

"  I  maun  obey  ye,  captain,"  the  man  i 
ed,   somewhat  sulkily,    as  he  took  the  whisdl 
from  Crichlon's  hand,    "  but  yc   ken   1 
rather  be  doun  among  the  crew  thaa  gang  up  ' 
alofY.  gin  I  was  afraid." 

In  a  few  minutes  all  were  at  rest  save  tlitwe 
whose  turn  it  was  to  watch,  and  then  CHchton 
hastened  to  put  the  rest  of  his  plan  in  execntiim. 
He  had  appointed  only  one, beside  Harry  Knoj 
and  Parson,  for  the  first  watch,  and  he  toAki 
care  to  place  this  man  at  the  point  fiirthett^ 
from  that  beneath  which  the  boat  lay 
readiness,  ''    '"'    "*"" '        "''"u-vji* 
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Ab  the  pirate  was  about  to  lower  himself 
into  it,  Hany  Knox  whispered  hurriedly. 
^  I  dare  not  follow  you.*' 

^  How !  are  you  turned  dastard !  when  I 
have  seen  you  but  just  now  fighting,  as  if 
you  had  done  nothing  ebe  all  your  life?'* 

^  It  is  not  fear,  but  I  will  not  leave  these 
poor  fellows  to  perish,  while  I  steal  away  to 
safety ;  that  would  indeed  be  acting  the  part 
of  a  coward.'' 

''  Nay,  I  have  neither  time  nor  inclination  to 
argue  you  out  of  such  childish  folly,**  Crichton 
answered  with  a  sneer,  ''  the  ship  has  sprang  a 
leak,  and  in  a  short  time  she  must  go  down  ; 
in  one  word  then  will  you  come  with  us  or  re- 
turn to  certain  death  ?** 

*^  We  cannot  escape  without  you,**  Parson 
rejoined,  *^  I  am  but  little  use,  and  the  captain 
cannot  manage  the  boat  alone.'* 

A  wish  to  save  this  strange  man,  from  whose 
enthralment  he  could  not  free  himself,  inclined 
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Hany  ICnoz  to  aid  his  escape  as   far  as   liel 
could,      CrichtoD  had  by  this  time  gained  tlie  j 
boat,  and  Parson  prepared   to  follow ;  but   hit  i 
slate  of  exhaustion   would  have  rendered  lhe;| 
attempt  abortive,  had  not  the  powerful  aid  i 
Cnchton  and  the  young  sailor  stood  his  friend : 
Harry  Knox  next  entered,   and  with   as   Utile 
noise  as  possible,   they  pushed   olf   from   tbe 
ship. 

Afi  Cricbton  had  forseen,  the  trader,  suppor*  j 
ted  by  the  Norwegian  boats,  prepared,  with  the 
dawQ  of  day,  to  take  signal  vengeance  on  the 
daring  rovers,  who  had  so  nearly  made  her  their 
prey.    The  first  movetnent  indicatiog  the  e 
my'a  hostile  intentions,  was  the  signal  for  tbeJ 
pirates  to  muster  on  the  deck,  each  knew  tlie^ 
post  assigned   him  and  hastened  to   fill  it  wiUt 
the  same  alacrity,  as  if  his  leader,    whom  lie 
believed  looked  down  upon  him  from  his  exal- 
ted station,  were   marshalling  his  movements. 
The  strife  of  the  preceding  day  was  renewed  • 
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was  heard  clear  and  Bhrill  above  the  BhouU  of 
the  combatants,  and  the  groans  of  the  dj:ing> 

"  Why  do  you  let  that  fellow  set  piping  up 
there  ?"  the  caplaio  of  t^e  trader  asked  angrily, 
addrefwnghimself  to  a  noted  archer,  who  bad 
dread;  done  terrible  execution  among  the 
pirates.  "Send  me  a  cloth-yard  abaft  through 
bis  jerluD." 

Thus  admonished,  the  archer  aimed  an  ar- 
row, which  rattled  among  the  rigging  where 
poor  Sandy  held  his  dangerous  pre-eminence,  a 
second  followed  with  no  better  bucccbs,  but  a 
third  flew  with  a  surer  aim,  and  the  corpse  of 
poor  Sandy  fell  heavily  on  the  deck.  A  cry  of 
despair  rose  among  the  pirates  at  beholding, 
what  they  believed,  the  body  of  their  leader 
before  them.  Prayera  for  mercy,  with  offers  to 
surrender,  resounded  from  every  mouth;  the 
black  (lag  was  struck,  and  the  Norwegians 
(Mitred  upon  the  deck,  alsyiog  all  who  resisted 
with  redoubled  fuiy,  and   the  golden   whistle 
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the  slightest  resistance,  nod  fiequeiitly  mis*  I 
tiiking  the  uplifted  hand  of  supplication,  fori 
that  of  opposition. 

It  n  aa  not  long  before  the  deceptiou  practised  I 
by  Crichton   was   delecttrd ;  a  search  was   in-l 
Btantly  commenced  for  the    pirate,    uho    ' 
supposed  to  be  lurking  in   some    port  of  tha'J 
vessel;  but  living  or  dead,  Crichton  could    no 
where  be  found.     "  Perhaps  be   has  made  hia 
escape  in  the  confusion/'  was  the   suggestion 
of  one  among  the  enemy;  but  that  was  stoutijr 
denied     by    his   crew,    who   expressed     their 
conviction  that  he  had    thrown   himself  ov^  | 
board  to  escape  capture. 

Such  of  the  pirates  as  remained  alive  weM'l 
now  fettered,  and  compelled  to  quit  tbeii'' 
vessel  for  the  purpose  of  being  distributed 
among  the  boats,  to  be  by  them  transported 
to  a  prison ;  there  to  await  the  punishment 
due  to  their  crimes.  As  the  last  of  the  Norwe- 
gians left  the  pirate  ship,    they  set  it  on   fira. 
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thus  ibnning  the  funeral  pyre  of  those  who  had 
fallen  in  that  morning's  strife.  Before  the 
sun  was  in  the  meridian,  few  vestiges  remained 
to  point  out  where  such  had  been,  and  the  nor- 
thern seas  were  freed  from  a  band  that  had  for 
some  time  been  the  terror  of  all  who  traded  in 
that  latitude. 

To  return  to  the  boat ;  After  encountering  a 
sea  that  threatened  every  moment  to  swamp 
her,  Crichton  and  his  two  companions  found 
themselves  approaching  the  island;  whence 
they  had  set  out  a  few  days  before,  filled  with 
the  hopes  of  reaping  a  golden  harvest,  to  retilm 
stripped  of  every  thing  which  might  enable  the 
pirate  to  continue  his  desperate  trade  ;  his 
ships  were  destroyed,  his  men  slain  or  cast  into 
prison  ;  two  only  were  left  to  share  his  fortunes^ 
and  one  of  those  was  perfectly  helpless.  What 
remained  to  support  him  amid  these  horrors  t 
that  delusive  bubble  which  cheats  us  all  ta 
p  5 
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the  last — hope — and  as  Crichton  set  his  foot 
on  an  island  from  which  he  derived  a  nomi- 
nal grandeur,  she  whispered  a  wild  dream 
of  brighter  days  to  come. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


Tut  Dews  of  tlus  act  of  viutence  committed 
upon  a  trader^  was  quickly  siireail  over  the 
countrr,  and  was  speedily  transmitted  to  the 
Danish  Ambassador  in  Loadon,  h  ho  laid  be- 
fore the  council  a  grievous  and  exaggerated 
account  of  the  loss  susCaiiied  by  some  of  their 
merchants,  from  persons  said  to  be  subjects  of 
Engtaod.  In  orderto  preserve  the  friendship  of 
tliat  country,  and  to  punish,  as  far  as  possible, 
the  authors  of  this  daring  outrage,  Elizabeth, 
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ordered  a  small  vessel  to  be   equipped   for   the 
purpose  of  vUiling  tlie  island  where  the  pirates 
were  reported  to  have  harboured.  There  appear- 
ed small  probability,  that  among  the  numerous 
islands   scattered   round,   the   cnptaia   of  the 
English  ship  could  direct  bis  course  to  thatiJ 
which   might   contain  the  small  remnant   of  9,^ 
baud    which   some   declared   utlerlv    extirpa- 
ted,  while   others   boldly   affii'med,    that    the 
pirates  were  still  numerous  and  amply  supplied 
with  men  capable  of  taking  the  command  in 
case  the  late  disaster  had  indeed  cost  the  life  of  - 
their  leader.     In  this  dilemma  all  powerful  gold!! 
proved  the  guiding  star. 

We  have  seen  that  Crichton's  former  compa»J 
nion  Kirk,  visiting  the  offence  of  Harry  Kaox  d 
on  the  head  of  the  guiltless,  had  appeared  at  4 
once  to  forget  the  ties  which  formerly  bound  i 
him  to  the  pirate,  and  fully  purposed,  could  he 
hftTe  done  bo  with  safety  to  himself,  to  deliver 
CricbtOD  up  to  justice.      This  man   had  never 
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seated  to  haunt  the  opot  where  he  still  hoped 
ooee  more  to  meet  his  victim ;  and  when  he 
Celt  aasured  that  the  pirate  had  quitted  England, 
iund  the  bold  attack  made  by  him  on  the  Danish 
merchantman  reached  his  ears,  the  price  offered 
to  any  who  could  give  positive  information  re- 
specting the  pirate's  haunts  consoled  him  for  the 
disappointment  caused  by  the  escape  of  his  prey; 
greedy  of  the  proffered  gold,  and  still  further 
incited  by  the  hope  of  getting  the  beautiful 
Scottish  lady  into  his  power.  Kirk,  disguised  as 
an  English  sailor,  offered  himself  as  guide,  and 
the  knowledge  he  evinced  respecting  the  island* 
and  which  he  declared  had  been  acquired  by 
years  of  service  in  the  seas  where  it  was  situated, 
pointed  him  out  as  a  most  efficient  conductor; 
and  the  English  captain  set  sail  with  this  new  - 
ally*  who  joyfully  embarked  in  search  of  the  ' 
meed  of  successful  villany. 

As  they  neared  the  island*  Kirk  suggested 
the  policy  of  anchoring  in  a  situation  were  they 
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ran  no  mk  of  being  discovered  as  they 
ignomnt    of  the  force  still  in   the  island,  or 
how  far  the  natives  might  side  uith  their  old 
friends,  and  assist  in  repelling  the  attoclc  mi 
upon  thein.     His  plan  being  approved,  the  ship 
lay  to  undercover  of  a  steeprock,  and  thecaptaJn 
waited  impaiently  until  the  shades  of  evening 
should  enable  his  crew  to  effect  a  landing 
out  fear  or  detection. 

Meanwhile,  unconscious  of  threatened  daii> 
ger,  Crichton  had  passed  some  hours  of  the  day 
in  seeking  to  organize  a  plan,  ivhereby  tn 
stem  the  torrent  of  ill  luck  which  had  of  late 
burst  upon  him.  Accompanied  by  Harry 
Knox,  the  pirate  visited  all  the  huts  on  tbe 
island,  whose  inhabitants  were  in  his  interest, 
to  ascertain  hotr  far  he  might  still  hope  to  raice 
a  sufficient  number  of  recruits  to  repair  bia 
shattered  band.  But  disappointment  still  pur^ 
sued  him  ;  some  from  among  them  had  perish' 
ed  in  the  late  desperate  attempts  to  which  tl 
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Q  Icred  by  the  nealth  they  believed 
awaited  tbem ;  while  by  far  the  greater  number, 
on  receiving  uena  of  Cricbton's  defeat,  bad 
either  uithdraivn  from  the  island,  or  secreted 
tbemselves  in  the  caics  in  which  it  abounded, 
until  the  vengeance,  they  knew  such  a  bold 
violation  of  the  laws  nould  bring  down  upon 
iheir  land,  should  in  some  degree  have  passed 
over. 

Fatigued  with  hia  fruitless  elTorts,  and  borne 
down  by  a  feeling  of  depression,  which  some- 
times precedes  coming  calamity,  and  clings  to 
US  in  spite  of  every  elTort  to  shake  it  off,  Crich- 
ton  paused  as  hp  came  in  sight  of  the  house 
where  Mary  Leslie  and  her  attendant   resided. 

It  was  bis  intention  to  sec  her,  for  the  purpose 
of  ascertaining  how  far  the  Scottish  maiden's 
interest  in  her  own  country  might  second  his 
views;  but  a  singular  feeling  of  reluctance  with- 
held him  from  seeking  the  purposed  interview, 
■sd  complaining  of  great  weariness,  the  pirate 
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directed  his  companion  to  bear  liis  excuses  to 
the  faircaplive,  bidding  him  at  the  same  time 
uac  every  endeavour  to  obtain  the  desired  infor- j 
tnation.  The  young  sailor  willingly  undertook 
the  mission,  delighted  at  au  opportunity  i 
again  lialeoing  to  the  tones  of  that  voice,  whicl 
had  pkaded  to  him  so  pcrauasively.  He  fouru 
Mary  Leslie  and  Dame  Margaret  in  their  i 
customed  apartment,  the  former  was  readinj 
aloud,  and  Harry  Knox's  heart  beat  with  i 
quickened  pulse,  as  be  marked  that  it  vasfron 
the  book  left  in  gage  of  fidehty  to  a  given 
promise.  As  the  sound  of  his  footsteps  caught 
her  ear,  Mary  looked  up,  and  surprise  not  uu- 
minglcd  with  pleasure  spoke  in  her  eyes  as 
she  beheld  the  frank  countenance  of  her  young 
protector. 

*' You  bring  joyful  tidings,"   she  aaid,  ^'araf 
we  no  longer  prisoners  ?" 

«  You   are   deceived,  lady ;  my  joy    aril 
solely  from  seeing  you  again,  since   I    have   ; 
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pleasant  news  to  tell ;  we  have  been  beaten^ 
and  have  escaped  with  difficulty/* 

**  And  your  captain  }" 

^  He  lives^  l&dy^  and  would  himself  have 
assured  you  of  his  safety^  but  affairs  of  impor- 
tance detain  him/' 

'^  I  heard  of  your  retum^^  Mary  Leslie  said^ 
**  and  feared  some  evil  had  happened ;  yet,  aa 
I  beheld  you  enter  it  seemed  my  fears  had  mis- 
led me,  and  that  I  beheld  one  of  a  victorious 
party ;  and  I  fear  I  rejoiced  in  the  thought, 
for  it  promised  me  freedom  ;  but  I  am  punished 
for  thus  selhshly  rejoicing  in  evil/' 

"  Nay,  lady,  you  judge  yourself  too  harshly, 
for  surely  it  is  permitted  the  captive  to  wish 
for  liberty." 

*'  Yes,  provided  no  unlawful  means  are  used 
to  obtain  it.'' 

^'  And  where  a  man  is  despoiled  of  his  prc- 
perty,  and  driven  from  society  by  an  unjust 
sentence,  is  it  not  lawful  for  him  to  enrich  him- 
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self  with  the  spoils  of  an  enemy,  obtained  tal 
hoDourable  combat  ?" 

"The  example  of  those  around  JOtl,"  shsj 
replied]  "  bait  taken  the  usual  effect ;  yoa  haiKfl 
shut  your  eyes  to  the  injustice  and  cruelty  < 
the  course  they  pursue,  and  having  caat  your  1 
lot  among  them,  believed  yourself  bound  to  de-  J 
fend  them  from  that  blame  conscience  D 
tomctimes  whis))er  is  their  due." 

"  Aod  will  you  make  no  allowance,  lady,  fori 
our  utijuu  persecution  by  the  world  ?" 

"  The  world  did  not  persecute  you,  until  yoti 
enrolled  yourself  among  those  who  violate  its 
laws,  and  thus  draw  upon  themselves  its  jasC 
vengeance.  Would  you  call  it  an  act  of  injustice, 
should  two  dogs  be  seen,  one  of  which  was  ascer- 
tained to  be  mad,  that  its  companion  was  sacrifi- 
ced for  public  safely,  though  perchance  k  de- 
served not  its  fate ':" 

"  You  are  a  severe  monitor,  lady,    I   looked  I 
fur  pity  from  one  so  young  and  lovely."  . 
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"  Suffer  the  voice  of  truth  to  reach  you,"  she 
said  euruestly,  though  it  comes  from  the  lips  of 
ft  weak  girl.    The  life  you  have  adopted  is   an 
nohapf^  one,  and  will  finally  end  in  destruo  | 
tion." 

"  Qentle  lady,  with   you   to  ^ide  me, 
shall  walk  through  it  with  safety." 

The  cold,  proud  look  of  Mary  Xjeslie  rebuked 
this  speech,  and  she  drew  back  a  step  or  two, 
Bs  if  to  break  otT a  conversation  which  threat- 
ened to  become  more  tender  than  she  felt  dis- 
posed to  listen  to.  At  this  juncture  Dame 
Margaret  clumed  her  attention.  The  soft 
tones  of  Mary's  voice  aa  she  read  from  the 
pages  of  Holy  Writ  had  a  sedative  edect  on 
the  hearer ;  and  she  had  been  for  some  little 
time  enjoying  that  state  of  quiescence,  old  age's 
greatest  luxury.  The  sudden  pause  in  their 
conversation  had  probably  broken  the  apell 
that  was  upon  her  ;  but  memory  still  dwcUing 
on  the  sweet  soimds  that  soglhcd  her  even  in 
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sleep^  "  whist !  my  bonny  bairn/'  she  said^ 
''  wherefore  dinna  ye  gang  on  wi  your  song? 
May  be  ye  thought  I  was  sleeping,  but  my 
auld  e'en  are  na  sae  heavy."  Mary  smiled  at 
the  little  subterfuge  of  her  faithful  companion^ 
but  instantly  took  up  a  small  lute  Which  lay 
on  the  table,  and  drawing  her  fingers  across 
the  strings,  mingling  her  low  sweet  voice  with 
their  sounds,  she  sang  a  plaintive  air,  to  which 
«he  had  adapted  words,  that  her  own  forlorn 
situation  had  given  rise  to : — 

They  are  gone,  who,  when  grief  bade  me  sigh, 

Would  echo  that  tigh  back  again ; 

They  are  gone,  whose  soft  love  beaming  eye» 

Contd  cheer  me  'mid  sorrow  and  pain. 

Now  lone  as  yon  loaf  on  the  spray. 

Once  the  lov'd  one  of  numbers  around, 

In  the  dust  they  are  fiuling  away. 

O'er  their  tombs  the  lone  echoes  resound 
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Ah  !  cold  on  my  heart  as  the  beam. 
That  glances  at  midnight's  chill  hour. 
When  the  icicles  send  back  the  gleam, 
But  melt  not  beneath  its  mt  power. 
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Tbw  the  unile  of  the  gay,  ptwing  hjt 
Cannot  wvm  the  deep  chill  of  mj  heart. 
To  their  mirth  mj  response  is — a  sigh, 
The  world  haa  no  joy  to  impart, 

Farewell ! 

Where  was  there  ever  an  enchanter's  wand 
poasesaiog  more  potent  spell  than  soft,  sweet, 
sounds,  breathed  from  the  lip  of  beauty; 
the  more  dangerous,  if  carrying  with  them  a 
feeling  of  melancholy ;  and,  add  to  this,  heard 
after  the  noise  of  warring  elements,  or  the 
still  more  fearful  din  of  clashing  arms,  and  the 
mingled  sounds  of  fierce  combat;  then  too, 
that  heart  touching  hour  of  twilight,  when 
earth  and  sky  are  met  in  soft  harmony,  their 
outlines  mingling  in  the  dim  obscurity,  which 
for  a  time  shrouds  them,  then  gradually  melt 
off  as  the  mcilow  light  of  the  morn  tinges  with 
a  chastened  brilliancy  the  objects  around, 
calling  them  forth  one  by  one  from  the  darken- 
ed  landscape,  as  if  that  moment  called  into 
being.    All  the  fascinations  so  leebly  described. 
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had  met  together  on  this  memorable  evening, 
and  we  need  not  pause  to  enquire  vbelhcr  the 
spell  wrought  with  its  usual  power, 

The  space  given  Harry  Knox   to  define  the 
mingled  feelings   that  |roae  in  his  bosom,  was 
very  short ;  he  was  still  listening  to  the  soft-  J 
cadence  that  lingered  on  his  ear,  when  be  wa»  I 
startled  by  a  wild  halloo,  which  broke  fearfully 
on  the   stilly   silence   that  &  monient   before  I 
reigned  in  the  air.     Harry  paused  not  to  con-  | 
aider  what  that  strange  sound   imported,   but  | 
rushing  from  the  house  he  bounded  towards  the   ' 
place   where    Cnchlon    had    appointed    their 
meeting.     A  sudden  turn  in  the  path  placed  I 
the  hermit'd  cave  full  in  \'iew,  but  with  it  alstf  J 
came  a  sight  that,  for  a  single  moment,  check-' 
cd  his  onward  course.     In  front  of  the  hermit*^  J 
Bge,  and  at  about  thirty  pncei  from  it ;  a  party  I 
of  eighteen  or  twenty  men  stood  ranged  in   the'  j 
form  of  a  crescent,  apparently  about  to  encloM  1 
a  solitary  individual  who  stood  perfectly   mo- 
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iionleas,  watching  the  movements  of  his  oppo- 
nents* Whether  that  feeling  inseparably  con- 
nected in  the  mind  of  a  British  Sailor  with 
unequal  numbers^  whea  the  advantage  is  on 
his  side,  prevented  their  advancing,  or  that 
certain  the  prey  was  in  their  toils,  they  were 
willing  for  a  time  to  enjoy  the  barbarous  satis- 
faction of  contemplating  their  victim,  is  un- 
certain. Harry  Knox  could  observe  that  Crich- 
ton  bore  in  his  hand  the  Scottish  claymore 
which  had  done  such  terrible  execution,  when 
they  boarded  the  trader ;  now,  however,  it  was 
idle  in  his  hand,  and  from  the  position  in  which 
he  held  it,  the  young  sailor  was  led  to  conclude 
that,  aware  of  the  madness  of  coping  with  such 
fearful  odds,  Crichton  meditated  a  surrender, 
*^  I  would  share  death  with  him  cheerfully,'^ 
he  muttered,  '^  but  not  a  prison  if  he  yields 
like  a  coward.''  It  was  soon  clear,  however, 
that  such  was  not  the  pirate's  intention.  He 
well  knew  mercy  would  not  be  extended  to  him. 
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and  his  only  thought  w&3  how  he   might  heat ' 
elude  his  pursuera.    The  hermitage  lay  hehiad, 
could  he  attain  its  friendly  shelter,  the  narrow- 
ness of  the  entrance  might  enable  him  to  defen 
the  pass,  until  his  situation  should  be  discover- 
ed.    Jt  WQ9  then  the  stratagem  made  ' 
to  eff(;ct  his  escape  from  the  ship  became    thcti 
cause  of  his  present  peril,  since  he  had  declc-^ 
cd  the  victim  abi>ut  to  be  offered,  as  the   price 
of  his  safety,  wiih  that    whistle  which  nt 
failed  to  call  his  bold  followers  around  him. 

At  length  the  pirate  ventured  to  tuke  onai^ 
step  back  ;  another  shout,  and  his  assailants 
threw  themselves  upon  him  ;  Harry  Knos  shud- 
dered as  he  beheld  the  swords  crossing  each 
olher  as  if  inspired  with  their  owncr'ii  thirs^for 
blood.  But  Crichton  possessed  an  advantage, 
his  enemies  were  not  aware  of  j  for  the  pur- 
pose of  making  himself  more  con»<picuo 

<rt  of  tunic  composcu  of  crini'^ 
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completely  concealed  his  armour  of  proofs 
and  to  those  unacquainted  with  the  circum- 
stance, the  pirate  appeared  to  bear  a  charmed 
life,  and  that  ordinary  steel  had  no  power  to 
hurt  him,  while  his  own  claymore  did  terrible* 
execution.    The  party  fell  back. 

''  Shame  on  ye^  cowardly  dogs !  will  ye  quail 
to  one  man  ?  then  stand  back  and  let  me  cope 
with  him/' 

Crichton  had  availed  himself  of  the  momen- 
tary  respite  to  retreat  a  few  paces,  when  the 
English  captain  who  had  spoken  rushed  furi- 
ously upon  him,  brandishing  aloft  a  kind  of 
mace,  for  he  saw  swords  were  of  little  use ;  he 
calculated  upon  ending  the  strife  by  one  blow, 
but  as  his  arm  descended,  the  same  weapon, 
which  had  proved  so  fatal  to  many,  interposed, 
severing  the  limb  with  as  much  ease  as  the 
pruning  knife  lops  off  a  useless  twig;  the 
hand  still  grasping  the  mace,  flew  to  some 
little  distance,  while  the  gushing  tide  that  fbl- 
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lowed  the  dismemberment,  quickly  exhausted 
the  wounded  man,  who  fell  heavily  to  the  earth. 
Crichton  continued  to  draw  nearer  to  the  sheU 
tering  cave,  bis  face  still  to  the  foe,  and  such 
was  the  horror  struck  into  the  hearts  of  his  men 
by  the  captain's  death,  that  none  were  willing 
to  renew  the  combat. 

"  He  will  yet  escape  roe !"  Kirk  exclaimed, 
as  he  marked  the  advantage  his  victim  was 
gaining,  ^^  dastards  I  what  is  it  ye  fear?''  he 
darted  forward,  and  taking  a  slight  circum- 
bendibus to  avoid  the  sweep  of  that  dreaded 
sword,  succeeded  in  throwing  himself  between 
Crichton  and  the  cave.  This  bold  movement 
reanimated  his  companions,  who  rushed  with 
overwhelming  violence  on  the  pirate,  seeking 
to  beat  him  to  the  ground. 

"  I  will  save  or  die  with  him  !"  was  the  re- 
solve of  Harry  Knox,  his  feelings  wrought  up 
to  the  highest  pitch,  as  he  beheld  the  gallant 
struggle  maintained  by  liis  friend.     His  sudden 
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oaset  effected  a  momentary  revulsion  in  favour 
of  Crichton,  who  was  on  the  point  of  sinking 
beneath  the  united  efforts  of  his  assailants. 
Uncertain  how  many  had  come  to  the  rescue^ 
the  men  fell  back,  and  the  pirate  neared  the 
haven  of  his  safety.  But  the  voice  of  his  an- 
cient ally  sounded  like  a  knell  in  Crichton's 
ear,  as  Kirk  again  urged  them  on,  pointing  out 
that  one  alone  had  come  to  his  assistance.  A 
last  effort — the  pirate  sprang  back  with  a  force^ 
supplied  by  the  energy  of  despair,  clearing  an 
almost  incredible  space  of  ground ;  he  touched 
the  threshold  of  the  hermitage,  but  at  that 
moment.  Kirk  rushed  upon,  and  succeeded  in 
bearing  him  to  the  earth.  Once  down  there 
was  no  difficulty  in  keeping  him  there,  all  be- 
ing now  as  anxious  to  take  au  active  share 
in  his  capture,  as  they  had  before  bew  reluct- 
ant to  attack  him.  Cords  were  quickly  sup* 
plied,  and  the  prisoner  being  securely  bound 
o  3 
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nas  tumbled  like  a  bole   of  useless   fumiCui 
on  to  the  stone  couch. 

The  fate  of  Harry  Kuox  was  speedily  deter>< 
mined.  After  the  first  surprise  occasioned  by 
his  sudden  attack  bad  subsided,  be  was  sur- 
rounded and  overpowered.  His  captors  bore 
him  into  the  cave,  and  placed  him  beside  the 
pirate.  Two  of  the  party  were  then  left  to 
guard  the  prisoners,  while  the  remainder,  headed 
by  Kirk,  proceedi^d  to  the  village  for  the  pur- 
pose of  appropriating  all  that  promised  to  in- 
demnify ihcm  for  the  trouble  of  carrying  it  off^ 
but  wc  have  already  seen,  that  at  the  first  ne«S' 
of  Crichton's  ill  success,  the  inliabitanls  wHC 
anxious  to  remote  every  thing  tliat  might 
create  a  suspicion  of  their  being  in  league  with 
tlie  pirates ;  all,  therefore,  that  now  met 
English  Sailors  was  congratuLitions  on  tl 
part  of  the  women,  for  they  alone  were  to 
seen,  on  their  good  success  which  had  been 
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happy    means    of    delivering    them    from    a 
tyrant. 

A  fair  prize  offered  itself  in  Mary  Leslie, 
whom  they  seized  on  the  assurance  of  Kirk 
that  she  was  nearly  connected  with  the  pirate, 
and  it  was  therefore  to  be  supposed  that  the 
same  advantages  would  accrue  from  her  cap- 
ture. He  urged  that  Dame  Margaret  should 
be  left  in  peace,  but  the  eloquent  pleadings  of 
Mary  Leslie,  prevailed  with  those  who  had  not 
Kirk*s  motives  for  her  exclusion;  assured  of 
her  faithful  Margaret's  attendance,  the  Scottish 
maiden  evinced  no  repugnance  to  accompany 
the  sailors,  as  she  supposed,  in  their  return  to 
England* 

Her  heart  sank  when  she  beheld  Crichton 
and  Harry  Knox  bound  like  two  criminals ;  and 
she  turned  with  shuddering  horror  from  the 
bold  gaze  of  Kirk,  who  surveyed  her  with  a 
look  of  triumph;  but  the  innate  courage  of  a 
Highland]maiden  sustained  her,  and  by  degrees 
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the  calm  dignity  of  her  demeanour^  awed  the 
lawless  ruffian,  and  his  eye  quailed  beneath 
that  of  the  noble  minded  girl. 

The  object  of  their  expedition  being  attained 
the  sailors  bore  the  prisoners  to  the  boats, 
and  speedily  gained  their  vessel,  and  as  the 
sun  rose,  Mary  Leslie  found  herself  sailing 
rapidly,  not,  as  she  hoped,  towards  England, 
but  towards  the  shores  of  Denmark. 
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Should  our  readers  be  at  a  loss  to  understand 
why  the  ship  stood  towards  the  Danish^  rather 
than  the  English  coast^  we  must  remind  them 
that  it  was  a  trader  belonging  to  that  conntry 
which  was  attacked  by  the  pirates,  and  as  much 
displeasure  was  expressed  at  the  court  of  Eli- 
zabeth by  the  Danish  Ambassador,  in  the  name 
of  his  master,  for  what  he  termed,  a  violation  of 
the  peace  at  that  time  subsisting  between  the 
two  nations,  policy  determined  that  wise  Queen 
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to  send  the  offenders  to  DcDm&rk,  should  any  bsfl 
taken,  as  an  ofTering  best  calculated  to  appeoEe 
the  angry  monarch.  Another  reason  al&o  might 
weigh  nith  the  English  Queen  ;  she  had  learn 
ed  sufficient  through  the  medium  of  one  of  1 
agents,  to  whom  Kirk  bad  in  some  degree 
made  himself  known,  to  understand,  that  under 
the  name  of  Crichton,  one  was  concealed  to 
whom  she  had  formerly  e):tended  a  protection, 
which  it  by  no  means  suited  her  present  views 
of  the  affairs  in  Scotland,  to  be  reminded  of: 
and  should  Crichton  be  brought  to  her  do* 
minions,  she  felt  convinced,  he  would  boldly 
claim  her  interference  in  his  behalf,  m  cSaim 
which  it  might  prove  equally  dangcroui,  either 
to  comply  with  or  to  refuse  Elizabeth,  there> 
fore,  wisely  judged,  that  a  scaffold  or  perpetui 
imprisonment  in  a  foreign  country,  would  I 
the  most  effectual  means  of  ridding  her  of  o 
she  feared. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  de6ne  the  feelings  qC_ 
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Harry  Knox^  when  he  found  himself  fettered, 
and  borne  rapidly  on  to  what  he  doubted  not, 
must  be  awarded  to  a  pirate — an  ignominious 
death.  Yet,  the  thought  of  his  own  peril  was 
scarcely  less  dreadful  to  him,  than  the  certainty 
that  Mary  Leslie  was  in  the  power  of  that 
ruffian,  from  whom  he  had  once  rescued  her. 
He  felt  that  to  deliver  her  from  the  fate  which 
threatened  her,  he  could  have  met  his  own  doom 
cheerfully ;  and  as  he  thought  how  powerless 
he  now  was,  to  afford  the  protection  of  which 
she  stood  so  much  in  need,  he  strained  the 
cords  that  bound  his  wrists  in  impotent  rage. 
The  object  of  his  solicitude  was  in  less  danger, 
however,  than  the  young  sailor  imagined,  since 
those  who  conducted  the  prisoners  from  the 
ship  to  the  dungeon  appointed  for  their  present 
residence,  finding  that  the  young  Scottish  lady, 
had  been  captured  by  the  pirates,  appointed 
her  superior  accommodation,  and  e\cry  protcc* 
tion  was  extended  towards  her  aud  her  com- 

o  5 
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panioc^  until  the  pleasure  of  the  Danish  Mon- 
arch could  be  known.  Thus,  for  the  present 
at  least,  she  was  beyond  the  reach  of  Kirk,  and 
freed  from  his  hateful  presence,  she  waited 
quietly  the  hour  of  freedom.  By  the  ship 
which  set  sail  for  England,  as  soon  as  it  had  deli- 
vered up  the  prisoners^  Mary  Leslie  despatched 
another  letter  to  Tracy,  and  she  felt  full  confi- 
dence that  he  would  lose  no  time  in  rescuing 
her  from  her  painful  situation. 

Each  hour  Crichtonand  Harry  Knox  expected 
the  mandate  to  arrive,  which  would  give  them 
to  the  block ;  but  still  they  lingered  on,  in  that 
state  of  fevered  anxiety,  compared  with  which, 
certainty,  though  of  all  we  dread,  may  be  termed 
a  blessing.  Their  doom  had  been  fixed  as  soon  as 
they  landed  in  Denmark,  but  it  was  suspended 
by  the  very  means  taken  to  ensure  and  hasten  it. 

Provoked  beyond  measure  that  the  prize,  for 
which  he  had  encountered  no  small  share  of 
danger,  was  snatched  from  him  at  the  very  mo- 
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ment  he  felt  most  secure  of  possession.  Kirk 
resolved  to  revenge  himself  on  Crichton,  whose 
unexpected  presence  in  the  island^  had  in  some 
degree  frustrated  his  plans,  and  he  believed 
that  to  ensure  a  signal  punishment,  it  was  only 
necessary  to  reveal  the  real  name  of  the  pirate^ 
together  with  the  heinous  offences  charged  upon 
him.  But  this  disclosure,  far  from  producing 
its  intended  result,  at  once  placed  his  victim 
in  safety,  as  far  as  regarded  his  life,  since 
his  rank  was  found  too  high  to  be  degraded  to 
the  level  of  a  common  malefactor.  Full  of 
wrath  at  this  double  failure.  Kirk  proceeded 
to  England,  there  to  claim  his  portion  of  the 
reward,  promised  to  those  who  should  assist  in 
capturing  the  great  northern  pirate. 

LfCaving  the  traitor  to  enjoy  the  fruits  of  his 
perfidy,  we  will  still  linger  round  the  prison  of 
Crichton  ;  and  should  it  be  found  that^  for  the 
sake  of  brevity  we  have  compressed  the  eveuts 
of  a  few  years  into  as  many  months^  we  must 
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plead  iu  extenuntioii,  that  the  monotony  c 
prison  life  can  oSur  little  that  might  wamnt 
any  endeavours  to  recount  it.  One  circum- 
stance we  must  notice,  that  Harrj  Knoi» 
through  the  represeiitalion  of  Mary  Leslie  ivas 
looked  on  like  herself,  as  the  unwilling  captive 
of  the  pirates,  and  his  being  with  Crichion  io 
that  unfortunate  expedition  was  imputed  to 
compulsion ;  hence,  though  detained  until  the 
final  determination  of  His  Majesty  should  be 
known,  the  young  eailor  was  allowed  a  d<^ee 
of  liberty  which  rendered  hia  doom  much  le» 
severe  than  that  of  Crichton,  who  was  cloael; 
immured,  and  treated  with  a  degree  of  harsh- 
ness, which  the  crimes  charged  upon  him  in 
some  respects  warranted.  At  iirsi,  Hany 
Knox  was  iiermilCed  to  enter    Ins    cell,    I 


this  indulgence  was  denied  the  pirate, 


whilst  I 


in  that  most  severe  punishment  that  can  be 
alloted  to  the  guilty — solitary  confinement) 
lie  felt  in  all  its  awful  effects   the  gacm 
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of  that  worm  which  dieth  not.  Harry  Kqox 
woald  gladly  have  obtained  a  reverBioii  of 
the  stem  decree  which  closed  Crichton's 
door  against  him,  but  he  pleaded  in  vain, 
and  was  therefore  obliged  to  rest,  with  learn- 
ing, from  time  to  time,  that  the  pirate  was  well, 
and  growing  reconciled  to  his  gloomy  dun- 
geon. 

But  while  thus  prohibited  offering  the 
soothing  consolation  of  sympathising  friend- 
ship to  him,  who  had  formeriy  led  captive 
his  youthful  imaginations,  Harry  Knox  found 
himself  at  liberty  to  visit  the  apartments 
allotted  to  Mary  Leslie  and  Dame  Margaret, 
and  it  will  scarcely  be  doubted  that  the  society 
of  a  young  and  lovely  woman  indemnified  him 
for  other  disappointments.  Mary  on  her  part 
was  soon  led  to  watch  for  the  hour  of  hit 
coming,  with  an  eagerness  which  in  the  simpli- 
city of  her  heart  she  attributed  solely  to  the 
interest  taken  in  one  who  she  feared  had  in  the 
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debasing  society  into  which  he  had  t)e^n  thrown^ 
lost  some  of  that  elevation  of  mind  and  feeling 
she  believed  inherent  in  hi3  nature.     She  knew 
him  brave  even  to  rashness^  generous,  and  quick 
to  revenge,  or  to  forgive  an  injury,  but  he  wan- 
ted steady  principle  to  resist  evil  example,  and 
the  Scottish  maiden  flattered  herself  that  gentle 
admonition  when  uttered  by  the  sage  lip  of  seven* 
teen  would  have  its  due  influence  on  the  duc- 
tile youth  of  twenty.    During  the  conversations 
they  held,  Mary  Leslie  discovered  to  her  great 
dismay,  that  the  truths  of  religion,   his   aged 
relative  had  essayed  to  implant,  were  sapped  at 
least,  if  not  wholly  destroyed,  by  his  being  at  so 
early  an  age  cast  into  the  society  of  his  Catholic 
uncle  ;  and  with  the  warm  enthusiasm  of  youth 
she  sought  to  win  him  back  to  the  creed   from 
which  he  had   strayed.     Interest   then,   in  his 
spiritual  welfare,  was  the  sheep^s  coat  in  which 
the  wolf  love  slily  enveloped  himself  to  gain  aa 
entrance  into  her  heart,   and  we  may  venture 
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to  remark  without  giving  offence  to  any  fair 
damsel  who  seeks  to  win  some  male  friend  from, 
the  error  of  his  ways^  that  under  this  same 
guise  the  cunning  spoiler  has  better  prospect  of 
success  than  under  the  fairest  mask  ever  invent- 
ed by  the  giddy  votary  of  pleasure. 

It  was  from  one  of  these  delightful  conversa- 
tions^ wherein  much  had  been  said  to  very  little 
purpose,  though  the  arguments  used  by  Mary 
Leslie  might  have  done  credit  to  one  of  riper 
age^  that  the  young  sailor  was  summoned  by 
the  grim  jailor,  whose  province  it  was  to  attend 
on  Crichton.  As  the  rough  head  garnished  by 
its  fur  cap,  and  the  fierce  eye  of  this  man 
caught  the  attention  of  Mary  Leslie,  she 
started  and  with  difficulty  suppressed  the  cry 
that  rose  to  her  lips.  In  her  trepidation,  the 
little  bible  from  which  she  had  borrowed  words, 
when  she  felt  her  own  fail  in  carrying  the  weight 
she  would  fain  have  given   to  her   arguments. 
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fell  from  her  hand.  Harry  lifted  it  from  the 
ground  and  sought  to  reassure  her/' 

*'  He  will  not  harm  you  lady/'  he  said,  re- 
plying to  the  startled  look  she  threw  towards 
the  man  who  leaned  against  the  door,  ''  he 
comes  to  bring  me  tidings  of  our  friend,  per- 
chance he  is  ill  and  needs  help/* 

**  Nay,  take  it  with  you/'  she  replied,  as 
ashamed  of  her  fear,  she  made  an  effort  to 
conquer  it,  and  speaking  of  the  book  he  held 
towards  her,  ^^  take  it  with  you,  in  sickness  and 
sorrow  it  contains  a  medicine  of  more  value 
than  the  compounds  of  the  apothecary/' 

**  When  uttered  by  your  lips  lady,  they  do 
indeed  impart  a  soothing  balm,  but  from  mine 
1  fear  me,  their  effect  would  be  loRt/* 

Mary  shook  her  head,  and  taking  the  volume 
from  his  outstretched  hand,  said  solemnly, 
"  the  day  will  come  when  you  Mill  learn  all 
that  this  book  contains  for  youf  good,  and  how 
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will  you  then  bless  the  hand  that  bestowed  ic 


upon  you.'^ 


<( 


And  the  lips  that  sought  to  reveal  its  hid- 
den meaning,  to  my  dull  brain,^  Harry  an-* 
swered,  smiling  at  her  earnestness,  ''  but 
yonder  man  grows  impatient^  farewell  sweet 
lady,  doubt  not  that  I  will  return  to-morrow, 
and  bring  you  tidings  of  one  you  feel  interested 
for,  spite  of  his  unholy  calling/' 

He  left  the  room  with  his  savage  looking 
guide,  leaving  Mary  Lieslie  a^prey  to  the  vague 
apprehension  of  some  ooming  evil.  She 
watched  impatiently  for  the  hour,  when  he 
should  return,  and  relieve  or  confirm  her  fears ; 
it  came,  but  brought  not  the  promised  visitor ; 
and  in  the  bitterness  of  disappointment^  Mary 
Leslie  was  almost  tempted  to  abandon  herself 
to  despaic^  believing  she  was  deprived  of  the 
only  being  to  whom  she  trusted  for  protec- 
tion. 

On  questioning  his  guide  Harry  Knox  found 
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that  Crichton  had  been  attacked  by  fever,  and 
but  little  hope  remained  of  his  recovery. 

'^  He  has  raved  of  you  ever  since  he  was 
taken  ill,'^  the  man  continued,  ^^  and  the  leech 
gave  orders  to-day  that  you  should  be  sent  for ; 
he  thinks  seeing  you,  mayhap,  will  help  to  cure 
him.'* 

At  rived  at  the  prisoner's  cell,  the  jailor  ap- 
plied the  clumsy  key,  and  as  the  hinges  grated 
harshly  on  the  ear,  he  motioned  his  companion 
to  enter ;  this  done,  the  door  again  closed  with 
a  report  that  echoed  through  the  vaulted  pas- 
sages, and  the  young  sailor  found  himself  en- 
closed in  a  low,  damp  vault,  feebly  illumined  by 
the  light  which  found  its  way  through  a  small 
grating.  As  his  eye  became  accustomed  to  the 
gloom,  he  descerned  an  undefined  heap  lying 
in  one  corner,  which,  aproaching,  he  discovered 
to  be  the  unhappy  pirate,  stretched  on  straw, 
either  sleeping  or  in  a  state  of  stupefaction. 
It  was  the  hour  for  the  visit  of  the  learned 
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leech^  whose  entrance  was  announced  by  the 
same  appalling  sounds  that  had  ushered  Harry, 
to  this  abode  of  misery  ;  they  had  now,  how- 
ever, a  more  visible  influence  on  the  prisoner, 
occasioned  probably  by  their  being  repeated 
every  day  at  the  same  hour ;  the  sound  too  of 
a  voice  familiar  to  his  ear  aided  their  effect,  and 
making  a  sudden  effort  Crichton  sat  erect. 
From  th^  check  the  wretched  man  received,  as 
he  endeavoured  to  bend  forward,  Harry  Knox's 
attention  was  drawn  to  a  thick  chain  passed 
round  his  middle,  and  fastened  to  an  iron  ring 
in  the  wall.  Harry  was  at  a  loss  to  account  for 
this  strange  severity,  but  he  soon  became  pain- 
fully aware  of  the  apparent  necessity  for  such 
a  measure. 

^  Is  his  friend  with  him  ?''  the  leech  asked 
as  he  entered  the  cell ;  and  receiving  an  an- 
swer in  the  affirmative ;  he  continued,  ^  'tis 
well,  wait  here  till  I  call  you,  and  give  me  the 
lamp.''     He  drew  near,  and  raising  the  light 
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his  attendant  had  placed  in  his  hand>  fixed  a 
scrutinising  glance  on  the  young  sailor.  What 
the  result  of  his  observation  was^  we  cannot 
determine  ;  but  the  same  means  which  obtained 
for  him  a  view  of  the  object  of  his  curiosity 
gave  Harry  Knox  a  full  sight  of  the  mediciner. 
He  was  a  tall^  slender  man  of  about  fifty  years 
of  age ;  the  painful  feeling  of  finding  himself  in 
the  presence  of  those  he  believed  far  above  him 
in  rank,  an  unfailing  source  of  discomfort  to 
mean  minds,  had  produced  an  ungainly  posi- 
tion of  the  body,  which  could  scarcely  be  de- 
nominated a  stoop,  but  carried  with  it  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  perpetual  bow.  His  face  was  one 
of  those  owl  like  visages  whence  every  expre»« 
sion  is  banished  save  an  assumption  of  dull 
gravity,  which  frequently  passes  current  with 
the  world  as  the  effect  of  profound  sense,  espe- 
cially if  happily  assisted  by  a  pair  of  black, 
beetling  brows. 

The  leech  turned  towards  Orichton,  placing 
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the  lamp  in  such  a  direction  that  its  rays  fell  on 
the  sick  man's  countenance ;  a  thxili  of  horror 
shot  through  Harry's  frame  as  the  emaciated 
form  of  his  poor  friend  was  thus  marked  out; 
The  bones,  from  which  erery  particle  of  flesh 
seemed  to  have  shrunk,  were  developed  with 
appalling  accuracy,  while  the  scanty  strip  of 
blanket,  the  prisoner's  only  covering,  concealed 
but  little  of  their  outline ;  the  face,  drawn  and 
hollow,  told  a  tale  of  heart  rending  privation. 
But  it  was  the  eye  that  fixed  his  attention,  for 
in  that  he  read  the  fearful  conviction,  that  the 
being  who  was  in  other  days  the  beau  ideal  of 
his  young  imagination,  was  now  before  him  a 
prisoner,  chained,  and  a  maniac ! 

As  the  truth  forced  itself  upon  the  youth's 
mind  he  covered  his  eyes,  as  if  to  shut  out  for 
ever  that  frightful  image,  and  groau^  aloud. 
The  sound  attracted  Crichton,  who,  making  a 
furious  effort  to  burst  his  chain,  shrieked  in  an 
agony  of  rage   as  he  found  himself  dragged 
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back  J  then  grasping  the  leech's  arins  with  both  ] 
his  hands,  drew  him  closer,  and  hid  hia  face  on 
his  shoulder.  Suddenly  he  raised  his  head,  sad 
the  blood-shot  eye  roamed  wildly  round  as  if  in  J 
Search  of  some  dreaded  object. 

"  Did  you  not  hear  him  ?"  he  whispered. 

Sympathy  was  evidently  not  one  of  thrl 
leech's  virtues ;  his  look  evinced  the  same  calm 
inditferencc  as  at  his  enCrance,  and  without 
answering  the  poor  maniac,  or  endeavouring  in 
any  way  to  calm  the  fear  which  evidently  shook 
his  enfeebled  frame,  the  man  of  science  pro- 
ceeded to  feel  his  patient's  pulse.  Provoked  by 
the  coldness  of  his  look  and  manner,  Harry 
Knox  abruptly  asked  whether  nothing  could  be  J 
done  to  relieve  the  sufferer.  In  his  eagemeai 
the  young  sailor  approached  close  to  the  inva- 
lid, and  kneeling  doivn,  the  better  to  reach 
htm,  the  light  of  the  lamp  fell  directly  over  him 
and  Criohton  obtained  a  full  view  of  hia  face ; 
but  the  sight  only  augmenttd  his  horror. 
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"  There*  there  !*'  he  said  poiating  to  Harry, 
^'  I  told  you  he  was  come,  and  I  must  go  with 
him — where  would  you  drag  me? — not  that 
way,  it  leads  to  the  ruins ! — ^to  my  trial  ? — that 
is  over,  and  I  was  pronounced  guiltless — yes 
guiltless,  thanks  to  power  and  gold  !  he  thought 
I  could  not  escape,  but  I  did,  ha  I  ha  !  ha !" 

^^  For  heaven's  sake,  of  what  does  he  speak  ?" 
Harry  asked. 

'*Of  that  which  has  brought  him  to  this 
fearful  pass,"  the  leech  replied  with  a  solemn 
shake  of  the  head ;  ''  'tis  some  dark  crime  that 
haunts  him  thus,  and  mocks  the  power  of 
medicine  to  restore  a  healthy  tone  to  the  body.'' 
Again  Crichton  broke  out  into  that  wild  and 
rambling  talk  in  which  madness  gives  vent  to 
the  mingled  ideas  that  rush  like  a  torrent 
through  the  perturbed  brain. 

^^  Hist !"  he  said,  raising  himself  a  little  and 
peering   cautiously  down,   as   if  in  the  act  of 
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watching  some  object  of  interest^  ^^  art  sure  it 
is  not  out  ?  No,  no,  there  it  lies  smouldring 
away — it  will  soon  reach  the  train — now  it  is 
close — hark  !  it  explodes  ! — save  yourselves  !" 
he  threw  himself  on  the  straw,  endeavouring  to 
heap  it  round,  as  if  to  bide  himself  from  some 
danger*  Then  again  more  calmly,  he  con- 
tinued, '*  Now  it  is  over  !  search  for  the  body.'* 
Again  he  looked  carefully  round,  and  his  eye 
fell  on  Harry  Knox.  ^^  He  is  here !  but  not 
dead  !  fools  !  idiots  !  how  has  he  escaped  ?  did 
you  not  tell  me  he  was  killed  ?  Nay  then,  upon 
him  with  your  daggers  ! — quick !  quick  !  before 
he  can  raise  the  alarm ! — Archie  ! — Parson  ! — 
where  are  they  ? — gone  !  and  I  am  alone  with 
the  dead — the  murdered !"  He  fell  back  ex- 
hausted by  his  raving;  seeing  him  powerless 
the  leech  proceeded  to  pour  from  a  small  silver 
flask  some  drops,  which  he  diluted  with  water 
from  the  pitcher  that  stood  beside ;  then  put 
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the  cup  to  his  patient's  lips^  who  eagerly 
swallowed  the  cooling  beverage  and  presently 
fell  into  a  deep  sleep. 

*^  The  fit  is  over  for  the  present,"  the  leech 
observed,  ^^  and  he  will  sleep  some  time.  My 
object  in  sending  for  you,  young  sir,  has  fttled, 
since  it  is  clear  he  does  not  know  you,  or  mis- 
takes you  for  another.  Tou  may  therefore 
withdraw  as  soon  as  you  please,  since  you  can 
derive  small  benefit  firom  the  raving  of  a  nuul* 
man." 


it 


Do  you  think  his  reason  is  quite  gone  ?^' 
I  will  not  take  upon  myself  to  determine 
that ;  the  mind  will  in  most  cases  recover  its 
tone  even  where  the  delirium,  occasioned  by 
fever,  has  been  violent  and  protracted;  but 
then,  in  the  generality  of  cases,  the  phantoms 
which  haunt  the  feverish  couch,  are  airy  visions 
that  come  and  go,  as  the  nervous  system  is  more 
or  less  excited.  The  root  of  this  prisoner's 
malady  draws  its  vitality  from  the  source  of 
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truth ;  and  those  horrid  images  which  now  pre- 
sent themselves  to  the  poor  wretch^  brain 
have  probably  for  months^  perhaps  for  years, 
held  a  predominate  situation  in  his  thoughts. 
Credit  me,  young  sir,  the  mind  of  man,  when 
sound,  will  wrestle  with  a  secret  which  may 
sorely  burden  it ;  aye,  and  hold  it  firmly ;  but 
let  that  mind  be  touched  by  bodily  suffering, 
and  a  view  of  death,  it  relaxes  its  hold,  and  the 
secret  so  long  hidden  from  every  human  eye,  is 
proclaimed  to  the  world,  even  by  him  who  has 
so  strictly  guarded  it.** 

^^  Can  he  not  be  brought  to  confess?  is  there 
no  priest  near  to  whom  he  might  unburden 
his  conscience  ?*' 

^^  Men  say  he  is  no  good  Catholic,  and  that 
he  turns  from  a  confessor  as  he  would  from 
Beelzebub.  I  thought  he  might  be  brought  to 
speak  to  you,  but  he  does  not  know  you,  it 
cannot  therefore  be  expected  he  should  make  a 
stranger  his  father  confessor." 
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I  will  make  one  more  trial,*'  Harry  said ; 
when  he  wakes,  perhaps  he  may  know  me.^ 
As  you  please/'  the  other  rejoined  coldly, 
^'  for  my  part,  accustomed  as  I  am  to  scenes  of 
this  kind,  I  own  I  should  not  feel  quite  com* 
fortable  to  find  myself  enclosed  in  a  vault  like 
this,  alone  with  a  maniac ;  true  he  is  chained, 
but  it  sometimes  happens  that  the  strongest 
bonds  are   ineffectual,  when  opposed  to  the 
preternatural  strength  of  insanity  ;  however,  if 
you  are  determined  to  stay  with  the  patient,  I 
would  counsel  you  to  beware  how  you  irritate 
him.     I  will  leave  the  lamp  if  my  attendant  is 
provided  with  a  light  to  conduct  me  through 
the  labyrinths  of  this  subterranean  world*'' 
'^  Are  there  many  prisoners  confined  here  ?*' 
Something  like  a  smile  disturbed,  for  a  mo* 
ment,  the  stillness  of  the  leech's  face,   as  he 
answered, — '^  The  castle  of  Malroay  can  boast 
of  as  good  accommodation  for  prisoners,  and  of 
as  goodly  a  stock  thereof  as  any  caetle  in 
H  3 
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Europe.    But   I  am  transgressing  the  rules^ 
which  prescribe  total  silence  on  all  the  secrets 
of  a  state  prison.     Farewell,  young  gentleman^ 
to-morrow  at  the  same  time,  my  duty  will  lead 
me  again  to  this  celL    My  assistant  will  be 
here  at  an  early  hour,  when  he  will  liberate  you , 
for  by  that  time  you  will  doubtless  feel  weary 
of  your  self-imposed  penance ;   till  then  you 
must  submit  to  be  locked  up  with  the  prisoner/' 
So  saying,  M'ith  an  important  look  and  slow 
step,  the  leech  withdrew,  and  the  grating  of 
the  key,  and  two  massive  bolts,  told  that  all 
egress  from  the  dungeon  was  impracticable.    It 
would  be  too  much  to  assert  that  the  young 
sailor  felt  none  of  that  cold  chill  which  per- 
vades the  human  frame  when  the  principle  of 
instinct  within,  warns  us  of  the  proximity  of 
danger ;  but  his  was  not  a  nature  to   be  long 
oppressed  by  such  fears,  and  rousing  himself 
to  courage  and  confidence,  he  threw  himself  on 
a  block  of  wood,  which  furnished   the  only 
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approach  to  a  seat  the  dungeon  afforded^  in- 
dulging in  that  chain  of  thought  his  situation 
naturally  inspired. 

He  reflected  on  his  connexion  with  the 
strange  man  who  lay  before  him ;  on  the  events 
which  led  to  that  connexion ;  he  recollected  tiie 
emotions  which  had  so  frequently  marked  the 
pirate's  manner  when  he  had  unexpectedly 
met  his  eye;  this  visible  perturbation,  too, 
strangely  coincided  with  a  vague  idea  of  words 
spoken  by  his  grandmother,  who  told  of  a 
stranger  Knight,  that  in  the  days  of  his  child- 
hood sought  possession  of  him,  because  he^bore 
the  look  of  one  he  had  wronged;  and  this 
tale  was  confirmed  by  what  he  had  heard  fall 
from  Crichton*s  lips  in  his  ravings.  Harry 
could  not  regard  these  words  wholly  as  the  off 
spring  of  a  diseased  imagination,  since  the 
tenor  of  Crichton's  conduct  during  the  whole 
time  of  their  acquaintance,  had  proved  there 
was  foundation  for  the   idea  they  conveyed. 
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What  inference  then  could  be  drawn  from  this 
extraordinary  coincidence  ?  solely  this^  that  the 
pirate  had  foully  murdered  some  relative  of 
Harry  Knox,  probably  his  fallier ;  since  thus 
mueh  of  his  history  had  been  confided  to  the 
youth  by  his  grandmother^  that  he  was  nobly 
born  and  that  his  father's  days  had  been  cut 
short  by  violence.  How  intently  Harry  watch- 
ed that  sleeping  form,  and  impatiently  longed 
yet  dreaded  to  behold  the  eyes  again  unclose  ! 
But  hour  after  hour  passed  away,  and  still  the 
effects  of  that  soporific  draught  were  not  ex* 
hausted. 

Meanwhile  the  lamp  burned  low,  and  Harry 
Knox,  unwilling  to  be  leil  in  total  darkness  with 
such  a  companion,  rose,  and  softly  approached 
the  light  to  find  if  he  could  replenish  it.  As 
he  moved,  the  calm  repose  of  Crichton  became 
troubled,  and  he  muttered  a  few  words  that 
plainly  shewed  his  mind  was  still  occupied 
with  the  subject  which  had  engrossed  it  at  the 
moment  he  fell  asleep. 
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Fearful  of  rousing  him  entirely^  Harry 
paused  in  the  effort  he  was  about  to  make,  to 
revive  the  expiring  lamp ;  that  moment  lost, 
could  not  be  redeemed ;  the  light  burst  up  with 
a  portentous  brightness — quivered — then  sank 
in  complete  extinction.  Crichton  started  from 
sleep,  and  with  the  querulous  wailing  of  sick- 
ness, pain,  and  childlike  terror,  lamented  the 
darkness  in  which  he  found  himself;  while 
dreading  the  effects  which  the  presence  of  a 
stranger,  whom  he  had  no  means  of  discerning, 
might  have  on  his  fevered  mind,  Harry  Knox 
scarcely  permitted  himself  to  breathe.  Appa- 
rently the  fierce  paroxysm  which  precede  his 
sleep  had  subsided,  as  it  was  in  a  milder  strain, 
that  he  pursued  the  thread  of  the  discourse  he 
had  held  while  the  fever  fit  was  on  him. 

"  I  dreamed  it,^'  he  muttered,  ^'  for  he  is  dead, 
aye,  and  buried  too,  that]I  saw — and  yet  he  has 
been  with  me  since — alive,  and  talking  to  me — 
I  must  tell  Maitland  of  this — Archie  too  shall 
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find  him  out  if  be  lives,  end  then — ha 
to  see  how  he  went  skimming  through  the  air 
like  a  bird !  it  vrm  a  dreary  night — dark — dark 
as  it  is  now  ;  but  he  had  light  enough  to  find 
his  way  aloft — and  they  say  Archie  has  confes- 
sed, and  that  is  why  I  am  here — he  dared  not ! 
for  he  laid  the  train — and  then  he  has  sworn 
never  to  betray  me — 1  wish  he  was  here — my 
head  is  confused,  and  I  must  have  no  confessor 
but  the  Parson  of  Glasgow,  he  will  set  all  right 
between  me  and  heaven.  Heaven  I  that  is  boc 
forme — does  it  not  say,  no  murderer? — no, 
hell  is  my  portion  for  ever."  Overpowered 
by  the  fiightful  images  that  crowded  on  ha 
mind,  the  wretched  man  sank  down  witlt 
hysterical  sob. 

The  position  Harry  Knox  had  hithi 
maintained,  motionless  as  a  statue,  had  by  thi» 
time  become  painful,  and  he  sought  to  chan^*^ 
it,  the  movement  slight  as  it  was  caught  Crich- 
ton's  ear,  sharpened  by  disease  to  an 


.m^^ 
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acutenefls.  ^^  Some  one  is  near  me^*'  he  said 
wildly,  '^  who  art  thou !  speak !  angel  or  devil 
let  me  hear  my  doom.'* 

"  Tis  I,  Harry  Knox,  your  friend,** 

^'  Harry  Knox,  ha !  I  know  you  now,  'tis 
you  who  have  followed  me  in  his  likeness  like  a 
shadow/* 

"  Who  do  you  mean  ?*'  Harry  asked  in  a 
soothing  tone,  '^  you  have  been  ill,  dear  Crich- 
ton,  and  have  had  many  wild  fancies/' 

''  Fancies !  Call  you  the  truth,  damning 
truth,  fancies  ? — but  how  now,  fellow  ! — no 
observance — no  respect — do  you  not  know 
me? — down  on  your  bended  knee  and  ask 
pardon  of  the  Queen  of  Scotland's  husband.'' 

"  Alas!"  thought  his  auditor,  '^he  raves 
again,  and  my  chance  of  learning  the  truth 
from  him  is  less  than  ever,  yet  he  knew  me  this 


moment." 


*^  So,"  the  pirate  continued, "  you  are  humbled 
to  the  dust  now — 'tis  well — rise,  we  pardon  you9 
H  5 
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seeing  it  arose  from  ignorance  of  our  real  rank— - 
hand  me  the  paper^  I  will  myself  sign  your 
pardon.  How  !  can  you  not  read  ?  yet  'tis 
written  in  characters^  as  clear  and  shining  as  the 
stars  of  heaven — James  Hepburn,  Elarl  of  Both- 
well,  and  Duke  of  Orkney/* 

Here  then  was  the  clue  to  all  that  mystery 
which  had  hung  over  this  unhappy  man ;  since 
in  that  poor  maniac,  lay  all  that  remained  of  him 
whose  turbulent  passions,  and  dark  crimes,  had 
plunged  a  nation  in  anarchy  and  confusion,  and 
like  the  withering  breath  of  the  sirocco,  had 
blighted  the  fairest  floweret  that  ever  bloomed 
on  earth. 

Harry  Knox  was  at  no  loss  to  guess  that 
the  crime  which  planted  his  feverish  couch 
with  thorns,  was  the  murder  of  the  ill  fated 
Damley,  in  which  it  was  never  for  a  moment 
doubted,  Bothwell  had  taken  an  active  share. 
Yet  after  all,  might  the  ravings  of  a  mad 
man  be  relied  on,  and  was  it  indeed  that 
lawless  noble  who  thus  lay  chained  in  a  dun- 
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geon?  Harry  Knox  felt  neither  power  nor 
ioclination  to  break  the  ailence  which  follow- 
ed the  utterance  of  that  name ;  and  the,  jailor 
when  he  presented  himself  at  the  accustomed 
hour,  found  the  youth  pale,  agitated^  and 
scarcely  possessing  more  perception  than  the 
motionless  form  of  Crichton — or  Bothwell^  as 
we  shall  hereafter  call  him. 

^^  He  is  dead  I  think/'  the  man  said  bending 
over  the  straw,  ^^  What  has  chanced  to  send 
him  off  so  sudden  ?  but  'tis  sometimes  the  way 
with  these  madmen;  one  minute  they  are 
hallooing  and  shouting,  and  the  next  they  go 
off  like  the  snuff  of  a  candle.  But  you  seem 
none  the  better  for  a  night's  rest  in  the  dungeon, 
youngster,  the  leech  bade  me  let  you  forth  if 
ye  liked  it^  so  you  had  better  come." 

^^  Are  you  sure  he  is  quite  dead  ?"  Harry 
asked  approaching  the  body,  then  placing  his 
hand  on  Bothwell's  heart,  he  added,  "  no,  he 
i^  warm,  and  I  feel  his  heart  beat,  though  but 
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feebly.     Help  me  to  rouse  him,  or  he  will  pass 
away  in  this  death-like  stupor/' 

**  And  why  should  you  do  that  ?'  the  jailor 
asked  in  some  surprise,  ^  ^is  better  he  shouI4 
die  quiet  like,  than  rave  and  tear  as  I  have 
seen  him  i  so  with  your  good  leave,  fair  sir,  I 
will  e'en  let  him  be  as  he  is  ;  he  wants  no  fbod^ 
thafs  clear.  I  can  do  nought  for  him ;  and 
unless  you  come  along  with  me,  you  must  just 
wait  here  till  the  leech  comes,  when  I  take  it 
you  will  be  ready  for  breakfast.'^ 

'*  I  cannot  leave  him  friend,  but  will  wait  his 
waking  again,  I  must  hear  more.^ 

^  Humph  r'  the  man  muttered  to  himseli^ 
^*  he  has  caught  the  infection,  and  will  soon  be 
mad  as  'tother ;  if  the  doctor's  patients  encrease 
in  this  way,  he  must  look  out  for  more  help, 
for  I  shan't  stand  it.  No  doubt  he  foresaw 
what  would  happen,  and  so  just  cooped  up  the 
poor  boy  for  the  night.  Well,  young  gentle- 
man, have  you  made  up  your  mind  to  go  witK 
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me  ?  trust  me  you  will  repent  if  you  stay  longer 
in  this  rat*s  hole.^ 
'*  I  will  not  leave  him  while  life  lasts.^ 
^^  Well,  well,  if  wilful  wUl,  wilful  must,  so 
fare  xjt  well,  I  must  go  and  feed  the  other 
rooks  that  are  crying  out  for  food  by  this 
time.** 

He  left  the  dungeon,  and  Harry  Knox  was 
again  enclosed  in  a  living  tomb;  but  a  new  and 
engrossing  feeling  had  taken  possession  of  the 
youth^s  mind,  rendering  him  unmindful  of  all 
beside.  He  burned  to  know,  whether  Both- 
well  could  throw  any  light  on  his  parentage, 
and  what  was  the  singular  fiseling  that  actuated 
his  conduct  towards  him,  while  a  prisoner  on 
the  island  ;  a  feeling  which  seemed  to  act  with 
force  sufficient  to  overpower  every  other,  and 
even  amid  the  wild  career  of  a  pirate,  bring  his 
thoughta  invariably  to  one  points 

Bothwell  was  still  in  the  same  torpid  state, 
when  the  learned  leech  once  more  stood  betide 
him. 
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^^  It  is  the  crisis  of  the  disorder/'  he  said  in 
reply  to  a  question  Harry  put.  ^^  Should  the 
raving  return  when  he  awakes^  it  may  be  some 
time  before  he  is  released  by  death,  for  to  that 
alone  we  can  bok  for  relief  in  such  a  case,  as 
this ;  but  should  the  patient  wake  calm^  and 
with  restored  sense,  then  the  hour  of  dissolu- 
tion is  at  hand ;  has  he  said  aught  that  may 
lead  you  to  conjecture  the  cause  of  his  unhappy 
8ta*e  ?*' 

^^  He  has  uttered  words,  that  if  confidence 
could  be  placed  in  them,  would  in  some  sort 
account  for  the  disorder  of  his  mind." 

The  leech  turned  his  dull  leaden  eye  on 
the  young  sailor's  &ce,  as  he  said,  '^  you  are 
then  ignorant  of  this  man's  history  ?" 

^^  Not  if  he  is  indeed  the  nobleman  he  calls 
himself." 

^^  His  real  name  and  rank,"  the  doctor  con* 
tinned,  ^^  were  revealed  by  him  through  whose 
means  it  seems  he   was  captured,  and  these 
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saved  him  from  the  gibbet.  Nor  would  you, 
young  sir,  have  escaped,  for  you  too  were  con- 
demned as  the  chief  aider  and  abettor  in  his 
crimes ;  but  the  fair  damsel  who  was  brought 
hither  with  you,  pleaded  so  powerfully  in  your 
behalf,  asserting  that  you  were  no  pirate,  save 
on  compulsion,  that  our  gracious  King  ex- 
tended his  royal  clemency  towards  you,  being 
unwilling  the  son  should  suffer  for  the  faults 
of  the  father/' 

^'  What  mean  you  }^  Harry  Knox  demanded 
with  a  look  of  horror,  ^*  can  it  be  thought  that 
he  who  gave  me  being,  is  a  murderer?'' 

•*  So  his  Majesty  of  Denmark  believes,'*  the 
doctor  replied,  without  noticing  the  youth's 
expression  of  agony. 

"He  has  no  son,"  Harry  rejoined,  "  his  first 
wife,  whom  he  divorced  bore  him  no  children, 
and  Mary  of  Scotland  has  but  one,  whose  father 
was  Lord  Damley — how  then  can  1  be  his 
son  ?" 
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"  Nay,  you  must  ask  himself/'  the  leech 
answered,  *^  I  know  nothing  of  your  pedigree. 
But  my  moments  are  precious,  farewell  young 
gentleman;  perhaps,  if  nothing  happens  to 
prevent  it,  I  may  repair  to  this  cell  again  in  the 
evening,  seeing  my  patient  is  in  extremity,  but 
do  not  depend  on  my  coming.*' 

With  his  usual  phlegmatic  look  and  solemn 
tread,  the  man  of  science  quitted  the  cell ; 
leaving  a  suffering  fellow-creature  to  perish 
with  all  the  indifference  he  would  hare  testified 
had  a  brute  been  in  the  tsame  condition. 

When  the  sun  was  in  the  meridian,  a  larger 
portion  of  light  found  entrance  through  the 
grating,  and  as  it  fell  on  the  sleeper,  his  com- 
panion could  observe  that  Bothweirs  slumber 
was  about  to  terminate,  the  eyelids  quivered, 
the  muscles  of  the  face  were  distorted  from 
time  to  time,  as  if  wrenched  by  some  sharp 
spasmodic  pang,  while  the  long  bony  fingers 
sought  with  convulsive  motion,  to  grasp  the 
straw  beneath  them. 
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Presently  these  paroxysms  passed  away,  and 
then  for  a  time  the  patient  lay  in  that  calm  and 
deep  repose  which  blesses  the  cradled  infant, 
before  the  over-burdened  brain  has  received  ^he 
impression  of  those  images  that  haunt  it  even  in 
sleep.  This  continued  about  an  hour,  and 
then  the  eyelids  rose,  not  with  the  sudden 
movement  which  usually  marks  our  first  waking 
but  with  a  slow  protracted  motion  such  as 
would  foUow  the  release  of  something  from 
which  a  we^ht  is  removed.  Bothwell  gazed 
round  his  prison  with  the  vacant  look  of  one 
wholly  unconscious  of  any  impression  as  con- 
veyed through  the  eye ;  his  glance  rested  on 
Harry  Knox,  and  then  it  seemed  that  recollec- 
tion first  began  to  dawn  ;  a  faint  smile  played 
on  his  ashy  lip  and  he  stretched  forth  his  hand 
which  the  young  sailor  grasped  affectionately, 
forgetful  at  the  moment  that  the  emaciated 
fingers  which  trembled  in  his  own  were  stained 
with  the  foul  crime  of  murder. 
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"  Where  have  you  been  Harry  ?**  Bothwell 
asked  in  a  feeble  tone^  ^^  I  have  been  sick,  and 
sorely  needed  you  ;  they  told  me  you  were  dead, 
but  I  knew  the  villains  lied.  See  how  they 
have  used  me/'  he  continued  pointing  to  the 
chain,  "  but  it  will  soon  be  over/* 

The  chill  damp  of  death  was  indeed  upon 
his  brow ;  Harry  Knox  stooped  to  wipe  it  away. 

^*  You  have  been  faithful  to  me,  Harry,  when 
those  who  owed  me  much  deserted,  and 
betrayed  me.  Come  near,  nearer;  I  have 
much  to  tell  you,  if  the  busy  fiend  which  ia 
ever  whispering  in  my  ear,  the  fearful  doom 
that  awaits  me,  will  give  me  time.  Do  you 
know  me  ?** 

He  gazed  anxiously  in  the  youth's  face  as  if 
he  dreaded  to  read  that  such  knowledge,  ifpos* 
sessed,  had  estranged  the  last  human  being  to 
\i  horn  he  clung. 

But  no  such  expression  was  visible,  as  Harry 
Knox  repeated  what  Bothwell  had  uttered   the 
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preceding  night.  The  prisoner's  mind  was 
evidently  relieved;  after  a  momentary  pause  he 
said  in  a  hurried  manner. 

''  Tes,  I  told  you  the  truth,  I  am  Hepburn, 
Earl  of  BothM'ell,  and  created^  by  the  affection 
of  an  ill  fated  Queen,  Duke  of  Orkney — will 
you  still  abide  by  such  a  wretch.^' 

The  young  sailor  deeply  affected,  assured  the 
sick  man  he  would  never  leave  him. 

*'  I  might  have  been  sure  of  you,"  Bothwell 
said  earnestly,  ^'  yours  is  no  mercenary  heart, 
but  a  right  noble  one.  Had  he,  you  so  much 
resemble  in  outward  form,  borne  your  noble 
nature  beneath  his  corslet,  the  page  of  history 
blotted  by  his  foul  murder,  might  have  been 
blazoned  with  his  deeds  of  chivalry.  But  death 
comes  on  apace  ;  one  boon  I  beg  ;  deny  it  not 
as  you  value  the  blessings  of  a  dying  man ;  bear 
this  token  to  Mary  Stuart  and  say,  that 
Bothwell  whom  she  so  basely  sacrificed  for  yon- 
der dotard  died  blessing  her  with  his  last  breath. 
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and  as  truly  and  devotedly  her  own  true 
Knight,  as  when  she  divided  this  slender  cir- 
clet with  him," 

He  took  from  among  the  straw,  the  sheath  of 
a  dagger  or  knife,  and  opening  the  handle,  dimr 
ihenoe  part  of  a  plain  gold  ring,  which  be 
placed  in  the  hand  of  Harry  Ejiox ;  ihen» 
seeing  the  youth  hesitated  to  reply,  he  said  in 
an  anxious  tone,  '^  will  you  refuse  my  last  re- 
quest ?** 

*'  I  may  not  promise  to  do  yoiur  errand,'* 
Harry  said  casting  his  eyes  |bn  the  ground, 
while  the  generous  blood  mantled  in  his  cheek, 
^'  since  the  Queen  of  Scotland  is  so  strictly 
guarded  that  there  is  small  chance  I  could  get 
speech  of  her-^and  if  I  could — **  He  stopped 
abruptly,  as  if  unvrilling  to  pain  the  dying  man 
by  giving  utterance  to  the  thoughts  that  stirred 
within  him.  Bothwell  saw  the  conflict,  but 
feigned  to  believe  his  unwillingness  to  take 
the  charge    he    wished   to  ^entrust  him  with. 
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arose  solely  firom  apprehension  respecting  his 
own  safety. 

^'Your  tone  is  changed/'  ^he  said  with  a 
£funt  smile,  '<  since  you  were  eager  to  storm 
castles  and  dare  death  in  a  thousand  appalling 
shiq>es,  so  you  might  win  a  look  at  this  un- 
happy princess/^ 

^^  I  knew  not  then,  it  was  Mary  Stuart  you 
spoke  of;  I  only  believed  her  a  lovely,  oppressed 
woman,  whom  every  true  son  of  chivalry  was 
bound  to  protect  and  rescue,  from  the  unjust 
captivity  in  which  she  was  held." 

^  Think  the  same  still,  good  youth.  Credit 
me,  they  who  judge  more  harshly  of  Mary 
Stuart  wrong  her  foully." 

Harry  Knox  shook  his  head  doubtfully,  then 
forgetting  to  whom  he  spoke,  said  indignantly. 

^  Call  you  that  a  foul  wrong  which  charges 
with  guilt  the  murderess  of  a  husband  ?  who, 
in  a  space  of  time  which  allows  not  that  bus- 


166  THE    LAST    DAYS    OF 

band's  ashes  to  grow   cold,  links   herself  with 
the  partner  in  her  crime  ?^* 

The  frame  of  Both  well  shook  as  if  an  ague  fit 
were  on  him  ;  and  recalled  to  a  sense  of  his  un- 
wary speech  by  witnessing  the  agony  it  occasion- 
ed)  Harry  Knox  threw  himself  on  his  knees  be- 
side the  sufferer,  and  sought  by  raising  his  head 
to  relieve  his  oppression.  Bothwell  removed 
the  hand  that  covered  his  eyes,  and  collecting 
all  his  remaining  strength  in  one  mighty  effort 
to  master  the  emotion  that  shook  him,  said. 

^^  Hear  me,  Harry  Knox,  when  on  the  faith 
of  a  dying  man  I  tell  you,  Mary  of  Scotland 
is  clear  of  the  crime  you  so  boldly  charge  upon 
her.  No,  by  all  the  dread  horrors  which  have 
never  ceased  to  haunt  my  guilty  mind  since  the 
night  of  that  murder,  for  which  I  am  about  to 
be  tried  at  God's  tribunal,  I  swear  that  Mary 
Stuart  was  ignorant  of  our  fell  intent  to  de- 
stroy Djirnley.     I  alone  perpetrated   the   deed, 
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but  Maitland  and  Morton  shared  in  planning 
it.     Are  you  satisfied  now  ?** 

iVlarmed  at  the  unnatural  brilliancy  which 
lightened  Both  well's  eye,  and  believing  the  de- 
lirium in  all  its  violence  was  returning,  Harry 
Knox  hastened  to  pacify  him  with  the  assurance 
of  his  belief  in  the  assertion  he  had  made. 

'*  Then  you  will  do  my  errand/'  Bothwell 
said,  in  a  low  tone,  <'  carry  to  her  my  blessing, 
and  say  that  Bothwell,  her  own  faithful  Knight, 
with  his  latest  words  vindicated  her  innocence 
— Swear  !'^  he  added  in  a  voice  that  made  the 
vault  ring  again. 

As  Harry  Knox  uttered  the  usual  formula 
in  which  a  promise  of  fidelity  was  couched, 
according  to  the  prescribed  rules  of  chivalry, 
Bothwell  sank  back ;  a  smile  of  satisfaction 
played  over  his  marble  features,  and  as  the 
speaker  pronounced  the  last  words,  his  spirit 
burst  its  earthly   tenement,  and  sought  that 
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unknown  region  where  its  dread  account  was 
to  be  rendered. 

Death  in  its  mildest  shape  is  a  feaiful  sight ; 
when  we  behold  the  form,  which  late  ^was 
breathing  and  moving  like  ourselves^  cold  and 
inanimate  clay^  it  chills  the  soul  to  touch.  But 
when  we  gaze  on  the  bodj  from  which  the 
spirit  has  passed,  and  know  that  its  career  has 
been  marked  by  daring  rebellion  against  the 
laws  of  its  Creator  and  Judge,  then  indeed  the 
sting  of  death  is  felt  even  by  those  who  are  not 
yet  victims  to  its  power. 

Harry  Knox  felt  all  the  awe  which  a  death 
bed  usually  inspires,  but  he  thought  not  of 
asking  the  question,  has  he  found  an  atonement 
for  his  crimes  ?  With  him,  to  die  was  release 
from  pain  and  care,  and  a  translation  into 
realms  of  happiness. 


If  ART   STUART. 


169 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


A  considerable  time  elapsed  before  the  final 
determination!  relative  to  the  remaining  pri- 
soners^ was  obtained  from  the  King  of  Den- 
mark. Mary  Leslie  had  mourned  the  fate  of 
one,  who,  amid  the  wild  license  of  a  rover's 
life,  had  ever  extended  towards  her  kindness 
and  protection ;  while  Dame  Margaret  was 
loud  in  her  thanksgivings,  that  the  author  of 
their  calamities  no  longer  cumbered  the  earth. 
One  thing  was  wanted  to  complete  the  good  old 
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lady's  satisfaction  j  she  declared  that  her  auld 
e'en  would  be  closed  with  perfect  cheerfulness 
could  they  only  see  Harry  Knox^  to  whom  she 
had  become  much  attached,  the  husband  of 
her  dear  young  lady.  Whatever  might  be 
the  thoughts  of  Mary  herself  on  this  subject, 
they  were  carefully  locked  in  her  own  bosom — 
but  in  proportion  as  the  time  drew  near  for 
her  expected  introduction  to  Henry  Tracy,  a 
restless  anxiety  took  place  of  the  quiet  resigna- 
tion that  had  hitherto  marked  her  manner — 
this  might  arise  from  the  anxious  state  of  sus- 
pense in  which  she  was  kept,  from  the  daily 
expectation  of  receiving  some  intimation  from 
Tracy.  It  came  at  length  in  the  form  of  a 
letter,  couched  in  a  strain  of  chilling  politeness, 
a  stranger  might  have  used ;  it  spoke  of  regret 
at  her  late  trials,  regret  increased  by  its  not 
being  in  the  writer's  power  to  compensate  for 
them  by  offering  her  an  asylum  at  his  house  ; 
a  step  which  was  rendered  impracticable  by 
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the  severe  indisposition  of  his  mother,  which 
threatened  to  terminate  fatally.  Under  these 
circumstances,  Tracy  counselled  his  fair  bride 
to  return  to  her  former  residence  in  Scotland, 
there  to  sojourn,  under  the  protection  of  her 
guardian,  until  such  time  as  he  should  be  able 
to  conduct  her  in  person  to  her  destined  home. 
A  chill  crept  to  the  heart  of  the  Scottish 
maiden,  as  she  folded  up  the  unsatisfactory 
scroll,  and  a  bright  tear-drop  found  its  way 
into  her  large  hazel  eye ;  but  pride  checked  its 
further  course,  and  she  tried  to  cheat  herself 
into  the  belief,  that  the  rules  of  high  society 
prescribed  to  her  lover  this  tone  of  cold  re- 
serve. 

A  few  days  found  the  little  party  sailing 
away  from  the  shores  of  Denmark,  and  many 
more  had  not  elapsed  before  Mary  Leslie  and 
Dame  Margaret  were  settled  in  the  quiet  abode 
from  which  they  had  been  drawn,  to  undergo 
such  singular  trials,  but  while  the  latter  rejoiced 
I  3 
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in  fiading  it  the  same  happy  home  she  had  left, 
to  her  young  companion  all  was  changed.  The 
drop  of  anxiety  and  suspicion,  had  found  its 
way  into  her  cup,  and  its  poisonous  effects 
wrought  slowly,  but  surely. 

Harry  Knox,  after  seeing  his  two  companions 
safe  within  the  walls  of  their  home,  turned  with 
a  sad  heart  on  the  lonely  way  we  must  beg  to 
follow.  Independent  of  a  certain  degree  of 
superstitious  feeling,  which  incessantly  urged 
him  to  discharge  his  vow,  to  convey  Bothwell's 
dying  bequest  to  Mary  of  Scotland,  a  vague 
hope  that  good  might  accrue  to  himself  in  the 
discharge  of  his  mission,  determined  him  to 
proceed  instantly  to  England,  there  to  lay,  at 
the  unfortunate  Queen's  feet  the  pledge  of  her 
wretched  husband's  fidelity  ;  the  young  sailor, 
therefore,  set  forward  with  a  stout,  if  not  a  light 
heart,  towards  that  part  of  England,  where 
Queen  Mary  was  imprisoned. 

The  castle  of  Fotheringay  was  attained  with- 
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out  difficulty^  but  as  he   stood   beneath    its 
massive  walls^   Harry  Knox  found  that  the 
least  part  of  his  task  was  completed.     He  had 
learned  from  report  that  the  royal  prisoner 
was  sometimes  permitted  the  exercise  of  ridings 
lie  therefore  hoped,  that  by  throwing   himself 
in  her  way,  something  perchance  might  occur 
to  attract  her  notice.     But  a  death-blow  was 
given  to  these  hopes,  when  he  found  that  in 
consequence  of  a  plot  being  detected,  to  carry 
off  Mary  Stuart  in  one  of  these  airings,  the 
confinement  of  the  illustrious  captive  had  grown 
more  rigorous,  and  no  chance  remained  that 
she  would  ever  again  be  permitted  to  quit  those 
walls  living.     The  young  sailor  found  too  that 
any    enquiries   made  respecting  Queen  Mary 
drew  upon  him  considerable  suspicion,  and  he 
was  more  than  once  admonished,  if  he  valued  a 
walk  on  the  green  sward,  not  to  concern  him- 
self about  what  did  not  belong  to  him  ;  taught 
caution   by  these  friendly    hints,   the    youth 
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ceased  to  speak  on  the  subject  nearest  his 
heart ;  and  the  better  to  lull  suspicion  he  en- 
tered the  service  of  a  gardener,  just  wanting 
a  strong  arm  to  assist  in  his  arduous  duties. 
Vegetables  were  yet  a  rarity  in  England,  and 
the  skill  of  honest  Sandy,  in  rearing  the  few 
then  cultivated  for  the  tables  of  the  great, 
brought  him  into  great  notoriety.  More  than 
once,  some  of  the  productions  of  his  garden 
found  their  way  even  to  the  table  of  Queen 
Elizabeth,  and  received  from  royalty  praiaes 
which  failed  not  to  stamp  the  fortunate  horti- 
culturist, head  of  his  profession. 

But  there  was  a  fairer  though  less  fortunate 
Queen,  to  whom  Sandy  would  \\illingly  have 
parted,  not  only  with  his  vegetables,  but  with 
his  life,  could  the  doing  so  have  benefitted 
Mary  of  Scotland ;  this  however  was  a  secret, 
carefully  locked  in  his  own  breast,  and  though 
it  was  well  known  that  the  gardener  was  fra^ 
the  land  o'cakes^  no  one  ever  suspected  that 
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he  nourished  any  regard  for  his  own  countrj, 
or  aught  connected  therewith.  Could  they 
have  looked  into  the  workings  df  Sandy's  mind 
they  might  have  discovered  that  the  wily  Scot 
only  waited  the  opportunity  to  do  Queen  Mary 
a  good  tum^  quietly  and  cannily ;  but  even 
the  wife  of  his  bosom  was  a  stranger  to  these 
secret  machinations.  At  Harry  Knox's  first 
appearance  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Fotber- 
ingay,  Sandy  shrewdly  suspected  that  the  noble 
prisoner  was  in  some  sort  connected  with  his 
coming ;  and  it  was  for  the  purpose  of  finding 
out. how  far  this  conjecture  was  rights  that, 
after  cautioning  him  on  the  danger  of  appear- 
ing interested  in  the  unlucky  leddy,  the  Scot 
had  received  the  young  stranger  into  his  house, 
the  better  to  watch  his  proceedings. 

Things  were  in  this  position,  when  one  even- 
ing, as  Sandy  and  his  new  assistant  were  pre- 
paring to  return  to  the  cottage,  they  were  inter- 
rupted in  arranging  their  tools,  by  a  messenger 
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who  came  with  haste  to  summon  Sandy  in  hb 
master's  name  to  the  castle  without  delay. 

'^  Hout  mon !''  the  gardener  said  somewhat 
impatiently^  **  wherefore  are  ye  in  sic  a  flurry, 
tak  time  mon  and  tell  me  who  wants  me  ?'* 

^'  Sir  Annias  wants  you,  Sandy,  so  come  di- 
rectly for  the  castle's  on  fire,  and  he  is  afraid 
the  prisoner  will  get  off  in  the  din/' 

For  once  in  his  life  the  cautious  Scot  was 
seen  to  put  himself  in  a  great  bustle,  and 
dashing  down  the  spade  he  was  just  going  to 
lay  beside  his  other  implements,  Sandy  called 
on  Harry  Knox  to  come  with  him ;  but  here 
the  messenger  interposed. 

"  No,  Sandy,"  he  said,  ''  this  youngster 
must  not  go,  my  master  will  have  no  strangers 
about.  He  sent  for  you,  knowing  you  for  a 
quiet,  decent  body  ;  but  who  knows  this  is  not 
a  spy  of  the  papists,  for  'tis  they  have  fired  the 
castle.'* 

"  I  will  respond  for  the  lad^s  honesty  with  my 
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Kfe,*'  was  the  pithy  reply  of  Sandy,  and  afraid 
of  losing  his  time  or  provoking  the  Scot  who 
was  proverbial  for  unyielding  obstinacy,  the  man 
contented  himself  with  observing  that  Sandy 
roust  take  the  blame,  and  all  three  were  present- 
ly on  the  road  to  Fotheringay  Castle,  at  a  pace 
which  soon  brought  them  under  its  frowning 
portals.  All  was  in  a  state  of  dire  confusion ;  the 
well  known  signal  of  one  of  their  own  retainers 
could  scarcely  induce  the  porter  to  unbar  the 
wicket  and  open  it  to  permit  the  man*s  entrance, 
for  which  he  was  indebted  to  his  livery,  while 
Sandy's  face  seen  over  his  shoulders,  insured 
him  the  same  privilege  ;  but  when  it  came  to 
Harry  Knox's  turn  to  seek  admission,  the  door 
was  flung  too  with  a  celerity  that  threatened 
to  demolish  the  most  prominent  feature  in  his 
face. 

**  Ye  gain  no  entrance  here,''  the  porter  said 
in   a   surly   tone,    "  there   is   treachery   enow 
lyithin  the  walls  without  letting  more  come  in." 
1  5 
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'^  An  ye  dinna  let  the  lad  come  ben,''  Sandj 
observed^  ^^  I  sail  gang  back  agin,  ken  ye  na 
he's  my  ain  mon  V* 

'*  Well,  Sandy,  he  must  just  wait  where  he 
is,  'tis  as  much  as  my  place  is  worth  to  let  him 
pass,  even  at  your  order/' 

''  rU  tak  a'  the  responsibility  upon  mysel 
mon.'* 

At  this  moment  a  tall,  military  looking  man 
rushed  into  the  court  yard,  what  were  his 
usual  pretentions  to  fairness  of  exterior,  could 
scarcely  be  determined,  seeing  his  hands  and 
face  were  begrimed  with  soot  and  smoke, 
imtil  DO  vestige  of  their  primitive  colour  was 
left.     He  was  in  a  furious  passion. 

**  St.  George  P'  he  said  stamping  his  foot 
violently,  *'  what  are  my  knaves  about  here  ? 
Sandy,  my  honest  fellow  you  are  worth  a  Jew's 
eye  to  me  just  now ;  come  along ;  I  know 
you  may  be  trusted." 

«'  I  canna  follow  ye.   Sir   Annias."    Sandy 
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answered  with  provoking  coolness,  ''  until  ye 
have  gi'en  orders  for  the  door  to  be  opened." 

'^  And  why  must  the  portal  be  opened 
Sandy  ?  you  know  how  close  a  guard  we  must 
all  keep,  night  and  day,  seeing  my  head  will 
answer  for  it,  if  Mary  Stuart  gets  speech  of 
any  one." 

"  But  ye  need  na  misdoubt  the  lad,  seeing 
be  is  my  ain  gillie.^' 

'^  Nay,  if  he  belongs  to  you,  honest  Sandy, 
he  shall  come  in  by  all  means.  Unbar  the  door, 
knave ;  and  now  Sandy  we  must  lose  no  more 
time,  the  chimney  in  the  prisoner's  room  baa 
taken  fire,  and  it  is  few  even  among  my  own 
retainers  I  dare  admit  into  that  chamber.  My 
single  efforts  are  not  sufficient  to  put  out  the 
flames,  and  I  fear  the  castle  will  soon  be  in  a 
blaze.'*  He  seized  Sandy  by  the  sleeve,  drag- 
ged him  up  a  flight  of  stairs,  along  a  corridor, 
and,  pushing  open  an  oaken  door,  entered  the 
apartment  inhabited  by  Mary  ot  Scotland* 
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Finding  Harry  Knox  trod  closely  on  the 
steps  of  his  master.  Sir  Annias  stopped,  and 
turning  to  him  said,  with  a  stern  look,  '*  You 
must  come  no  further ;  remain  and  keep  the 
door ;  should  any  seek  entrance,  resist  them ; 
beware  how  you  set  foot  in  this  chamber,  but 
hold  the  door  ajar,  that  the  smoke  may  pass ; 
she  will  be  suffocated." 

He  then  proceeded  with  Sandy  towards  the 
chimney,  and  again  endeavoured  to  get  the  fire 
under,  which  still  continued  to  smoulder,  ever 
and  anon  bursting  up  in  a  bright  flame,  then 
sinking  into  apparent  harmlessness.  Though 
forbidden  to  enter  the  room,  Harry  Knox  did 
not  feel  that  the  prohibition  extended  to  his 
eyes,  and  he  eagerly  sought  to  obtain  through 
their  medium  as  much  information  respecting 
the  royal  occupant,  as  time,  smoke  and  cir- 
cumstances would  allow.  The  room  was  spa- 
cious and  lofty,  with  apparently  but  few  articles 
of  furniture  fitted  for  the  use  of  a  sovereign 
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princess.  Yet  Hariy  remarked,  that  at  the 
upper  end  was  raised  a  dais,  on  which  stood  a 
chair  of  state,  and  over  it  was  arranged  a  canopy, 
which,  though  faded  by  time  or  damp,  bore 
marks  of  splendour.  The  seat  was  unoccupied, 
but,  looking  round,  the  young  sailor  observed 
a  lady  kneeling  before  a  small  shrine,  bearing 
a  crucifix.  She  was  covered  with  a  long  black 
drapery,  attached  to  the  head,  and  falling  in 
ample  folds  around,  as  to  completely  hide  her 
figure.  The  face  being  turned  from  him,  Harry 
Knox  was  unable  to  obtain  even  a  transient 
glance  of  it.  Behind  the  lady,  and  at  some 
little  distance  from  her,  kneeled  two  female  at-> 
tendants ;  but  what  most  forcibly  excited  the 
youth's  wonder  and  attention  were  two  men, 
placed  one  on  each  side  of  the  Queen,  holding 
in  their  right  hand  a  drawn  sword  pointed  to- 
wards her,  as  if  they  only  waited  a  movement  on 
her  part  to  plunge  them  into  the  unhappy  lady's 
body.     It  was  evident  no  escape  would  be 
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permitted  this  hapless  victim  of  jealous  tyranny ; 
Harry  believed  her  last  hour  was  come,  and 
that  she  was  on  the  point  of  perishing  either 
by  fire  or  the  sword.  But  it  soon  appeared  his 
conjectures  had  been  somewhat  hasty,  for  Sir 
Annias,  having,  with  Sandy's  assistance,  ex- 
tinguished the  fire,  approached  the  Queen,  and 
regardless  of  the  interruption  his  address  at 
such  a  moment  might  occasion  her  devotions, 
said  aloud. 

'^  The  danger  is  over,  madam,  and  having 
performed  my  duty,  I  will  no  longer  intrude 
myself  or  my  domestics  in  your  apartment." 

Queen  Mary  acknowledged  this  mark  of 
courtesy  by  an  inclination  of  her  head ;  and  at 
a  signal  from  their  master  the  two  executioners, 
for  such  they  seemed  to  Harry  Knox,  drew 
back,  and  following  Sir  Annias  and  his  com-^ 
panion  passed  out  of  the  room. 

^  As  he  closed  the  door.  Sir  Annias  carefully 
secured  it  by  means  of  a  strong  chain,  and  one 
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of  the  men  still  holding  the  sword  which  Harry 
had  just  before  seen  pointed  at  a  woman  and  a 
QueeUj  commenced  a  measured  tread  to  and 
fro  before  the  door^  a  post  which  he  and  his 
comrade  shared  alternately  day  and  night. 

**  Did  you  mark  the  mummery  in  which  she 
was  engaged?''  Sir  Annias  asked  sternly  re- 
garding Sandy. 

**  I  did  na  preceesly  mark  the  puir  leddy/* 
the  other  rejoined  cautiously.  '^  Folks  say  'tis 
ill  looking  at  her,  sin  she  has  the  knack  of 
turning  a'  the  world  till  her.'* 

^^  You  are  a  wise  man,  Sandy/'  Sir  Annias 
said  with  a  smile,  '^  had  I  not  known  your  pru- 
dence I  could  not  have  trusted  you  in  yonder, 
since  every  body  that  looks  on  this  unhappy 
lady  is  bewitched  ;  but  you,  Sandy,  know  how 
to  turn  your  eyes  from  a  dangerous  object." 

• 

^^  The  gude  wife  at  hame  has  taught  me  to 
do  so,"  Sandy  replied  with  a  grim  smile.  "  But 


184  THE    LAST    DAYS    OF 

I  maun  een   say  glide  nicht  to  your  honor ^ 
seeing  it  waxes  muckle  late.'* 

^'  Stay  one  moment,  Sandy ;  who  is  this 
young  spriQgal  that  keeps  as  close  as  your 
shadow  ?  by  my  knighthood  he  seems  a  stirring 
blade.^ 

**  Just  a  puir  lad  out  o'  employment ;  he  helps 
me   wi'   my   garden    wark,  'tis   ill  letting  an 
honest  body  starve  when  we  can  hinder  it/' 

"  True,  Sandy,  and  since  he  is  under  your 
guidance  I  doubt  not  he  is  trust  worthy ;  but 
with  any  one  else,  perchance  I  might  think  him 
one  to  be  looked  after." 

^'  Dinna  ye  misdoubt  him.  Pll  aye  be  an- 
swerable for  him.*' 

"  Well,  well,  honest  Sandy,  good  night, 
maybe  I  shall  pass  your  cottage  to-morrow  and 
look  at  your  garden,  I  hear  it  thrives  bonnily.*' 

*'  God  be  praised  !  the  herbs  grow  apace. 
But  I  maunna  lose  more  time,  or  the  gude  wife 
will  look  blue." 
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So  saying  Sandy  walked  stoutly  forward  at  a 
pace  which  presently  took  him  out  of  sight  of 
Fotheringay  Castle,  and  then  he  suddenly  re- 
laxed his  step,  either  from  fatigue,  or  because 
he  did  not  feel  that  necessity  for  haste  which 
had  a  short  time  before  appeared  so  urgent. 
When  he  had  recovered  his  breath,  Sandy  be- 
gan to  converse  with  his  companion  on  their 
late  adventure,  thinking  it  a  favourable  oppor- 
tunity to  discover  how  far  the  stranger  was  in- 
terested in  the  cause  that  lay  nearest  his  own 
heart. 

'^  It  was  na  muckle  o'  a  fire,"  he  said,  ^^  and 
is  a'  in  consequence  o'  them  new  fangled  tun- 
nels they  pit  up  for  the  wee  bit  smoke,  instead 
o'  letting  it  gang  out  at  a  hole  as  it  did  lang 
syne ;  then  it  a'  left  clean  and  canny,  but  now 
the  bits  o'  black  hang  together  an  the  bleease 
cotches  em." 

"  You  had  a  hard  job  to  put  it  out,"  Harry 
observed. 


•  • 


186  THE    LAST    DAYS    OF 


€€ 


I  hope  the  puir  leddy  was  na  muckle 
frightened,'^  Saodj  continued  without  minding 
his  companion's  observation,  '^  did  you  see 
her  ?'* 

**  I  saw  a  lady  saying  her  prayers,  and  I 
suppose  that  was  Queen  Mary.'' 

'^  Did  I  na  tell  ye  noo  to  ca'  her  Queen 
Mary,"  Sandy  said  hastily,  ^  folks  ca'  her 
Mary  Stuart,  that  being  a  name  naebody  can 
deny  her." 

"  Well,  Mary  Stuart  if  you  will ;  though 
for  my  part,  I  shall  give  her  what  title  it 
pleases  me  without  asking  permission." 

''Young  blude  is  aye  ower  hasty  ;  but  per- 
haps ye  are  ane  wha  has  been  besotted  wi'  her 
sousie  face." 

**  Who,  I  ?  'tis  the  hrst  time  I  ever  saw 
Queen  Mary — or  Mary  Stuart,  which  you  will 
— so  there  was  little  chance  I  should  lose  my 
wits  about  what  I  never  caught  sight  of." 

Sandy  mused  a  moment ;  it  was  evident  his 
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young  companioQ  was  not  personally  acquaint- 
ed with  the  captive  Queen^  and  yet,  when 
they  first  met,  it  appeared  to  Sandy  that  a 
strong  desire  to  see  her,  actuated  him.  At  last 
the  gardener  ventured  a  question. 

'^  Ye  did  na  come  this  gate  then  a  purpose 
to  see  the  puir  leddy  ?" 

'^  Indeed  I  did,  and  I  would  give  all  I  possess 
to  get  speech  of  her." 

^  Ye  are  doubtless  charged  wi'  a  token  for 
Mary  Stuart  y* 

^*  Mj  business  with  the  Queen  of  Scotland 
concerns  no  living  mortal  but  myself.'' 

''Weel,  weel,  ye  are  nae  likely  body  to 
cause  muckle  din  in  the  world.  But  ye  maun 
tak  an  auld  carl's  advice,  an  keep  close  your 
desire  to  see  Mary  Stuart,  sin'  the  readiest  way 
to  hinder  ye  is  to  let  it  be  kenned.*' 

*^  You  are  right,  good  master,''  Harry  an- 
swered with  a  smile,  '^  1  will  imitate  your  cau» 
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tion  and  then  may  be  I  shall  grow  thrifty  and 
lucky  as  yourself." 

The  sharp  grey  eye  of  the  old  gardener  gave 
one  keen  glance  at  the  speaker,  as  if  he  sought 
to  gather  how  far  his  last  speech  was  the  off- 
spring of  chance,  or  whether  it  bore  at  all 
upon  his  secret  thoughts ;  but  the  youth^s 
open  brow  met  the  enquiry  with  the  unem* 
barrassment  of  utter  unconsciousness ;  and 
they  separated  for  the  night,  each  to  rumi- 
nate on  the  events  of  the  day. 

According  to  promise,  Sir  Annias  next  morn- 
ing sought  the  cottage  of  Sandy,  and  a  long 
conversation  took  place  between  them,  apart 
from  Harry  Knox  ;  though  he  proved  the  per- 
son most  interested  in  it.  After  numerous 
questions  on  the  part  of  Sir  Annias  respecting 
Sandy's  young  assistant,  with  whose  appear* 
ance  he  had  been  forcibly  struck,  the  knight 
informed  the  gardener,  that  one  of  his  domes>» 
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tics  having  incurred  some  slight  suspicion  from 
his  singular  conduct  during  the  confusion 
caused  bj  the  fire  of  the  preceding  day,  he  had 
despatched  the  man  to  Lord  Burleigh  with  an 
account  of  the  event,  and  likewise  a  request, 
that  the  Lord  Keeper  would  detain  the  mes- 
senger in  London ;  since  his  dismissal  might 
be  attended  with  some  danger,  should  he  in* 
deed  be  leagued  with  those  who  would  not  fail 
to  take  advantage  of  his  knowledge  of  the  castle 
and  its  inhabitants.  Sir  Annias  finished  by 
observing,  *'  I  have  raised  one  of  my  fellows 
on  whom  I  know  I  may  depend,  to  his  post, 
and  I  want  one  more  to  complete  my  number; 
his  place  will  be  far  enough  from  all  connected 
with  my  charge,  therefore  I  shall  have  less 
reason  to  be  very  anxious  respecting  him  ;  and 
if  you  can  on  your  conscience  recommend  this 
youth,  and  part  with  him,  you  may  send  him 
to  the  castle  to-morrow.  One  question  more, 
is  he  a  Protestant  ?'' 


»  • 
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"  lie  has  aye  joined  in  our  family  Trorship," 
Sandy  replied^  evading  the  question. 

'*  Enough^  he  is  the  very  man  I  want,  fare* 
well,  honest  Sandy,  I  trust  you  will  soon  meet 
with  another  lad  to  ^tend  your  cabbages,  he/' 
pointing  to  Harry  Knox,  '^  will  make  too  good 
a  man  at  arms,  to  be  left  among  them  any 
longer.'^ 

He  sprang  on  his  impatient  steed,  and  was 
quickly  out  of  sight. 

Sandy  sought  his  assistant,  and  in  a  few 
pithy  words  gave  him  to  understand  the  change 
that  awaited  him ;  dwelling  forcibly  on  the 
trouble  he  had  been  at  to  overcome  the  knight's 
scruples. 

"  And  I  hope  Harry,  ye  will  aye  conduct 
yourscl  like  a  douce  honest  lad,  seeing  yc  will 
bring  discredit  aboun  me  if  ye  do  otherwise, 
for  J  ha*  pleedged  my  ward  that  ye'll  ne'er  be 
wanting  in  your  dooty/' 
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Many  thanks  my  kind  friend,  I  were  in- 
deed ungrateful  if  I  brought  disgrace  on  one 
who  sheltered  me  in  the  hour  of  need ;  doubt 
not,  I  will  do  my  duty  faithfully  to  the  noble 
knight," 

Honest  Sandy  saw  his  young  proteg(;  depart 
with  regret;  his  unvaried  good  humour  had 
won  on  the  old  man's  heart,  and  he  would 
willingly  have  retained  the  youth  in  his  service  ; 
but  something  whispered  that  in  parting  with 
his  favourite,  Sandy  might  perchance  be  aid- 
ing the  cause  of  the  captive  Queen,  and  that 
thought  was  sufficient  to  reconcile  her  devoted 
follower  to  a  more  serious  inconvenience  than 
could  accrue  from  the  absence  of  a  mere  assis- 
tant. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Sir  Annias  Paulet^  the  stern  guardian  of  the 
unfortunate  Queen  of  Scotland,  met  his  new 
retainer  with  more  courtesy  than  one  high  in 
rank  was,  in  those  days,  accustomed  to  show 
towards  him  of  low  degree.  He  condescended 
to  explain  to  the  stranger  the  duties  belonging 
to  his  new  situation  :  as  these  were  chiefly  such 
as  devolved  on  pages  of  gentle  blood,  Harry 
Knox  felt  his  innate  pride  less  mortified  than 
he  had  anticipated. 
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'^  Can'st  back  a  steed,  and  fly  a  hawk,  young 
man  ?"  Sir  Annias  asked. 

^^  My  life  has  been  passed  on  the  waves,  Sir 
Knight,  and  I  have  had  little  opportunity  to 
practise  the  gentle  craft.'' 

^^  Are  you  a  sailor  then  ?"  the  Knight  asked 
with  some  surprise. 

"  I  was  once,  but  have  quitted  the  life." 

''  And  why  so  ?  a  sailor's  life  I  have  heard  is 
a  merry  one." 

^^  I  was  taken  by  pirates,  and  narrowly 
escaped  with  my  life." 

**  And  where  are  your  friends  ?" 

^*  I  am  alone  in  the  world,"  Harry  replied, 
while  the  thought  of  his  uncle  brought  a  cloud 
over  his  sunny  countenance. 

^'  Your  speech  and  bearing  are  both  beyond 
the  common — your  name  is — 7* 

*<  Harry  Knox." 

*'  Knox  ! — are  you  of  English  extraction  ?" 

^'  My  parents  both  died  when  I  was  young." 

VOL.  II.  K 
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**  And  who  brought  you  up  ?" 

**  My  unde^  Ben  Franklin/' 

**  Where  is  he  now  ?*' 

*^  He  was  killed  in  the  same  encounter  with 
the  pirates  in  which  I  was  taken  prison^*/' 

"  Have  you  been  long  with  honest  Sandy  ?'* 

'^  But  a  short  time  ;  he  met  me  -in  distress, 
having  spent  my  lust  shilling,  and  gave  me 
employment," 

"  Well,  Harry,  serve  me  faithfully,  and  it 
may  prove  a  lucky  day  when  he  took  you  in. 
And  now  away,  see  that  my  gallant  grey  is  well 
stabled  and  dressed,  I  shall  need  him  to-mor- 
row.'' 

The  manner  and  language  of  his  new  atten- 
dant, so  much  beyond  those  of  his  fellows, 
convinced  Sir  Annias  Paulet,  that  it  was  with 
no  base  bom  hind  he  had  to  do,  and  the 
knight  set  himself  to  watch  the  youth  narrowly, 
in  order  to  discover  more  respecting  him ;  by 
degrees,  however,  the  readiness  Harry  showed 
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to  fulfil  all  his  lord's  behests^  his   extreme 
quickness,  and  the  respect  he  paid  to  those  who 
were  above  him  in  station^  so  won  on  Sir  Annias 
that  by  degrees  he  relaxed  his  observance,  and 
soon  the  stranger  had  gained  so  firm  a  footing 
in  Paulet's  confidence,  that  he    became  the 
knight's  favorite  attendant  in  all  excursions, 
whether  undertaken  for  amusement,  or  for  the 
purpose  of  ascertaining  how  far  the  country 
around  was  in  a  quiet  state.    During  their 
rides  the  knight  would  converse  with   Harry 
Knox  ;  at  first  the  common  topics  of  bunting, 
hawking,  and  fishing,  supplied  their  conversa- 
tion ;  then   the    knight   would    question    the 
young  sailor  of  his  adventures  on  the  ocean, 
an  endless  source  of  wonder  and  delight,  when 
few  dared  venture  to  quit  terra  firma ;  and  at 
length  Sir  Annias  came  sometimes  to  speak  of 
his  illustrious  prisoner*     True  to  his  promise 
made  to  Sandy,  Harry  Knox  carefully  conceal- 
ed the  desire  he  felt  to  see  the  Queen  of  Scol- 

K  3 
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land,  and  his  apparent  ignorance,  and  indiffer* 
ence  on  all  connected  with  that  lady,  led  Paulet 
to  speak  more  freely  before  him  on  this  subject 
than  he  permitted  himself  to  do  in  presence  of 
any  save  those  expressly  nominated  by  Eliza- 
beth as  her  keepers. 

More  than  twelve  months  had  elapsed,  and 
Harry  Knox  seemed  as  far  from  attaining  the 
object  of  his  journey,  as  when  he  quitted  the 
vessel  that  bore  him  to  England.  The  nearest 
approach  he  had  made  to  the  prisoner  was,  when 

• 

in  consequence  of  a  sentinel  being  disabled  by 
sickness,  Harry  Knox  was  selected  to  fill  his 
place  for  the  space  of  two  days ;  and  as  he 
slowly  paced  before  her  chamber  in  his  new 
character,  his  heart  beat  audibly  whenever  the 
door  opened  to  admit  those  appointed  to  attend 
the  Queen ;  but  it  was  not  hU  good  foitune  to 
obtain  even  a  transient  glimpse  of  Mary  Stuart ; 
the  jealous  precaution  of  a  curtain  drawn 
across  the  doorway  efiectually  disappointed  his 
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inquisitive  glances;  this  had  been  arranged 
since  the  fire>  and  probably  owed  its  origin  to 
his  boldness  on  that  occasion. 

As  the  partiality  of  Sir  Annias  Paulet  became 
more  openly  displayed  towards  him,  Harry 
Knox  was  in  constant  attendance  on  his  lord, 
and  was  frequently  obliged  [to  wait  in  the 
corridor  during  the  conferences  Sir  Annias, 
alone,  or  in  company  of  those  sent  from  the 
English  Court,  held  with  Mary  of  Scotland. 
The  Queen  had  on  several  occasions  remon- 
strated on  the  severity  of  her  imprisonment, 
and  petitioned  for  liberty  to  walk  in  the  garden 
of  the  castle ;  but  the  late  attempt  to  rescue 
her,  had  afforded  her  enemies  an  apology  for 
their  rigour,  of  which  they  were  too  ready  to 
avail  themselves;  and  the  royal  petitioner  was 
Created  with  silence  and  contempt. 

Winter,  in  all  its  severity,  had  now  wrapt  the 
gay  landscape  round  Fotheringay  in  gloom  and 
obscurity;    yet,    even    this    season     usually 
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marked  with  anxiety  on  the  part  of  the  wealthy  1 
to  di&iiae  joy   and  gladness  among  their  poori 
neighbours,  brought  with  it  no  amelioration  to'l 
the  rigour  of  the  Queen's  captivity.     At  length'] 
one  of  her  attendants  fell  a  victim  to  the  cold] 
and  damp  to  which  he  had  been  exposed  in  the 'I 
discharge  of  hia  otHce,  and  as  no  one   appeared  1 
willing  to  incur  a  risk  which  had  coat  one  life, ' 
aome  little ditEculty  occurred  in  supplying  the' I 
vacant  place,  from  among  those  whose  fidelity  I 
bad  been  sufficiently   proved.     Harry   Knox, 
hia   heart  beating  with   fear  of  a  refusal ;   but 
with  well  affected  inditfcrence,  offered  to  fill  the 
post  until  a  more  efficient  page  could  be  found  ; 
and  believing  he   might  safely  confide  in  one 
who  had  never  testified  the  slightest  interest  in 
Mary   Stuart,   Sir  .'Vnnias   Paulet  readily   ac-  . 
cepted  his  oETer,  and  the  youth   was  forthwith  J 
installed  in  his  new  dignity. 

As  it  uros  forbidden  those  in  immediate   at- 
tendance OD  the  Queen  of  Scotland  to  mix  with 
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the  rest  of  the  household,  Harrj  Kdox  was 
regarded  as  a  banished  man,  and  many  regrets 
followed  their  favorite's  entrance  into  Mary's 
wing,  for  such  was  the  appellation  bestowed  oa 
that  portion  of  the  castle  appropriated  to  the 
royal  prisoner  and  her  attendants.  A  small 
chamber  opening  into  the  oorridor^  was  the  new 
page's  sleeping  apartment ;  and  between  this 
chamber,  the  Queen's,  and  a  piece  of  ground  set 
apart  for  the  recreation  of  those  who  were  never 
permitted  to  go  beyond  its  precints,  Harry 
Knox's  time  was  passed. 
The  summons  to  assist  in  arranging  the  Queen's 
table,  was  the  first  that  called  the  page  to  his 
duty,  and  with  a  napkin  flung  over  his  arm,  he 
followed  the  silvery  headed  Seneschal,  who  had 
served  the  noble  lady  from  her  first  landing  in 
England.  The  youth  could  scarcely  persuade 
himself  that  the  whole  was  not  a  wild  dream, 
when  he  passed  over  the  threshold  of  a  door 
hitherto  so  jealously  closed  against  him  ;  his 
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eyes  naturally  sought  the  illustrious  lady,  whose 
charms,  errors,  and  misfortunes,  had  been  the 
theme  of  general  conversation,  from  the  ill  fated 
moment  when  she  set  her  foot  on  Scottish 
ground.  The  description  of  Mary  of  Scotland 
as  given  by  the  pen  of  one  unrivalled  in  the 
fascinations,  as  well  as  the  justness  of  his  de- 
lineations, will  readily  occur  to  every  reader ; 
but  it  is  not  with  Mary  Stuart  as  she  then  was, 
in  the  pride  of  beauty,  we  have  to  do ;  but  with 
Mary  Stuart,  after  an  imprisonment  of  eighteen 
years  in  the  dominions  of  a  jealous  and  heartless 
rival,  who  sought  by  the  severities  inflicted  on 
her  sister  sovereign,  to  mar  that  fatal  beauty, 
without  which,  she  might  perchance  have  found 
comfort  and  assistance  from  the  very  woman, 
envy  converted  into  a  bitter  foe.  Harry  Knox 
vainly  sought  in  the  form  of  her,  whose  rank 
was  marked  by  her  chair  of  state,  for  that  ex« 
quisite  beauty  which  he  had  gazed  on  as 
pourtrayed  in  the  miniature   shewu   him   by 
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Bothu'ell.    There  she  had  appeared  a  lovely 
flower  nursed  into  life  and  loveliness^  by  cloud- 
less skies  and  soflt  luxurious  showers ;  here  she 
was  the  same  flower^  when  the  naturalist  has 
sought  to  preserve  it  for  his  own  uses,  the  bloom, 
the  freshness,  the  fragrance,  is  gone  and   there 
rests  but   the  faded   outline.      That   princely 
brow,  whose  poorest  ornament  was  the  diadem 
that  encircled  it,  was  deeply   wrinkled ;  wh'Ic 
t!ie  rich  luxurious  tresses  which    Lady   Flcm- 
ming  prided  herself  upon  "busking'*  were  grey 
and  scanty ;  care  and  bodily  anguish  had  bent 
that  stately  form,  those  limbs  cast  in  the  mould 
of  the   loves  and  graces,  were    numbed   and 
powerless  from  long  confinement,  and  the  cold 
and  datnp  of  her  apartment.     Such  was   Mary 
Stuart,  crowned  Queen  of  one  powerful  kingdom 
in  her  cradle ;  another  diadem  placed  on  her 
head,  as  Queen  Consort  of  the  lilied  fields   of 
f.iir  France ;  and  presumptive  heiress  of  that  of 
Mary  of  England;  yet  at  the  moment,  we  dc« 
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scribe  her,  a  wretched  prisoner,  in  a  room  froia 
which  the  chilling  rains  of  autumn,  and  the 
bitter  blasts  of  winter  were  not  excluded, 
denied  the  exercise  that  alone  could  have  im- 
parted warmth  to  her  torpid  liiubs,  and  even  at. 
that  moment,  petitioning  in  vain  for  the  poor 
indulgeance  of  a  softer  couch,  to  ease  lh&  I 
racking  paine  she  endured — will  not  hi^cIi  m. 
picture  make  grandeur  for  one  tnoment  sad 
when  it  reflects,  to  such  too  it  may  come. 

The  dilapidated  state  of  the  room  was  another 
source  of  astonishment  to  the  new  page.  A 
considerable  portion  of  the  brick  work  had  been 
torn  away,  in  the  efforts  made  to  extinguish  the 
tire,  insomuch  that  when  the  rain  fell,  it  never 
failed  to  extinguish  the  scnnly  portion  of  fuel, 
which,  under  preteuce  of  avoiding  a  umilar 
danger,  had  never  from  that  time  been  suffered 
to  do  more  than  smoulder  on  the  hearth.  The 
casements  rallied  and  groaned  in  the  north 
western  blast,  against  which  ihey  proved  but  a 
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feeble  barrier.  The  few  ai  tides  of  furniture, 
almost  lost  in  the  spacious  apartment,  were 
in  a  state  of  decay,  from  age  and  damp.  The 
dress  of  Queen  Mary  was  the  same  in  which 
Harry  Knox  had  first  beheld  her,  and  harmon- 
ized mournfully  both  in  colour  and  neglect 
with  the  scene  around.  She  was  engaged  in 
prayer,  as  appeared  from  the  rosary  in  her  hand 
and  a  few  beads  still  remaining  to  be  told 
until  this  duly  was  completed,  Mary  did  not 
raise  her  eyes ;  but  as  the  last  rolled  from  be- 
tween her  fingers,  she  looked  up  and  a  cry  wild 
and  piercing  burst  from  the  poor  Queen,  as  she 
fell  back  in  a  death  like  swoon.  From  the 
harrass  mental  and  bodily,  to  which  she  had 
been  exposed  for  years,  there  were  moments 
when  the  mind  of  Mary  Stuart,  endued  as  it 
was  with  masculine  firmness,  could  not  re^^ 
the  pressure  of  her  calamities,  and  at  such  sea- 
sons, her  attendants  had  been  accustomed  to 
witness    bursts  of   agony,   which  aomeumes 
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threatened  to  terminate  fatally,  and  which 
usually  ended  in  insensibility ;  such  a  time  of 
sorrow  had  they  believed  now  come  upou  their 
beloved  mistress,  and  while  tears  of  compassion 
proved  how  deeply  they  sympathized  in  her 
grief,  her  two  women  hastened  to  administer 
the  usual  restoratives ;  but  when,  after  a  long 
interval  of  forgetfulness,  the  Queen  re-opened 
her  eyes,  and  looking  wildly  round,  murmured. 

*•  My  son !  where  is  he  ?*'  they  naturally 
concluded  reason  had  at  last  sunk  under  such 
protracted  suffering. 

On  hearing  that  piercing  cry,  Harry  Knox's 
first  impulse  had  been  to  fly  instantly  to  her 
aid ;  but  the  grave  tone  of  the  old  man  beside 
him  checked  the  movement,  as  it  warned  the 
youth  that  he  must  on  no  account  approach 
the  Queen  of  Scotland,  unless  by  her  own  com- 
mand. Thus  admonished,  the  page  was  com- 
pelled to  wait  at  a  distance  the  silent  spectator 
of  distress  he   was   not   permitted   to  relieve. 
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Seeing  the  mute  agony  in  which  her  two  faith- 
ful attendants  contemplated  what  they  deemed 
the  delirium  of  their  mistress,  the  Queen  gave 
way  to  a  burst  of  impatience  she  had  not  per- 
mitted for  years. 

"  Why,"  she  said,  endeavouring  to  put  back 
her  who  hid  the  form  she  sought,  '^  why  do  you 
hide  him  from  me  ?  I  can  bear  his  presence  ; 
see  you  not  how  calm  I  am  ?  let  him  come  near 
that  I  may  embrace  my  child,  and  bestow  on 
him  a  mother's  blessing !" 

"  Dearest  lady,"  said  the  elder  of  her  attend- 
ants, kneeling  before  her  and  endeavouring  to 
suppress  her  tears,  "  what  mean  you  ?  here  is 
no  one  save  your  usual  attendants." 

'^  Nay,  trifle  no  longer,  good  Kennedy ;  I 
know  the  kindness  that  would  prepare  me  for 
an  interview,  which  in  such  a  place  were  enough 
to  kill  us  both. — Ah,  God  !''  she  continued, 
pressing  her  hand  to  her  forehead,  **  it  is  in* 
deed  only  a  fleeting  vision  ? — but  no,  he  is  still 
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before  me^  afad  you  would  deny  me  the  blessed 
knowledge  that  my  son^  ray  princely  boy,  has 
braved  every  danger,  and  sought,  under  this 
disguise,  his  mother's  prison !''  She  endea- 
voured to  rise,  but  the  weakness  of  her  limbs, 
and  the  fearful  emotion  that  shook  her  frame, 
prevented,  and  she  sank  back  on  her  chair 
weeping  like  a  child.J 

**  Thank  heaven,  she  weeps  !*'  Kennedy  said, 
**  tears  will  relieve  her.  What  can  have  moved 
her  Grace  thus  ?''  she  added,  addressing  her 
companion. 

**  I  know  not,  unless  it  might  be  the  sight 
of  a  strange  page.'* 

The  elder  lady  looked  in  the  direction  indi- 
cated by  her  companion,  and  her  eyes  became 
rivetted  on  the  youth,  who,  unable  totally  to 
suppress  his  curiosity,  stood  in  the  attitude 
of  anxious  expectation,  waiting  to  be  summoned 
to  their  aid. 

**  Jesu  Maria  !"  she  exclaimed  crossing  her- 
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self,  ^  that  face  ib  familiar  to  me  aa  my  own  !" 
*'  I  will  ask  who  the  stranger  is/'  her  more 
youthful  companion  said^  not  altogether  dis- 
pleased to  have  some  excuse  for  addressing  the 
handsome  page,  ^'  that  will  be  the  readiest  way 
to  relieve  the  Queen^s  mind,  dear  lady  !  she  is 
sorely  distressed  ?^ 

The  lady  rose  from  her  knees  and  was  steal- 
ing cautiously  from  her  mistress'  side  when 
Mary  of  Scotland  raised  herself,  and  taking  the 
kerchief  from  her  eyes,  said  in  a  firm  tone : 

^'  This  burst  of  womanly  weakness  haa 
changed  Mary  Stuart  even  in  the  eyes  of  her 
son ;  he  came  hither  to  see  a  queen,  and  he 
shall  find  that  thoagh  in  outward  state  the 
poorest  beggar  need  scarcely  envy  me — the 
daughter  of  kings— yet  in  miud  and  spirit  the 
Queen  of  Scotland  may  still  match  with  the 
proudest.  Call  hither  Prince  James  of  Scot* 
land  !"  She  sat  erect,  while  the  pride  and  state 
of  other  days  seemed  for  a  moment  to  spread 
their  halo  round  her« 
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Not  daring  to  disobey  a  command  uttered 
with  all  the  authority  which,  in  the  midst  of 
her  winning  fascinations  Queen  Mary  could 
always  assume  when  necessary,  her  attendant 
approached  Harry  Knox,  and  signifying  the 
Queen's  will,  led  him  towards  the  dais.  Di- 
rected by  his  guide,  the  page  knelt  on  the 
lower  step  that  led  to  her  chair  of  state  and 
silently  awahed  her  commands.  The  feelings 
of  the  unhappy  Queen  were  again  on  the  point 
of  overpowering  her,  but  she  suppressed  them 
with  a  powerful  effort,  and  while  every  fibre 
trembled,  the  tone  of  her  voice,  though  low, 
was  calm  and  clear* 

"  James,  my  son  !**  she  said,  looking  on  the 
page  with  mingled  tenderness  and  reproach, 
*^  does  fear  so  far  master  the  love  you  owe  to  a 
mother,  that  you  are  thus  before  her  with  the 
coldness  of  look  that  a  stranger  might  bear  ?'^ 

"  Your  Grace  is  deceived,"  the  page  answered 
hesitatingly,  "  1  am  not  the  Prince  of  Scotland." 

^  In  God's  name  who  art  thou  then  ?    Can 
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it  be  that  any  save  his  own  son  could  thus  bear 
the  image  of  one  long  since  dead  ?  What  is 
your  name  young  stranger  ?'' 

"  Harry  Knox/* 

Mary  started  as  the  name  of  that  man  who 
had  ever  been  her  bitterest  foe  met  her  ear. 

^'  Knox !"  she  repeated  with  bitter  emphasis, 
'^  Name  whose  lightest  sound  is  as  a  trumpet 
in  my  ear  sounding  an  alarm  of  mingled  dread 
and  shame  !  Art  thou  then  a  son  of  that  stem 
man,  John  Knox,  come  hither  to  triumph  in 
the  ruin  your  father  has  wrought  V 

''  No,  gracious  lady,  I  claim  no  affinity  with 
him  you  name.'' 

"  Who  are  your  parents  ?" 

"  I  know  little  of  them,  your  Grace,  save 
that  they  died  in  my  childhood." 

^^  Kennedy,"  the  Queen  said,  and  as  that 
lady  approached  her  royal  mistress  she  bent 
towards  her,  whispering  a  few  words  ir.  her  ear. 

^'  Santa  Maria !"  she  ejaculated,  '^  'tis  his 
very  image,  just  as  he  looked — ^* 
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^  Be  silent  minion !''  Mary  said  sternly  in- 
terrupting her  attendant  ^^  Would  you  harrow 
up  my  soul  by  recounting  nihat  is  even  now  but 
too  freshly  imprinted  on  my  memory  ?  What 
fiend  has  conjured  up  this  stranger,  who  thus 
silently  upbraids  me  with  my  follies  and  weak- 
ness !     Tell  me,  youth,  who  sent  you  hither  ?'* 

**  I   have  been  long  in    the  service  of  Sir 

Annias  Paulet^  your  Grace,  and  by  his  permis* 

sion  I  fill,  for  a  time,  the  place  of  your   late 

page.'* 

"  Of  my  late  page !  and  who  has  dared  to 

remove  him  from  a  mistress  he  has  served  so 
well  and  faithfully  ?  But  it  is  of  a  piece  with 
the  rest  of  their  conduct  towards  me  ;  who  ever 
felt  pity  for  the  Queen  of  Scotland  that  the 
bibck  or  the  cord  did  not  teach  him  the  error 
of  such  humanity !'' 

His  post  is  vacant  by  death,  gracious  prin- 
cess.' 

"  Well,  said  I  not  so  ?"  Mary  demanded  im- 
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patiently.  '^  Tou  needed  not  thus  to  echo  that 
raven's  note  in  my  ear/' 

*^  But  no  foul  means  have  been  used,  your 
Graee,  to  deprive  him  of  life/* 

*'  No  foul  means  !**  she  repeated,  looking 
round  her  miserable  apartment,  **  the  same  will 
be  said  when  Mary  Stuart  shall  be  numbered 
with  the  dead — no  foul  means  !  and  yet  what 
gentler  name  can  be  found  to  veil  the  barbarous 
usage  to  which  I,  an  anointed  sovereign,  have 
been  subjected  since  that  day  when  giving  heed 
to  the  enticing  words  of  the  Queen  of  England, 
I  entered  her  dominions,  to  claim  that  protec- 
tion from  my  rebellious  subjects  which,  as  a 
woman,  and  a  queen,  she  was  bound  to  extend 
towards  me.  But  I  forget,**  she  added,  looking 
down  with  a  severe  brow  on  the  youth  who 
knelt  before  her,  *'you  are  perchance  a  spy  sent 
by  that  wily  woman  to  entangle  me  more  deeply 
in  her  net  by  means  of  words  which  I  may  let 
fall — begone  sirrah !" 
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Nay,  dearest  lady,"  Kennedy  ventured  to 
say,  '^  you  are  unjust  towards  the  poor  youtb^ 
I  warrant  he  means  not  ill  to  your  Grace." 

"  I  am  no  spy,"  Harry  Knox  said  with  more 
indignation  than  the  royal  presence  rendered 
fitting.  "  1  have  a  token  for  your  Grace,"  be 
added  in  a  lower  tone,  *'  but  I  cannot  give  it 
now,  yonder  old  man  has  his  eye  upon  me." 

*^  Forgive  me,  good  youth,  the  Queen  said 
kindly  as  she  gave  him  her  trembling  band  to 
kiss,  ^^  1  was  unjust  towards  you,  but  the  trials 
she  has  passed  through  have  rendered  Mary 
Stuart  morose  and  peevish.  Leave  us  now,  and 
we  will  talk  with  thee  again  when  opportunity 
shall  offer.  Meanwhile,  if  you  value  your  life, 
see  you  let  not  my  churlish  jailor  know  you 
are  charged  w  ith  message  or  token  for  me.*' 

"  Sir  Annias  Paulet  believes  he  does  but  bis 
duty,  dear  lady,*'  Kennedy  observed,  *^  in  thus 
dealing  harshly  with  those  said  to  be  his  mis- 
tress* enemies." 
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True,  good  wench,  it  were  wrong  to  chide 
a  vassal  for  fidelity  to  his  liege  lord ;  had  Mary 
Stuart  been  blessed  with  firm  and  true  hearts 
like  those  which  surround  Elizabeth  Tudor, 
her  reign  too  might  have  been  peaceful  and 
happy.  Yet,  God  knows,  to  content  and  please 
my  people  was  the  first  wish  of  this  heart,  and 
towards  those  who  were  faithful,  I  sought  to 
shew  gratitude,  even  to  my  own  harm.  But 
it  is  useless  thus  to  retrace  the  past — I  will  not 
dine  to  day,  good  Kennedy ;  my  heart  is  op- 
pressed with  more  than  usual  sadness ;  perhaps 
the  sight  of  this  poor  youth,  by  recalling  the 
image  of  one  I  would  forget,  has  been  the  cause ; 
or  it  may  be  my  approaching  death  casts  a 
gloomy  shade  over  my  enfeebled  mind.  Yet,  it 
should  not  have  that  power,  since  it  will  be 
welcomed  with  the  ardour  of  a  lover ;  amid  the 
splendour  of  a  court,  his  coming  might  throw 
a  dark  shadow,  but  here  in  a  prison  he   should 
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seem  a  messenger  from   heaven,  bearing  light 
and  joy,  and  liberty  on  his  wing." 

She  rose  from  her  chair,  and  assisted  by  her 
women,  gained  the  door  of  her  sleeping  apart- 
ment; here,  in  the  exercise  of  devotion,  the  un- 
fortunate Queen  sought  to  regain  that  firmness 
of  mindy  which  the  horrors  of  her  situation 
might  at  times  shake. 
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CHAPTER    X. 


The  melancholy  forebodiDgs  of  Mary  Stuart 
were  soon  accomplished  ;  the  life  of  misery  she 
had  so  long  endured  was  about  to  close  ;  since 
the  Queen  who  had  acted  the  part  of  tyrant  was 
preparing  to  cut  off  a  hated  rival  by  one  of  the 
boldest  stretches  of  arbitrary  power,  that  the 
most  despotic  sovereign  of  an  enslaved  people 
had  ever  ventured  upon.  In  her  impatience 
to  know  the  dreaded  aspirant  to  her  crown  was 
indeed  deprived  of  the  power  to  molest  her, 
Elizabeth  is  even  said  to  have  degraded  herself 
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to  the  base  act  of  assassination ;  and  more  than 
one  of  those  creatures,  ever  ready  to  perform 
the  dirty  work  which  princes  in  iormer  times 
did  not  scruple  to  countenance,  had  been  de- 
spatclied  to  Fotheringay  Castle  for  the  purpose 
of  inducing  Sir  Annias  Pbulet,  to  suffer  the 
tragedy  to  be  completed.  But  though  stem 
and  harsh,  in  fulfilling  what  he  considered  a 
sacred  trust,  that  gentleman  was  of  too  noble 
a  nature  to  countenance  perfidy,  and  the  utmost 
Elizabeth  could  obtain  from  him,  was  a 
promise  that  should  any  open  attempts  be 
made  by  MaiVs  partizans  to  rescue  that 
princess,  he  would  cause  her  instantly  to  be 
put  to  death  by  his  servants.  Hence  arose  the 
scene  Harry  Knox  had  witnessed,  when,  in 
consequence  of  the  chimney  taking  fire,  two 
men  were  placed  beside  her,  with  orders  to 
plunge  their  swords  into  her  breast^  should  any 
tumult  be  hcanl  without,  during  the  confusion 
which  pervaded  the  castle. 
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Finding  every  attempt  to  privately  remove 
the  obnoxious  prisoner  unavailing^  the  Queen 
of  England  resolved  to  proceed  against  her 
sister  sovereign  in  all  the  formalities  of  a 
public  trial,  and  to  this  end  thirty  six  commis- 
sioners were  accordingly  despatched  to  Fother- 
ingay.  The  unhappy  princess  being  informed 
of  their  arrival,  summoned  all  her  native 
courage  and  dignity  to  her  aid,  and  prepared 
to  meet  them  as  became  her  lofty  birth.  On 
the  morning  appointed  for  the  interview,  some 
degree  of  pains  had  been  bestowed  to  render 
the  apartment  suitable  for  the  reception  of 
those  nobleman,  who  scrupled  not  to  lend 
themselves,  as  instruments  of  the  cruelty  and 
oppression,  exercised  on  a  defenceless  woman. 
As  the  Scottish  Queen  took  her  place  beneath 
the  canopy  of  state,  the  altered  appearance 
of  the  room  struck  her. 

"  Our  worthy  gaoler,''  she  said  with  a  smile, 
^*  graces  our  final  scene  with  much  outward 
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pomp,  our  ro^al  cousin  a  ooble  represeatativea 
have  already  caused  a  marvellous  improvemcDt 
in  our  cooditioo.  God  grant  it  may  be  the 
forerunner  of  greater  good  !  I^et  Sir  Annios 
Paulet  know  the  prisoner  is  ready  for  the 
presence  of  her  judges." 

The  message  being  delivered  to  Sir  Annia^!, 
he  proceeded,  with  five  of  the  principal  comtni*- 
sioiiers,  to  the  Queeo's  apartmenL  Notnitb- 
standing  the  care  that  had  been  taken  to  im- 
prove the  state  of  the  chamber,  more  than  one 
of  the  English  nobles  were  seen  to  shudder  as 
they  traversed  the  spacious  room,  and  felt  the 
chilling  blasts  of  a  November  day,  as  they  found 
entrance  through  the  crevices  with  which 
apartment  abounded.  They  paused  at 
paces  from  the  dais,  and  the  Eail  of  Kent, 
vanciug  alone,  presented  to  the  captive  Queen 
a  letter  from  Elizabeth,  commanding  her  to 
submit  to  a  trial.  This  letter,  presented  with- 
out any  form  on  the  part  of  the  bearer, 
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ceived  by  Mary,  who  perused  it  with  great  com- 
posure. When  she  bad  finished,  the  Queen  de- 
hberately  folded  it,  and  addressing  the  Earl  of 
Kent  with  much  dignity,  said : — 

"  I  marvel,  my  lord,  that  our  loving  couain 
of  England  should  so  far  forget  my  station  ai 
to  command  me,  as  a  vassal,  who  am  an  inde- 
pendent sovereign.  There  lives  not  a  potentate 
on  earth  who  can  deprive  me  of  the  power  I 
hold  from  God ;  and  though  for  a  time,  he  thus 
permits  my  enemies  to  triumph,  by  depriving 
me  of  my  liberty  and  lawful  authority,  yet, 
into  his  hands  alone,  will  I  resign  that  dij^ity 
he  invested  me  with  at  my  birth." 

To  this  the  Earl  of  Kent  replied  sternly. 
"  The  Queen  who  stoops  to  plot  against  a 
sister  sovereign's  lifn,  and  by  associating  with 
her  in  such  base  plots  the  lowest  of  the  rabble, 
must  cease  to  urge  the  majesty  of  ber  sta- 
tion as  a  claim  to  the  coDsideration  she  baa 
forfeited." 
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^<  Your  speech  applies  not  to  me,  my  lord, 
since  God  is  my  witness^  that  I  never  devised, 
pursued^  nor  consented  to  any  design  formed 
against  the  person  of  Queen  Elizabeth ;  and 
I  take  you  to  witness  ;  my  Lord  of  Kent, 
that  every  threatened  danger  arising  either 
from  subject  or  foreigner^  as  set  forth  in  tl^ 
paper,  is  charged  upon  me  by  those  in  the 
court  of  England  who  are  notoriously  my 
enemies/' 

"  The  life  of  our  royal  mistress/'  Kent  re- 
plied^  ^^  is  dear  to  every  true  hearted  English- 
man, and  therefore  are  we  sworn  foes  to  all  who 
would  molest  our  Queen/' 

**  Yet,  let  not  your  loyalty  to  one  Qucen^  my 
good  lord,  render  you  unmindful  of  what  is  due 
to  another;  and  I  put  it  to  your  conscience, 
whether  you  or  any  among  the  nobles  of  Eng- 
land, famed  as  they  ever  have  been  for  chival- 
rous defence  of  the  weak  and  oppressed,  can 
approve  or  justify  the  treatment  awarded  me. 
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I  came  hither  on  the  faith  of  your  Queen^  who 
promised  me  succour  and  protection ;  did  I 
meet  with  them?  let  my  present  situation 
testify.  Confined  in  a  prison,  and  denied  the 
benefit  granted  to  the  meanest  criminal,  that 
which  results  from  the  taws  of  the  countiy. 
Such  my  lord,  has  been  the  conduct  of  Eliza- 
beth Tudor  to  one,  who  claims  descent,  equally 
with  herself  frodi  one  common  ancestor/' 

^^  And  who  is  to  blame,"  the  Earl  answered, 
*^  if  necessity  has  compelled  my  royal  mistress 
to  act  with  unwonted  severity  ?  I  might  recapi- 
tulate to  you,  lady,  the  tumults  and  rebellion, 
which  have  distracted  this  our  country  since 
your  arrival ;  I  might  call  to  your  remembrance 
the  incessant  efforts  made  by  your  partizans  to 
subvert  the  throne  of  Elizabeth  Tudor,  and  the 
cruel  and  bloody  plans  laid  to  deprive  that 
princess  of  life ; — but  all  these  are  fresh  in  your 
own  memory,  seeing  you  yourself  were  either  the 
instigator  of  them,  or  by  approval  and  promise 
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of  recompense  to  those  concerned,  gave  life  and 
■pirit  to  their  devilish  devices." 

"  My  lord,  I  again  repeat  that  I  am  guiltless 
of  the  chaises  brought  against  me  by  my  ene- 
mies, nor  ought  I  to  be  made  responsible  for 
the  actions  of  others." 

"  Well,  lady,  it  boots  not  thus  to  hand]^ 
words;  I  come  in  the  name  of  the  Queen  of' 
England  to  bid  you  abide  trial,  as  a  conspirator 
agunst  her  croirn  and  life;  that,  being  fairly 
jndged  by  your  peer's,  you  may  be  found  guilty, 
or  stand  acquitted,  as  the  charge  may  be  proved 
true  or  false." 

"  And  where  are  my  peers  ?"  she  demanded, 
a  lofty  dignity  reigning  in  her  voice  and  look, 
that  for  a  moment  awed  the  nobleman  who  had 
so  boldly  addressed  her.  "  You  spoke  of  peers, 
my  lordj  where  shall  I  look  for  them  ?  the 
names  of  those  appointed  my  judges  are  con- 
tained in  this  paper,  but  I  see  no  one  entered 
here  who  may  arrogate  to  himself  the  proud  . 
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title  of  Mary  Stuart's  peer;  recollect  yourself 
my  lord,  cron-ned  beads  alone  can  be  the  peera 
of  8D  aaoiated  sovereign." 

"The  nobles  of  England,"  Kent  said  kntttiog  i 
his  brows,  "  rank  higb  in  the  acale  of  nacionaj  ' 
and  the  meanest  among  them  may  unhesita- 
tingly stand  forth  as  peer  to  the  sovereign 
whose  follies  and  crimes  have  driven  the  sub> 
ject  into  rebellion,  and  who  is  thereby  deprived 
of  the  rank  and  title  of  sovereign  prince.  Sub- 
mit you  must  to  our  authority,  therefore,  lady, 
belhiak  you  whether  it  were  not  the  wiser  plan 
to  yield  to  that  authority  without  useless  reaist- 
tance." 

"  Never,"  she  said  firmly,  "  Let  your  queen 
take  the  blood  she  thirsts  for;  Mary  Stuart 
will  never  willingly  condescend  to  an  act  which 
would  derogate  from  her  own  royal  majesty, 
and  prejudice  the  rank  and  dignity  of  her  son. 
My  lord  of  Kent,  I  am  here  in  a  foreign  land, 
of,t))e  hy^t  pf  vrhich  I  am  ignorantj,  denied  t 
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advice  and  assistance  of  my  friends,  surrounded 
by  powerful  and  bitter  enemies^  my  servants 
alternately  bribed  and  threatened^  to  induce 
them  to  betray  me ;  without  counsel^  without 
the  power  of  defending  myself;  yet  I  scorn  the 
mockery  of  justice  under  which  your  queen  en- 
deavours to  hide  her  malice.  I  am  no  subject 
of  Elizabeth  Tudor,  and  to  her  authority  I 
never  will  submit:  bear  back  to  your  queen 
this  my  firm  resolve." 

^^  If  such  indeed  be  your  determination/'  the 
Earl  replied  coldly,  ^^  we  must  proceed  upon 
it ;  and,  since  you  refuse  to  submit  to  the  law- 
ful authority  of  your  mistress  and  ours,  declare 
you  contumacious,  and  therefore  unworthy  that 
protection  the  laws  of  England  might  otherwise 
afford  you." 

"  My  lord,  I  am  a  stranger  to  the  laws  ef 
which  you  speak,  nor  can  I  think  highly  of 
their  equity,  since  under  colour  of  these  1  am 
thus  oppressed.    To  no  prince  on  earth  will  I 
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acknowledge  myself  a  subject ;  for  this  meeting, 
or  what  you  please  to  term  it,  assembled  to 
judge  ine,  I  decline  to  submit  my  cause  to  its 
members^  since  I  know  not  whether  a  plan:  may 
not  be  devised  against  my  life,  to  take  it  away 
under  a  colour  of  justice ;  yet  am  I  ready  and 
willing  to  vindicate  myself  in  a  full  and  free 
parliament;  let  me  be  confronted  there  with 
my  accusers,  that  all  men  may  judge  fairly  of 
my  guilt  or  innocence.  Such  a  procedure  too 
will  clear  Elizabeth  Tudor  from  the  imputation 
she  may  lay  under,  of  cruelty  and  injustice  to- 
wards a  sister  sovereign  in  distress ;  for  remem- 
ber, my  lord,  how  far  the  theatre  of  the  world 
exceeds  this  little  island,  and  though  your 
queen  may  justify  her  proceedings  in  the  eyes 
of  her  loving  subjects,  strangers  and  foreigners 
may  perchance  judge  differently  betwixt  us/* 

*^  The  Queen  of  England  is  responsible  to 
God  alone  for  her  actions ;  to  no  mortal  on 
earth  need  she  render  an  account.*' 
L  5 
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"  And  think  yon,  my  lord,  that  the  wnth  of 
a  King  of  Scotland,  when  roueed  by  the  foul 
murder  of  a  mother,  will  not  raise  a  storm  at 
which  even  England  may  tremble  ?" 

At  this  moment  one  of  the  commissioner! 
broke  in  upon  the  conference. 

"By  your  leave,  my  lord,"  he  said,  "I  ci 
longer  suffer  the  delay  caused  by  your  fruitlesB 
parley  with  the  prisoner.  Permit  me  to  speak  a 
few  words  with  Mary  Stuart;  after  which,  if 
she  still  sets  our  authority  at  defiance,  held  as 
it  is  from  Queen  Elizabeth,  we  will  forthwith 
proceed  as  against  one  found  guilty  of  the 
crimes  laid  to  her  charge.  Madam."  be  con- 
tinued, addressing  Mary,  "  before  you  finally 
determine  upon  the  line  of  conduct  you  seem 
about  to  adopt,  bethink  you  of  the  injury  your 
reputation  must  sustain  if  you  obstinately  per- 
sist in  declining  a  trial,  the  only  means  by 
which  your  innocence  can  be  made  clear ;  I 
beseech  you  then  to  cease  as  opposition  wbicb. 


UART    iTUART.  227 

while  it  is  uaeless  as  far  as  regards  stopping  the 
proceedings  of  this  assembly,  will  be  found  to  | 
injure  you  in  the  opinion  of  the  world." 

There  was  a  deep  aileuce  while  the  Qiieea 
pondered  for  a  space  the  words  of  the  last 
speaker.  She  could  not  d^ny  the  justice  of  I 
their  import;  and  while  the  pride  that  had  ] 
sustained  her  through  trials,  wliich  a  less  de- 
lermioed  spirit  must  have  sunk  under,  still 
urged  Mary  to  resist  the  authurity  of  this  self- 
constituted  tribunal,  &  still  small  voice  wu 
beard  to  urge  thai,  helpless  as  she  was,  such 
determination,  however  laudable,  would  only 
draw  upon  her  devoted  head  tenfold  severity. 
The  struggle  did  not  continue  long,  the  Queea 
raised  her  head,  and  addressing  the  vice-cham- 
berlain said: — "  On  one  condition  alone  I  con- 
sent to  plead  my  cause  before  yuu;  let  me  bvdt 
enter  my  protest,  disowning  all  subjection,  and  1 
then  proceed,  in  God's  name,  with  your  mock- 
ery of  juplicj^'^ ,       ,        ^  _  ^,,  ,  - , 
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Such  an  open  contempt  of  the  Quea  of 
England's  power,  and  her  right  to  try  a  rebel, 
may  not  be  permitted  by  us  her  representa- 
tives/' the  Elarl  answered. 

^'  1  mean  not  to  impugn  the  lawful  authority 
of  your  Queen,  my  lord,  to  try  her  own  sub- 
jects in  these  her  dominions,  but  I  appeal  to 
your  own  conscience,  whether  that  authority 
can  extend  to  me.  I  entered  this  kingdom  an 
independent  sovereign,  to  implore  your  Queen's 
assistance,  not  to  subject  mvself  to  her  domini- 
on ;  nor  is  my  spirit  so  broken  by  the  trials  I 
have  endured,  or  so  intimidated  by  the  dangers 
which  threaten  me,  as  to  stoop  to  aught  unbe- 
coming the  majesty  of  a  crowned  head,  yet 
would  I  willinglv  make  mv  innocence  clear  aa 
the  noon  day,  and  since  an  open  and  impartial 
trial  alone  is  likely  to  produce  such  a  result, 
being  permitted  to  enter  my  protest  in  writing, 
as  you  refuse  to  receive  it  personally,  proceed, 
my  lord,  in  such  form  as  your  laws  prescribe. 
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but  let  not  those  laws  be  perverted  to  take  my 
Ufe." 

With  the  permission  extorted  from  the  poor 
Queen,  by  the  forlorn  and  desolate  situation 
she  was  placed  in,  the  Commissioners  entered 
on  this  most  iniquitous  trial — and  should  some 
be  disposed  to  condemn  the  Queen  of  Scotland 
for  a  momentary  submission,  to  the  illegal  tri- 
bunal before  which  she  was  summoned,  and 
inclined  to  draw  a  comparison  between  her 
conduct^  on  this  occasion,  and  that  of  her 
descendant  Charles  the  First,  under  similar 
circumstances,  let  them  remember  that  to  a 
desire  of  vindicating  her  honor,  we  must  alone 
impute  a  submission  that  may  be  thought  in 
any  degree  to  derogate  from  the  unbending 
dignity  posterity  so  highly  applaud  her  grand- 
son for  maintaining. 

We  pass  over  the  trial  of  this  high-minded 
woman,  a  trial  as  remarkable  for  the  shameful, 
and  undisguised  contempt  of  law  with  which  it 
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was  condacted,  as  ibr  the  flogrant  injusl 
which  appointed  it.  The  sentence  was  sus- 
pended, until  the  commissioners  returned  to 
London,  and  assembled  in  the  Star  cbami 
proceeded  to  examine  witnesses  they  had 
fused  to  caafront  with  the  accused  ;  these  con- 
firmed their  former  depositions  upon  oath,  and 
then  was  recorded  that  seutence,  which  has  ever 
been  the  foulest  blot  in  the  page  of  English 
History,  sullying  the  splendour  of  a  name  whict 
would  otherwise  have  shone  without  spot,  ai 
proving,  that  Elizabeth  of  England,  while  si 
stands  unrivalled  in  the  list  of  Sovereigns, 
but  a  weak  aud  envious — woman. 

The  day  succeeding  that  in  which  Mary 
Stuart  was  declared  guilty,  a  messenger  arrived 
atFotheringay,  bearing  the  fatal  intelligence. 
The  Queen  was  listening  with  apparent  iniercat 
to  her  attendant,  who  was  reading,  when  the 
dour  of  her  apartment  was  thrown  open,  and 
before  Harry  Knox,  ia  quality  of  page,  coi 
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;  their  presence,  the  clerk  of  the  com- 
B,  attended  b;  Sir  Annias  Faulet,  abrupt- 
ly CDtered,  the  former  was  bareheaded,  but  6ir 
Anniaa,  contrary  to  his  usual  custom,  was  cover- 
ed. At  the  noise  of  their  approach  Mary  raised 
her  eyes,  and  for  a  moment  the  paleness  of  death 
spread  over  her  face,  as  she  read  in  the  insolent 
bearing  of  her  keeper,  a  conflrmation  of  those 
gloomy  forebodings  that  had  lately  haunted  her. 
But  the  feeling  was  transient,  and  rousing  all  the 
Queen  within  her,  she  haughtily  demanded. 

"  Wherefore  are  we  thus  intruded  upon  ? 
and  what  means  this  lack  of  courtesy  ?  it  is  a 
new  sight  for  the  Queen  of  Scotland  to  behold 
a  subject  approach  with  his  head  covered." 

"  The  business  we  come  upon,"  Sir  iVnnias 
replied  unceremoniously,  "  brooks  no  delay. 
Hear,  Mary  Stuart,  the  final  judgment  of  the 
English  council." 

The  clerk  then  proceeded  to  read  the  sen- 
tence paised  upon  the  prisoner,  and   next  the 
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warrant  for  her  execution,  which  he  bade  her 
prepare  for,  the  following  morning.  A  bunt 
of  sorrow  from  her  female  attendants  foUowed 
this  awful  close;  but  upon  Marj  herself  it 
appeared  to  take  no  effect.  Turning  towards 
the  weeping  women,  the  Queen  laid  her  finger 
on  her  lip  in  token  of  silence,  accompanied 
with  a  look  of  tender  upbraiding,  for  thus 
adding  to  her  sorrow  at  such  a  moment ;  then 
addressing  Beale,  who  had  read  the  fatal  docu- 
ment, she  said  firmly,  and  crossing  herself 
\\  ith  great  devotion, 

**  Be  it  so,  since  our  sister  of  England,  for- 
getting the  ties  of  nature,  thirsts  for  my  blood, 
I  willingly  submit  to  the  stroke  which  shall  at 
once  deliver  me  from  the  troubles  of  this  life, 
and  send  me  to  a  blissful  eternity.  Death, 
even  in  this  appalling  shape  has  no  terrors  for 
me,  that  soul  is  unworthy  the  joys  to  which  I 
aspire,  which  shrinks  from  the  blow  that  must 
release   it  from  its    prison   of  clay."      Then 
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placing  her  hand  on  a  Testament  that  lay  be- 
side her^  she  continued.  ^^  As  God  is  mj 
Judge,  before  whom  I  am  about  to  appear, .  I 
am  guiltless  of  the  crime  for  which  I  am  con- 
demned to  suffer ;  that  of  conspiracy  against 
the  life  of  the  Queen  of  England*  Sancta 
Maria  ora  pro  me  !" 

As  Mary  finished  speaking,  Beale  bowed 
slightly  and  withdrew,  when  seeing  Sir  Annias 
Paulet  still  standing  with  one  foot  on  the  steps, 
that  led  to  her  chair,  the  Queen  said : — ^'  We 
would  be  alone ;  the  few  short  hours  that  re- 
main to  prepare  for  eternity  need  no  interrup- 
tion/' 

«  My  duty  is  not  yet  finished,'^  Sir  Annias 
answered  sullenly,  as  if  ashamed  of  the  office 
assigned  him ;  and  without  further  ceremony, 
he  mounted  the  steps,  making  a  signal  for 
Harry  Knox  to  follow,  but  a  feeling  of  pity  and 
respect  for  the  oppressed  Queen  held  the  page 
back. 
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"  What  means  this  rudeaess,  Sir 
Paulet  ?"  Mary  demaaded,  the  fire  of  outraged 
majesty,  even  in  that  awrul  tnomeDt,  ligboog 
her  eye. 

"  By  command  of  the  council,  madani,  I 
to  divest  you  of  those  symbols  of  royalty  tgr- 
which  a  condemned  crimiDal  can  have  no  claim. 
It  were  but  empty  mockery  to  canopy  the  heajL 
that  is  about  to  be  laid  on  the  block." 

He  turned  as  he  epoke,  and  looking  towi 
Horry  Knox,  who  still  remained  at  some 
tance  from  the  dais,  made  a  movement  of  ii 
patient  diapleanure,  when  he  found  hia  signal 
bad  not  been  attended  to;  then,  more  perhaps 
with  a  vievfof  hiding  the  emotion  which  Id 
spite  of  himself  stirred  in  lus  bosom  at  the  un- 
manly part  be  was  thus  obliged  to  take,  in 
heaping  insults  on  a  distressed  woman  than  l>um 
any  actual  intention  of  removing  the  canopjr 
himself,  Sir  Annias  stretched  his  hand  towards 
it}  but  for  H  moment  his  puriraae  ^ras  arrested, 
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by  the  Queen's  anddenly  rising  from  her  chair, 
a  moveinent  she  had  not  been  able  to  effect 
without  assisunce  for  a  length  of  time ;  but 
now  the  proud  spirit  of  the  Stuart,  mingled 
with  that  of  the  Guise,  triumphed  over  bodil; 
infinnity,  and  never  in  her  day  of  power  had  a 
more  awful  air  of  majesty  ahone  round  Mary 
Stuart. 

"  Forbear !"  she  said,  and  the  deep  firm 
tone  in  which  she  spoke,  seemed  not  to  belong 
to  an  earthly  being.  *'  I  have  heard  myself 
thia  day  condemned  for  an  offence  of  which  I 
am  guiltless.  God  has  permitted  the  mahce  of 
my  enemies  to  triumph,  and  receinag  it  as  a 
chastisement  from  him,  I  bow  to  the  stroke  he 
appoints.  But  to  be  thus  insulted  by  one  who 
in  former  days  would  have  held  himself  honor- 
ed by  a  place  among  the  meanest  of  my  grooms, 
cannot  be  borne,  nor  will  I  believe  that  the 
Queen  of  England  would  countenance  an  act, 
which,  by  breaking  down  the  sacred  barrier 
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raised  between  sovereign  and  subject,  strikes 
a  blow  at  the  dignity  of  princes,  which  if  it 
reaches  not  her,  will  not  fail  to  fall  heavily  on 
those  who  shall  reign  hereafter.  To  her  then 
I  appeal  against  your  daring  insolence,  and, 
until  I  behold  the  order  signed  by  her  own 
band,  I  command  you,  under  pain  of  that 
chastisement  which  such  conduct  towards  the 
Queen  of  Scotland  cannot  fail  to  call  down, 
to  desist  from  your  purpose  of  displacing  that 
canopy/' 

Sir  Annias  smiled  contemptuously,  as  he 
answered,  '*  You  forget  lady  that  the  Queen  of 
Scotland  no  longer  exists ;  that  title  expired  at 
the  moment  when  you,  Mary  Stuart,  were 
proclaimed  a  traitor,  and  as  such  degraded  to 
the  rank  of  criminal,  despoiled  of  lands  and 
titles/' 

'*  And  do  you  fear  nothing  from  the  just  in- 
dignation of    the  King   of  Scotland,  when    he 
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shall  hear  of  the  part  you  have  acted  in  his 
mother's  degradation  ?'' 

'^  I  fear  not  the  displeasure  of  prince  or 
peasant^  while  acting  under  the  commands  of 
my  lawful  sovereign ;  and  for  James  of  Scot- 
land^ methinks  the  happy  indifference  he  has 
hitherto  displayed,  may  teach  you  in  what 
manner  he  will  avenge  your  cause/' 

At  this  allusion  to  the  negleet  she  had  expe- 
rienced from  him  to  whom  she  might  reason- 
ably have  looked  for  an  active  interference  in 
her  behalf,  which  vigorously  and  sincerely  ex- 
erted, and  backed  by  the  efforts  made  by 
foreign  powers,  could  not  have  failed  to  avert 
the  blow  that  deprived  James  of  a  mother,  the 
heart  of  the  poor  Queen  swelled  nigh  to  burst- 
ing, and  not  daring  to  speak  for  a  time,  lest 
the  restraint  imposed  on  her  feelings,  should 
prove  insufficient ;  Sir  Annias  Paulet,not  dis- 
pleased at  a  pause  which  broke  upon  a  confer- 
ence he  wished  ended,  took  advantage  of  Mary's 
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fiijence  to  complete  his  mission.  Setting  bStl 
foot  on  the  chair  hitherto  aacred  to  Majesty, 
he  succeeded  in  reaching  the  fastening  bjr  which 
the  canopytvas  attached,  and  his  impslience,  oot 
suffering  him  to  detach  it  by  gentle  meaoa,  he 
tore  it  from  the  wall,  and  casting  it  to  the 
ground,  placed  his  foot  on  it  as  if  in  mockery, 
then,  not  waiting  for  the  burst  of  indignation 
he  judged  was  likely  to  follow  this  cruel  abuse 
of  power,  the  Knight  sprang  down  the  steps, 
and  hurried  from  the  apartment. 

A  silence,  as  that  of  the  grave,  succeeded  the 
bustle  caused  by  the  assembling  of  the  actors 
in  this  cruel  tragedy  in  the  ball  appoioled  for 
temiioatiog  the  life  of  Mary  Stuart.  Ail  I 
household  were  present  at  e  scene,  of  vhic 
the  bare  recital  must  ever  melt  the  sterne«£ 
nature  to  pity,  and  regret,  for  the  fate  of  a 
princess,  whose  errors  were  there  fiilly  expiated 
as  far  as  regards  man's  tribunal  One  solitwy 
6gure  might  be  seen^  roaming  through  the  de^_ 
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solate  apartmcnta  like  Bome  unquiet  spirit,  stUl 
hoping  for  reit,  snd  relief  fram  thought,  in 
chauge  of  posture  and  scene,  but  meeting  disai^ 
pointtnent  at  ercry  fresh  trial.  Curiosity  and  the 
love  of  the  terrific,  so  inherent  in  the  heart  of 
man,  had  not  been  able  to  overcome  the  repug- 
nance of  Harry  Knoif  to  behold  the  execution  ; 
wad  B  nervous  apprehension  of  hearing  the  dis- 
mal cry,  imagination  told  him  would  accom- 

any  the  death  blow,  drove  him  from  room  to 
room  in  that  agony  of  restlessness,  which  those 

ho  understand  such  feelings  nill  readily  com- 
prehend, hut  which  only  form  a  subject  for  the 
wonder,  and  derision,  of  those  blunter  natures 
who  bless  themselves  they  are  above  such 
childish  weaknesses.  The  time  employed  ra 
this  inhuman  butchery  appeared  lengthened 
•ut  to  ages,  and  more  than  once  Harry  Knox 
was  tempted  to  believe  some  unlooked  for 
change  had  been  wrought  in  favor  of  the  con- 
demned i  at  last  he  heard  the  door  of  the  hall 
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thrown  opeD,  and  then  came  forth  the  miugl 
mass  which  it  had  enclosed.  As  the  sound 
came  on  the  listener's  ear,  he  had  no  difficulty 
in  determining  that  sorrow  and  regret  for  t 
royal  victim,  thus  ofl'ered  on  the  altarorjcaloui 
formed  the  predominant  feeling  among  the  spi 
tators.  The  deep  smothered  hum  of  mei 
voices,  like  the  hollow  sounil  that  precedes  the 
tempest,  seemed  tu  tell  uf  feehugs  ihcy  dared  not 
utter  ainuci,  but  which  it  naa  lUfiiciilt  to  restrain, 
and  with  this  hoarse  murmur,  there  mingled 
the  shriller  grief  of  women,  which  Bcorning  con- 
troul  vented  itself  in  tears,  and  hysterical  soha ; 
hut  the  honest  indignation  which  rose  in  the 
breasts  of  many,  at  the  scene  of  tyranny  they 
had  just  witnessed,  was  schooled  into  a  tamed 
acquiescence,  hy  that  rigid  disciplinarian,  fear. 
The  ferocity  of  Harry  the  Eight  and  the  des- 
potic authority  tranamitted  by  him  tu  a  daugh- 
ter who  found  it  too  congenial  with  her  nature 
to  part  with  one  tittle,  had  paralizcd  all  < 
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noble  in  the  free  hearted  Engtish,  and  rendered 
them  passive  as  the  deer  beneath  the  lion's 
paw. 

Fearing^  that  should  he  encounter  Sir  Anniaa 
Paulei  at  this  moment^  some  part  of  the  horror 
he  felt  might  manifest  itself  bj  word  or  look^ 
Harry  Knox  left  the  castle^  and  burying  him- 
self deep  in  the  wood,  gave  free  course  to  his 
grief.  It  was  towards  evening  before  he  could 
sufficiently  master  his  emotion,  to  trust  himself 
in  the  knight's  presence,  and  his  steps  were 
slow  and  uncertain  as  he  again  trod  the  path  to 
the  castle.  He  found  the  gates  unbarred,  and 
one  open  ;  the  watchful  guard  held  over  the  pri- 
son of  Mary- Stuart,  had  given  place  to  careless 
security.  A  cold  shiver  ran  through  the  youth's 
frame,  as  he  thought  on  the  means  by  which 
the  poor  prisoner  had  been  finally  secured,  and 
the  increasing  disgust  he  felt  towards  Sir 
Annias  Paulet,  whom  he  had  beheld  playing  so 
conspicuous  a  part  in  the  barbarities    exercised 
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upon  his  defenceless  captive,  <!etermined  Harry 
to  seek  hiin,  for  the  purpose  of  craving  dis- 
missal from  his  service.  His  search,  however, 
proved  unavailing,  since  Sir  Annias  had  quitted 
Fotheringay  with  those  appointed  to  superin- 
tend the  execution,  and  sought  the  Court  of 
Elizabeth,  to  report  the  fideliiv  wiih  which  he 
had  discharged  the  trust  assigned  him,  and  to 
receive  the  meed  of  praise  he  believed  so  justly 
his  due. 

Harry  Knox  entered  one  room  after  another, 
but  found  them  empty  ;  at  length  he  stopped 
at  the  door  of  a  small  chamber  ailjoiiiipg  the 
hall,  but  iinding  it  ajar,  he  luilu:  lly  ('(^'icluiad 
tlic  gentleman  he  sought  was  nut  ihcie  ;  yet, 
an  undefined  imj)ulsc  led  liim  to  c/.ur,  .'mkI  the 
after  years  of  joy  and  sorrow  tl. rough  \\hirh  liC 
passed,  never  obliterated  the  sight  that  room 
presented.  On  the  floor,  and  partially  covered 
with  a  coarse  cloth,  whicli  torn  from  a  billiard 
table  had  been  hastily  thrown  over  it   by    the 
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wretches  who  bore  it  thither,  lay  the  body  of 
Mary  Stuart;  the  neck  had  been  miserably 
mangled  by  the  executioner,  who  either  inexpert 
in  his  horrid  trade,  or  unnerved  by  the  saintly 
bearing  of  his  noble  victim^  had  struck  again 
and  again  before  he  was  able  to  sever  the  head. 
With  the  unwilling  gaze  of  a  bird  fixed  by  the 
eve  of  the  rattle  snake,  Harry  Knox  continued 
to  contemplate  the  scene.  The  head  had  been 
carelessly  thrown  beside  the  body,  an  J  despoiled 
of  its  attire,  the  long  hair  was  given  to  view, 
white  as  if  the  snows  of  seventy  winters  had 
been  scattered  upon  it.  A  feeling  he 
sought  not  to  controul,  came  over  him,  and 
kneeling  down  he  raised  the  lifeless  hand  to  his 
Ii;)s;  then  taking  from  his  bosom  the  broken  cir- 
clet of  gold  which  Bothwellhad  given  him,  and 
nhich  the  events  that  followed  so  rapidly  upon 
his  introduction  to  the  Queen  had  prevented 
his  delivering,  he  placed  it  in  the  icy  palm,  and 
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covering  the  corse  more  carefully  with  its  rude 
pall^  left  it  in  its  neglect  and  solitude. 

A  spell  seemed  cast  over  the  young  sailor ; 
it  was  his  intention  before  he  entered  that 
apartment  to  leave  the  castle  immediately^  and 
the  sight  he  had  witnessed  there  appeared  ill 
calculated  to  reverse  the  determination ;  yet, 
Harry  Knox  derived  a  gloomy  satisfaction  in 
lingering  around  it,  replete  as  it  was  with  hor- 
ror. After  a  few  dajs  he  was  somewhat  reliev- 
ed by  finding  that  a  degree  of  attention  was 
about  to  be  'paid  to  the  remains  of  Mary 
Stuart.  Elizabeth,  as  some  atonement  for  the 
ceaseless  persecution  the  Queen  of  Scots  had 
met  from  her  during  life,  gave  orders  that  a 
magnificent  funeral  should  grace  her  victim  to 
the  tomb.  Perchance  she  thought  that  the 
pomp  and  pageantry  of  a  royal  funeral  w  ould 
amuse  mcn^s  minds,  and  thus  turn  them  from 
dwelling  on  her  own  breach  of  faith,  and  heart- 
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less  cruelty ;  but  neither  this  parade,  nor  the 
affected  grief  of  the  subtle  Queen,  could  veil 
the  deformity  of  her  late  act ;  and  in  propor- 
tion as  she  decked  the  cofiBn  of  Marj  Stuart, 
men  judged  of  the  satisfaction  she  derived  from 
reflecting,  that  the  mutilated  form  enclosed  in 
it  could  never  again  enter  into  competition  with 
her,  and  that  she  had  swept  a  rival  from  her 
path  whose  praises  had  often  embittered  her 
moments  of  pride  and  power. 

Peterborough  Cathedral  received  the  re- 
mains of  Mary  of  Scotland,  and  surely  Eliza- 
beth's cruelty  was  displayed  fully  as  much  in 
denying  the  request  of  her  sister  sovereign, 
that  her  ashes  might  be  deposited  in  that 
country  to  which  her  fond  affections  clung,  and 
beside  the  husband  who  had  received  her  first 
vows,  as  in  any  part  of  her  conduct  towards  the 
unhappy  Queen.  The  cold,  stern  nature  of 
her  Scottish  subjects  were  little  in  unison  with 
the  sportive  gaiety  of  Mary's  character;  can 
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it  then  surprise  us,  if  the  days  passed  in  the 
brighter  clime  of  France,  amid  the  splendor  of  a 
court,  unrivalled  for  fascination,  where  the  en- 
thusiastic affection  of  her  young  heart  was 
called  forth  and  fostered,  should  haunt  her  as  a 
dream  of  home^  and  happiness,  and  that  she 
should  Mish  in  death  to  be  restored  to  that 
much  loved  land,  it  cost  her  so  many  tears  to 
quit. 

Strange  as  it  may  appear,  Harry  Knox  turned 
from  the  tomb  of  the  Queen  of  Scotland,  with 
the  feelings  of  one  who  has  consigned  to  earth 
the  last  beloved  one  left  to  cheer  him  on  his 
pilgrimage.  True,  he  had  served  her  but  a 
brief  space,  but  that  time,  short  as  it  was,  suf- 
ficed to  bind  him  to  the  poor  prisoner  with  a 
fervour  of  devotion,  the  gay  and  prosperous  sel- 
dom call  forth  ;  the  hnks  that  unite  us  with 
those  we  love,  may  seem  briglitcr  to  the  out- 
ward eye,  when  wreathed  with  tlic  flouers  of 
prosperity,  but  the  hour  of  sorrow,  rivets  those 
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links  the  firmest^  and  while  it  robs  them  of  all 
adventitious  ornaments,  gives  to  view  the  in- 
trinsic value  of  the  tried  metal  that  forms  them. 
Reckless  of  his  future  destiny,  the  young 
sailor  mechanically  turned  his  course  again 
towards  London,  for  the  purpose  of  seeking 
employment  from  the  captain  of  some  vessel, 
with  the  vague  hope  of  finding,  in  a  strange 
country,  a  balm  for  many  woes. 
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CHAPTER    XI. 


As  in  the  busy  theatre  of  the  world,  one  actor 
after  another  '^  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage,*' 
and  is  then  consigned  to  the  cold  gulf  of  obli- 
vion^  so  it  must  be  with  our  history,  some  of 
the  principal  characters  being  dismissed  from 
the  page,  others  must  be  found  to  fill  their 
places;  and  these  we  will  present  to  our  readers 
whilst  the  young  sailor  is  journeying  to  the 
metropolis. 

In  a  dark  and  gloomy  apartment,  furnished 
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with  much  of  the  rude  magnificence  of  theday^ 
and  looking  out  on  the  river  Thames,  were 
seated  four  or  five  persons  busily  employed 
in  discussing  a  substantial  meal.  The  cavalier, 
whose  station  at  the  head  of  the  board  indicated 
the  president  of  the  feast,  was  a  man  bordering 
on  thirty,  tall  and  well  made,  with  a  counte* 
nance  indicative  of  reserve  and  deep  thought, 
though  the  fire  that  from  time  to  time  glanced 
from  his  dark  and  expressive  eye,  as  well  as  a 
convulsive  motion  which  agitated  the  handsome 
moustache,  that  thickly  furnished  the  compres- 
sed lip,  spoke  of  fierce,  indomitable  pride, 
nourished  in  the  instance  of  the  individual  be- 
fore us,  by  a  sovereign's  favor,  and,  for  a  time  at 
least,  a  nation^s  idolatry. 

The  cavalier  was  just  from  the  tilt  yard,  a 
circumstance  which  might  be  guessed  by  the 
damage  his  richly  ornamented  coat  of  mail 
had  sustained  from  the  rude  knocks  there  en- 
countered; apparently  too,  his  temper  bad 
M  5 
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suffered  equally  with  his  armour,  and  he  sat 
at  this  moment  regardless  of  all  around,  buried 
in  profound  thought.     Aware  of  their  patron's 
habit  of  distraction,  especially  at  the  season  of 
refection,  the  rest  of  the  parly  observed  a  re- 
spectful silence.     Suddenly  the  Earl  of  Essex, 
fi)r   it   was   indeed   tliut  darling  of  the  virgin 
Queen,  we  have  so  brijlly  dvCiihed,  who  for   a 
few  short  years,  rai  St  d   \.y  \,'\'\  i:nrlial  ni  is  tress* 
lavish  fiivor  to  the  summit  f>r  liiiman  grandeur, 
played    the  part  of  jL^;(iJtcvt  in   the   kingdono, 
until  growing  giddy  witli  b.is   tievatiou  he  was 
added  to  the  li>.t  of  tlncfi  n;r,:-.  s  Kft  as  records 
of  the  instability  of  r;:M-.i)l;   jower.     Suddenly 
then   the  Earl  raised  ii:-)  L<'(1  from  the  depres- 
ed  position  it  had  retained  lor  some  nn'ni'es, 
and  looking  towards  a   fair  haired  youth   who 
sat  at  hi?^  right  hand,  said  somewhat  ironically, 
"  What  an  envi..ble  compound  of  bravery  and 
inditfcreuce  art  thou  Trac\  !  ((jually   impervi- 
ous to  the  dharp  arrows  oi'  Dan  Cupiil,  and  the 
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more  obtuse  lance  of  the  prince  of  coxcombs, 
whose  appearance  in  my  hemisphere,  I  am 
afraid  augurs  a  speedy  culmination  to  my 
[)lanet,  unless  1  can  find  some  means  of  setting 
his  own  in  darkness.  Had  thy  lance,  unshac- 
kled  by  the  trammels  it  wore,  but  found  en- 
trance into  his  armour  of  proof,  how  had  I 
hailed  thee  this  day  the  guardian  angel  of 
Uevcnuix!*' 

'•  For  shame,  my  Lord !"  the  youth  said, 
looking  at  the  hery  Earl  with  a  brow  of  dis- 
pleasure, m  l.irh  few  then  living  had  dared  to 
raise  towards  the  haughty  favourite,  "  I  marvel 
that  the  bold  bearing  of  a  malapert  boy,  should 
thus  ruffle  you.'^ 

*'  Now  by  the  saints  1" — 

**  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  find  some  more 
fashionable  personages  to  swear  by  ;  their  holi- 
nesM's  might  have  been  in  vogue  among  our 
forefathers,  but  in  these  days  of  our  Gracious 
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Queen,  whom  God  preserve  ia  the  true  fiuth  ! 
they  have  falleo  much  into  disrepute/' 

'^  Peace,  Tracy/'  the  Earl  said  impatiently, 
'^  by  heaven  you  will  drive  me  mad  1  talk  not 
to  me  of  faith,  and  saints,  and  such  proper  atufl^ 
but  help  me,  an'  thou  canst,  to  devise  acme 
cunning  method  of  circumventing  this  new 
favourite ;  that  he  gain  not  the  mastery  over  us.'* 

"  Your  own  good  sword,'*  Tracy  answered 
coolly, ''  is  like  enough  to  devise  the  method, 
without  my  help,  by  cutting  short  any  plans 
the  youngster  might  have  formed  to  supplant 
you,  for  credit  me,  my  Lord,  that  speech  you 
so  unwittingly  gave  birth  to,  met  the  ear  of  one 
ever  ready  to  listen  to  aught  that  may  tend  to 
your  discomfort/' 

"What  speech  saucy  knave?"  Essex  de- 
manded. 

"  I  mind  not  what  I  uttered  in  the  heat  of 
the  moment.     Certes  it  was  enough  to  take 
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from  me  the  rale  of  my  tongue^  when  I  taw 
how  proudly  the  popinjay  held  himself  among 
knight  and  noble,  displaying  the  costly  jewel 
the  Queen  had  so  lavishly  bestowed^  in  guerdon 
of  his  having  the  luck  to  overthrow  a  better 
gentleman  than  himself  in  the  tilt  yard ;  yet 
I  remember  not  what  fell  from  my  lips/' 

"  Marry,  my  Lord/'  one  of  the  party,  who 
had  hitherto  appeared  only  intent  on  the  good 
cheer  before  him,  replied,  ^*  I  will  take  upon 
myself  to  refresh  your  memory,  inasmuch  as  I 
would  have  you  prepare  to  render  a  strict 
account  of  your  words;  have  you  forgotten 
how,  when  you  demanded  of  me  what  jewel  it 
was  that  Charles  Blunt  had  bound  to  his  arm, 
by  a  crimson  riband,  and  which,  I  take  it  was 
a  Queen  of  Chess  richly  enamelled,  and  set 
with  rare  jewels,  he  having  his  cloak  cast  under 
his  arm,  for  the  better  display  thereof;  I  an- 
swered you,  the  Queen  had  then  presented 
him   with  that  favor  to  be  worn  in  token  of 
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her  highness*  approbation  of  his  gallantry  in 
the  tilting  ;  whereupon  you  said  contemptuous- 
ly, '  now,  1  perceive  every  tool  must  have  a 
favor  !*  I  marked  how  this  speech  was  noted  by 
Cecil,  under  whose  special  patronage  the 
young  puppy  has  come  to  court,  and  he  will 
not  fail  *o  repeat  it  to  Blunt,  who  may  not  pass 
over   so  bitter  an  artVoiu,  publicly   put  upon 

hin.;* 

*•  Your  memory,  Sir  Fulk,''  Ejsex  said  witli 
a  Siiiilc,  •'  has  been  liuirvcllously  exact  in  this 
matter.  Yet  thou  art  mistaken,  friend,  in  sup- 
posing, I  fear  aiurht  from  this  springaUPs  arm  ; 
woiilil  that  I  Iiad  no  more  to  dread  from  his 
'  rouincrfavor  \^ith  niv  jrracious  mistress,  but 
I  doubt  the  iiilluenco,  the  smooth,  fair  face 
may  I  avc  on  her  hcarl,  for  when  were  the 
bri^ht  lucks  of  youth  disregarded  by  woman  ? 
muij;  cs;)ecially  when  her  own  were  grey." 

'•  Yet  y(;u  forget,  my  Lord,  our  noble  Queen 
it  h  sai.l,  loves  to  look  upon  ii  man  ;  how  can 
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you  fear  then  that  her  favor  will  pass  from  you, 
to  one  so  green  in  age  ?** 

"  Tush,  Tracy  !  what  is  so  fickle  as  a  lady^s 
favor,  and  that  lady  a  Queen  ?  true  she  has 
honoured  me  with  marks  of  esteem  and  affec- 
tion, yet,  so  she  graced  my  right  noble  father- 
in-law,  Leicester,  nevertheless  he  lived  to  feel 
the  blighting  influence  of  his  sovereign's 
frown  ;  and  have  not  I  myself  expericiiccd  the 
effects  of  her  su^clrn  and  lioii-l'lic  j)aSsion?  by 
Heaven  I  biiarr.c  :o  c[.i:.k  of  the  irj  rions  treat- 
ment I  once  rT:c'  c ;  ii  r  ii,ia'!.«.  o  ilv  f)r  a 
diifereiKc  in  o;::;  o  .  C  .  ciit  n:c,  Tracy,  sLe 
has  a  toucli  of  her  ....iie.-'-*  snirit,  and  li!\C  h'm 
'»U)ii;d  think  as  !'*:  e  of  tal.inT:  oil'  t!:o  hraJ  of 
a  di -cai'ded  favo.:.  ii*,  as  s':(»  womIJ  of  drawing 
olf  I'cr  slioper.'* 

'•  Now  Ifcaven  T  :biJ,  n  v  '  racious  lord,*' 
'I'iMcy  answe»OLl,  "  tli  it  s  ic.i  ftiicics  should 
come  like  iioxior.j  v.r^our*^  lo  dl  a  tlio  bright- 
ness of  your  noon-lido  ray  of  po'va*!  rouje  thee. 


256  THE    LAST   DAYS    OF 

noble  Essex^  and  let  not  the  crafty  Cecil,  who, 
I  doubt  not  has  set  this  machine  in  motion 
against  you,  find  that  he  has  daunted  you. 
The  Queen  loves  you,  the  soldiers  adore  their 
general,  and  lately,  when  danger  was  said  to 
threaten  you,  the  Commons  united  as  one  man 
in  your  cause ;  with  such  support,  what,  my 
lord,  is  there  to  fear  from  a  mere  boy  ?*' 

"  But  little  indeed  1  hope,  Tracy,'^  the  Earl 
replied  in  a  softened  tone,  for  the  voice  of 
flattery  had  found  its  way  to  his  heart,  and 
like  oil  spread  over  troubled  water,  hushed  it 
to  repose,  "  yet  'tis  not  Blunt  altogether  I  fear, 
'tis  that  more  dangerous  quicksand,  a  woman'ti 
mind, — vain,  fickle,  and  changeful,  who  can  be 
assured  of  it  ?" 

**  But  our  gracious  Queen  is  not  swayed  by 
trifles  such  as  agitate  the  less  firm  minds  of 
her  sex,''  Tracy  answered,  "  trust  me  my  Liord^ 
Elizabeth  of  England  is  as  much  above  that 
love  of  change  which  actuates  the  conduct  of 
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Other  womcD,  as  ^on  blue  vault  of  Heaven  is 
higher  than  this  roof." 

"  You  know  her  not,  Tracy,  she  is  a  very 
woman  in  all  save  the  art  of  governing  « 
nation ;  there  1  grant  she  is  indeed  beyond  all 
compare.  Seated  on  a  throne  and  Burrounded 
by  the  wise  counsellors  she  has  known  bow  to 
choose,  Elizabeth  Tudor  is  not  only  superior 
to  her  sex,  but  is  beyond  human  vrisdom ;  let 
her  descend  from  that  throne,  and  lay  aside  her 
crown  and  sceptre,  she  sinks  below  the  neakest 
of  women,  jealousy  and  envy  reign  in  her 
bosom  ;  the  charms  of  her  female  attendants 
fill  her  with  disquietude ;  and  for  another  to 
be  the  object  of  love  or  admiration  is,  in  her  j 
eyes,  a  crime  only  to  be  expiated  by  imprisoo- 
ment  or  death  ;  witness  her  conduct  to  Cathe- 
rine Grey,  whose  only  offence  was  the  being 
u  bride  and  a  happy  mother.  When  the  news  . 
was  brought  that  Mary  of  Scotland  wm  , 
blessed   with  a  fair  son,  who  might  not  read   , 
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in  the  Queen's  passionate  speech  and  bitter 
tears,  how  dearly  the  poor  lady  would  abye 
such  an  unpardonable  oFence,  shouM  she 
ever  fall  under  the  power  of  an  envious  woman. 
Think  you  it  is  on  such  a  foundation  as  this 
I  dare  build  hopes  of  permanent  power  ?  No 
Tracy,  no;  E^scx  must  look  to  another  quarter 
for  solid  hopes.  The  Commons  must  be 
gained;  their  favor  mav  enable  me  to  set  the 
capiicre  of  i:Llizi»belh  hciiitlf'  at  defiance  ;  she  is 
no  longer  vuuug,  and  as  the  bodily  powers 
decay  so  must  the  mental  also  decline.  Flat- 
tery shall  not  be  wanting  to  gain  my  ends,  but 
this  failing,  fear  shall  be  brought  to  aid  me.'* 

The  i^pccch  of  Essex  was  received  with 
applause  by  his  fullowcrs;  personally  attached 
to  their  patron,  and  bMiiding  on  his  continuing 
in  favor,  their  hupis  of  ultimate  pretermeiU, 
these  were  not  the  counsellors  for  such  an  im- 
petuous character  as  that  of  Essex  ;  instead  of 
pointing   out   the   fatal    conseipiences,    which 
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might  result  from  his  intemperate  langua^^e, 
and  the  hasty  measures  he  adopted  on  every 
impulse  of  resentment,  or  jealousy,  they  en- 
couraged  his  passion,  and  incited  him  to 
revenge  ;  to  their  evil  counsel  may  jnstly  be 
ascribed  many  of  the  calamities  which  belel  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  who,  at  the  time  we  speak  of, 
had  attained  a  place  in  Elizabeth's  affection, 
which,  though  perchance  not  higher  than  that 
enjoined  by  his  noble  relative  the  Earl  of 
Leicester,  was  better  defined  to  the  world,  since 
the  more  mature  age  of  Elizabeth,  while  it 
induced  her  more  openly  to  express  the  affec- 
tion she  felt  towards  one,  so  many  years  her 
junior,  rendered  it  proportionably  difficult  to 
deny  any  request  the  headstrong  youth  might, 
in  his  pride  of  poorer,  see  fit  to  prefer.  In  this 
way  we  may  account  for  the  blind  partiality 
which  led  this  wise  Queen  to  excuse,  or  lightly 
pr.ss  over  acts  of  her  young  favourite,  whiclv  in 
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the  more  vigorous  season  of  her  mental  facul- 
ties had  cost  even  a  minion  his  head* 

Since  the  day  when  Leicester  presented  him 
at  courts  Essex  had  never  felt  his  security  in 
the  Queen's  favor  so  likely  to  be  shaken  as  at 
the  moment  he  cast  his  eye  on  the  stranger  to 
vrhom  his  conversation  with  Tracy  alluded. 
Possessing  all  the  external  graces  which  weigh 
so  much  in  the  estimation  of  women,  and 
proudly  displaying  the  glittering  favor  the 
Queen  had  bestowed,  the  demon  of  jealousy 
took  possession  of  Essex's  bosom,  and  he  felt 
an  inward  conviction^  that  the  being  before  him 
was  destined  to  fill  the  high  station  hitherto 
his  own. 

Charles  Blunt,  or  as  we  shall  hereafter  call 
him.  Lord  Mountjoy,  had  been  introduced  at 
court  by  Cecil,  the  declared  enemy  of  Essex  ; 
that  nobleman  beheld  with  uneasiness  the 
lavish  favor  bestowed  by   the  Queen  on  her 
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minion,  and  from  the  moment  he  found  the 
Earl  likely  to  become  a  rival,  to  be  dreaded, 
which  the  unwonted  generosity  of  his  royal 
mistress  plainly  indicated^  Cecil  turned  all  his 
attention  towards  interposing  a  check  that 
should  in  some  sort  cause  her  favor  and  bounty 
to  return  into  the  same  channel  from  whence 
they  had  diverged  to  content  the  insatiable 
ambition  and  encreasing  demands  of  Essex. 

But  for  some  years  his  efforts  were  fruitless, 
the  personal  beauty  and  flattering  attentions  of 
the  Earl  had  obtained  for  him  a  hold  on  Eliza- 
beth's heart,  which  the  grave  wisdom  of  the 
Lord  Keeper,  joined  to  her  own  strength  of 
mind,  could  in  no  wise  shake.  Latterly,  how- 
ever, Cecil  espied  more  comfort ;  he  saw  Essex 
rendered  giddy  and  overbearing,  by  the  too 
great  tenderness  the  Queen  displayed  towards 
him ;  imputing  to  his  own  merits  all  the  favors 
heaped  upon  him,  by  degrees  growing  neglect- 
ful of  those  arts  which  had  raised  him,  and 
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rendering  reluctantly,  and  with  evident  disgust, 
those  attentions  Elizabeth  loved,  and  which  she 
rigidly  exacted  from  all  those  who  approached 
her.  The  disparity  in  age  rendered  this  excu- 
sable, but  the  idea  of  growing  old  had  never 
entered  the  Queen's  mind  ;  or  if  perchance  a 
urcv  hair  or  an  additional  wrinllc  ftircci.!  the 
r.n^.leasant  conviction  on  her  mi:'.d,  tl:at  a*  sixty 
one  is  less  likely  to  be  an  object  of  adoration 
tlr-.ii  fit  twnily,  it  only  rendered  her  n;orc 
KcLiily  alive  to  any  neglect  which  would  infer, 
t'.iiit  ollicrs  were  also  aware  of  her  decline  in 
tli(i.-e  chtams  she  firmlv  believed  once  irrcsisti- 
bio.  Conscious  of  his  critical  situation,  vet  Uo 
li.'Uighty  always  to  ft'i;;n  what  he  did  nut  frtl, 
iv'.'-ex,  instead  of  havin":  recourse  to  the  only 
niL'lhod  N\l;ert  by  he  might  hope  to  secure  an 
i  'ijctual  interest  in  the  Queen's  aircclion,  rather 
s  .ught  tile  means  of  forcing  her  regard,  than 
winning  it  by  the  soothing  arts  of  flattery.  The 
hearts  of  the  soldiery  lie  believed  all  his  own  ; 
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and  he  meditated  some  brilliant  exploit  which, 
by  further  encreasing  their  veneration,  might 
render  his  power,  through  their  means,  equal  to 
that  of  the  Queen  herself.  Nor  did  his  dream 
of  ambition  stop  here  ;  carrying  his  eye  onward, 
Essex  beheld  the  Queen  in  a  few  years  sinking 
into  her  grave,  and  her  crown  descending  on 
the  brow  of  an  alien  ;  one  whose  ungainly 
manners  and  pedantic  mind  could  not  fail  to 
render  him  odious  to  a  people  accustomed  to 
behold  royalty  set  forth  in  its  fairest  colours  in 
the  [)crst)n  of  a  popular  Queen.  Might  he  not 
then  hope  that  the  golden  circlet  would  yet  rest 
on  the  brow  of  the  people's  idol  ?  The  means 
by  which  his  father- in -law  had  hoped  to  reach 
a  similar  elevation,  a  marriage  with  his  sove- 
reign,  no  longer  remained  to  Essex,  since  the 
advanced  r.;^e  of  Elizabeth  rendered  it  highly 
improbable  that  she  should  so  far  degrade  her- 
self. Full  of  the  resolution  of  dazzling  men's 
minds  by  the  greatness    of  his  exploits,  Essex 
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had  for  some  time  debated  in  his  mind,  towardt 
nhich  point  of  the  compass  his  efforts  should 
be  directed,  and  an  expedition  of  a  very  hazar- 
dous nature  being  then  talked  of,  which  had 
for  its  object  the  destruction  of  the  Spanish 
fleet,  and  the  taking  of  the  strong  town  of 
diz,  Essex  had  eagerly  embraced  this  oppoi 
nity  to  distinguish  himself,  and  had  actually 
obtained  the  command  of  the  land  forces  des- 
tined for  the  expedition,  when  the  unwelcome 
appearance  of  a  new  star  in  the  court  horizon 
made  him  pause,  to  consider  whether  hts  ab- 
sence at  BO  critical  a  juncture  might  not  afford 
his  enemies  an  opportunity  to  work  his  ruin. 
This  was  the  point  on  which  the  Eai 
thoughts  were  resting  at  the  moment  of 
introduction  Co  the  reader;  and  be  sought  by 
questions  put  to  his  friend,  and  favorite,  Tracy> 
to  elicit  some  idea  which  might  tend  to  deter- 
mine what  path  he  should  pursue.  But  intent 
only  on  the  affair  of  the  moment,  Tracy 
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nothing  save  the  persoual  risk  to  which  his 
patron  was  exposed^  from  the  natural  conse- 
quences of  a  public  affront  put  upon  a  young 
and  high  spirited  nobleman^  anxious  to  be  dis- 
tinguished for  superior  prowess^  and  therefore 
not  likely  to  permit  so  favorable  an  opportimity 
to  pasS;  of  gaining  celebrity  by  a  personal  en- 
counter with  the  reigning  favorite. 

Tracy  was  not  wrong  in  his  conjectures  as  to 
the  result  of  the  Earl's  ill-timed  speech.  While 
the  party  were  still  testifying  their  approval  of 
their  leader's  magnanimous  resolve,  the  door  of 
the  apartment  opened,  and  a  domestic  entering, 
announced  the  arrival  of  a  messenger,  who 
craved  admittance.  The  proud  blood  mounted 
to  the  Earl's  brow. 

'<  Admit  him,  in  .God's  name !''  he  said ; 
then  turning  to  Tracy  as  the  door  closed,  he 
added,  *^  we  must  conceal  from  this  knave  the 
disordered  state  of  our  attire,  lest  my  Lord 
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Keeper  should  suppose  his  arrow  has  hit  the 
mark  he  aimed  at.'^ 

Essex  threw  a  cloak  over  his  coat  of  mail^ 
placed  on  his  head  a  cap  and  plume,  and  aasu- 
ming  an  air  of  haughty  dignity,  waited  the 
entrance  of  the  messenger. 

The  door  again  unclosed,  giving  admittance 
to  an  esquire,  whom  the  Earl  recollected  to 
have  seen  in  attendance  upon  Mountjoy,  but 
wearing  the  livery  of  the  Lord  Keeper.  Doffing 
his  cap,  the  man  advanced  towards  Essex,  and 
with  an  air  of  grave  respect  presented  a  small 
packet,  secured  by  a  silken  band ;  then  drew 
back  a  few  paces,  while  the  Earl  perused  the 
cartel  of  defiance.  A  moment  sufficed,  and  he 
said)  with  a  look  of  inexpressible  haughtiness, 

'*  Your  master's  pleasure  shall  be  fulfilled ; 
and  since  he  seeks  to  match  himself  with  one 
who  would  otherwise  hold  him  too  unfledged 
to  cope  with,  1  must  biing  him  to  reason  by 
letting  out  a  little  of  that  malapert  blood  that 
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runs  somewhat  wildly  through  his  veins.  Bear 
him  back  my  defiance,  and  bid  him  doubt  not 
he  shall  be  met  withal." 

The  messenger  bowed  low,  and  turned  to 
quit  the  room.  No  sooner  had  he  disap- 
peared than  Essex  gave  vent  to  the  passion 
that  raged  in  his  heart. 

'*  The  proud  minion  ruffles  it  bravely, '^  he 
said,  '^  by  heaven  he  takes  upon  him  already 
the  bearing  of  a  court  favourite ;  but  to-morrow 
may  tell  a  diflferent  tale ;  I  will  clip  his  wing  at 
least,  and  thus  for  a  time  spoil  his  soaring." 

^^  Has  the  gay  gosshawk  already  dashed  at 
such  a  brave  quarry  ?''  Tracy  asked  con« 
temptuously.  '*  Nay,  then  I  wish  he  may  be 
in  the  same  situation  as  the  magpie,  when  he 
found  his  claws  tangled  in  the  wool  of  the  tough 
old  wether,  which  he  expected  to  carry  off  as 
easily  as  he  had  seen  an  eagle  bear  off  a  lamb. 
Now  heaven  send  the  sweet  youth  more  brains^ 
for  God  wot !  he  must  sorely  need  them.'^ 

N  S 


268  THE   LAST   DATS   OP 

"  There  will  be  enough  for  me  to  knock 
out  to-morrow,"  Esses  replied,  "  meanwhile 
my  maatere,"  be  added  looking  sterniy  round, 
"  see  that  no  word  transpires  of  what  has 
passed ;  the  Queen  loves  not  such  encounters, 
and  would  not  fail  to  lay  some  of  us  fast  hy 
the  leg,  if  she  suspected  such  a  scheme  was  in 
agitation ;  and  by  my  knighthood,  I  would 
not  that  any  should  come  between  me  and 
my  juRt  revenge.  We  will  now  dismiss  the 
subject,  as  one  altogether  unworthy  our  thought, 
and  1  trust  at  our  next  meeting  it  will  only 
be  resumed  to  say,  so  perish  all  the  enemies 
of  Devereux.  And  now  Tracy,  prithee  tell 
me  how  thou  art  able  to  hold  such  a  calm 
look,  and  even  bearing.  In  a  world  of  rubs 
and  hard  knocks  such  as  this.  Xothiog 
disturbs  thy  equanimity,  and  yet  I  would 
forgive  thee  for  raving  like  a  chatted  lion  in 
a  net,  even  if  it  were  only  for  ihy  father'! 
folly,  heaven  rest  his  soulj  iu  betrothing  tii{ 
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one  thou  hast  never  seeD^  and  who  for  ought 
thou  knowest  may  be  crabbed  and  ugly ;  come, 
confess,  does  not  the  thought  of  this  unknown 
damsel  give  thee  now  and  then  the  heart  bum  ?*^ 

'^  I  will  not  deny/'  Tracy  answered,  and  a 
shade  of  deep  melancholy  passed  over  his  open 
brow  as  he  spoke,  ''  I  will  not  deny,  my  good 
lord,  that  what  you  so  lightly  jest  upon,  is  a 
subject  that  embitterai  my  life.  If  my  heart 
were  free  as  it  used  to  be,  I  should  perchance 
give  myself  but  little  concern  about  it,  but  with 
every  feeling  devoted  to  another,  I  cannot 
feel  the  indifference  you  accuse  me  of." 

''  Poor  Tracy,'*  Essex  said  with  a  smile,  ''  I 
must  pity  thee,  and  would  that  I  possessed 
the  power  once  held  by  his  Holiness  the  Pope 
in  these  ficur  realms ;  how  soon  I  would  absolve 
thee  from  thy  oath,  and  make  thee  happy  as 
thou  deservest  to  be.  The  royal  Elizabeth, 
heaven  preserve  her,  has  little  oosideration  for 
the  tender  passion  in  another,  and  were  I  to 
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solicit  her  in  your  behalf,  she  would 

entertain  her  with  such  foolery ;  what  then  is  to 

be  done." 

"  That,"  Tracy  replied,  "  must  be  an  after 
thought;  thaok  heaven,  there  still  remains  some 
few  years  before  I  am  compelled  to  fulfil  that 
part  of  my  father's  will  relative  to  my  marriage, 
that  time  I  am  resolved  to  pass  in  a  foreigB 
land,  and  should  my  bride  elect  in  the  mean 
time  see  fit  to  be  translated  to  a  happier  sphere, 
or  what  would  answer  my  purpose  as  well,  find 
one  more  anxious  to  possess  her  hand  and  for- 
tune, then  I  am  free,  for  she  is  not  bound  by  the 
same  thread  that  holds  me,  then  should  I  return 
a  happy  fellow  indeed,  to  claim  a  bride,  Esi 
would  not  withhold  from  me." 

"  May  the  time  come  when  you  shall  ask  her 
from  me,  Tracy ;  yet,  the  ties  of  blood  could 
scarce  bind  us  more  closely  than  those  of  friend- 
ship. But  where  tarries  this  object  of  yotir 
father's  choice,  and  how  happens  i 
stranger  to  the  fair  damsel  ?" 
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^^She  18  in  Scotland  now/'  Tracy  replied, 
^^  Surely  you  know  her  romantic  history.'' 

'^  Not  I,  Tracy,  I  have  often  marvelled 
what  strange  events  led  to  such  an  arrange- 
ment. There  is  still  an  hour  before  J  must 
attend  the  amusements  chosen  by  the  Queen, 
to  pass  the  time  until  her  evening  meal ;  so 
prithee  indulge  us  with  this  marvellous  story •'' 

^^  Tis  soon  told,  my  lord ;  at  least  that 
part  which  relates  to  my  unhappy  engage- 
ment. In  early  life  my  father  and  Sir  Arthur 
Leslie  were  thrown  together  during  a  voyage 
they  took  to  Italy,  to  complete  their  studies, 
and  a  strict  friendship  was  contracted  between 
them,  which  was  further  cemented  by  the 
kind  offices  Leslie  was  enabled  to  perform  to- 
wards my  father  during  a  season  of  persecution 
and  danger.  No  wonder  he  felt  anxious  to  re- 
turn, as  far  as  possible,  such  proofs  of  friend- 
ship, and  in  after  years,  when  heaven  sent  them 
offspring,  it  was  the  first  wish  of  my  father's 
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heart  that  the  familiea  should  be  united, 
seemed  that  heaven  favored  his  views,  for  while 
he  was  the  parent  of  an  only  bod,  Leslie  was 
blessed  with  an  only  daughter.  I  will  not  pre- 
tend to  determine  whether  the  immense  wealtb, 
the  heiress  of  Leslie  was  destined  to  posseUj 
might  not  have  some  slight  effect  on  my  sire^ 
parental  feelings,  but  the  ostensible  reason  for 
binding  me  as  a  victim  to  the  altar,  was  frieod- 
ship.  Child  as  I  was,  my  father  exacted  a 
solemn  oath  from  me,  that  I  would  never  wed 
another,  while  Mary  Leslie  lived;  and  the  bet- 
ter to  enforce  his  commands,  declared  by  will, 
that  I  should  be  an  alien  to  his  blood,  if  I  failed 
to  fulfil  his  behest,  at  the  time  specified, 
my  father's  efforts  to  induce  Sir  Arthur  to  bti 
liis  child  by  the  same  wild  vow,  were,  howeveri' 
unavailing;  true,  he  has  always  declared  that 
our  union  would  gratify  him  equally  with  my 
father,  but  he  left  in  his  will  a  proviso,  that 
should  his  daughter  on  coming  of  age  enter> 
tain   an  invincible  repugnance  to  a  union 
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me,  she  should  be  free.  Alas !  I  hear  fix>in 
those  sent  to  sound  the  damsel's  sentiments 
touching  the  matter,  that  love  and  veneration  to 
her  father's  memory,  make  her  willing  to  fulfil 
every  letter  of  his  will,  even  should  her  bride- 
groom elect  match  Beelzebub  himself  for  ugli- 
ness. With  the  same  laudable  wish  to  testify 
her  respect  for  the  dead,  my  lady  mother  sent 
some  months  back,  a  request  in  our  joint  names 
to  my  fair  betrothed,  beseeching  her  to  re- 
pair to  England,  and  sojourn  under  her  mater- 
nal care,  until  such  time  as  our  marriage  could 
take  place.  Fortunately  the  vessel  she  sailed  in 
was  captured,  and  I  hoped  to  hear  nothing 
further  of  the  lady  ;  but  lo  !  she  has  found  her 
way  back  to  Scotland;  and  I  have  now  only  lo 
look  forward  to  the  period,  when  she  must 
again  be  brought  to  England,  that  the  contract 
may  be  fulfilled.  But  let  me  fairly  escape,  and 
it  will  be  difficult  to  catch  me  hero  again ;  for^ 
sooner  will  I  forfeit  all  my  possessions  and 
N  5 
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trust  to  my  good  sword  to  win  me  lands, 
hoaorB,  than  give  myself  to  one  hateful 


"  Tet,  why  not  tarry  until  you  have  have 
seen  this  bugbear?  perchance  your  repugnance 
may  be  less  when  you  have  looked  on  the 
lady." 

"  I  tell  you,  Essex,  never !"  Tracy  answered 
passionately,  "sooner  shall  fire  and  water  unit*, 
than  I  with  Mary  Leslie  !  Have  I  not  told  you 
again  and  again,  another  has  my  love,  and 
would  you  have  me  devote  myself  lo  misery  ?" 

"  No,  by  heaven !  I  blame  you  not,"  Essex 
answered,  "  yet  one  chance  seems  still  to  re- 
main ;  have  her  to  court,  man  ;  she  will  se« 
more  to  attract  her  here  than  buried  in  Scot- 
land ;  acme  lucky  chance  may  yet  deprive  you 
of  your  bride." 

"  Marry,  you  counsel  well,"  Tracy  said,  hia 
countenance  brightening,  "  but  enough  of  this 
idle  chat.    I  had  rather  ask  you,  my  Lord, 
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what  of  the  expedition  towards  Spain  ?  have 
you  determined  the  plan  ?*' 

Essex*8  brow  grew  dark  in  his  turn.  '*  Thou 
hast  touched  a  string  that  jars  my  friend/'  he 
replied,  '^  that  is  a  theme,  as  palatable  to  me 
as  that  we  have  just  quitted  is  to  you.  What 
man !  dost  thou  not  know  her  Grace  hath 
conferred  the  command  upon  Howard  of  EiSng- 
ham,  and  that  under  him  sail  Raleigh  and 
Norris  ?  Small  chance  is  there  that  those  who 
have  ever  been  bound  together  by  a  desire  to 
overwhelm  me,  will  let  slip  so  favorable  an 
opportunity  of  ruining  their  bitterest  enemy, 
either  by  open  means,  or  secret  fraud  ?  But 
two  hours  since,  I  was  more  than  half  resolved 
to  throw  up  the  command  of  the  land  forces, 
which,  as  you  know,  I  solicited  so  earnestly, 
but  now  so  good  a  chance  offers  of  sweeping 
from  my  path  this  upstart  Blunt,  I  fear  them 
not ;  and  assured  of  leaving  no  one  near  my 
royal  mistress,  whom  I  might  dread  as  a  rival, 
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I  will  follow  where  glory  leads,  and  trust  that 
the  star  of  Devereux  will  shine  with  redoubled 
splendour/' 

He  rose^  and  bowing  graciously^  left  the 
apartment  to  prepare  for  the  masque  at  which 
the  Queen  had  commanded  his  attendance. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


At  an  early  hour  the  following  morningi  two 
persons  were  seen  slowlj  pacing,  to  and  fro^  a 
small  spot  of  ground  in  Marybone  Park,  then 
the  fashionable  rendezvous  for  those  who  sought 
to  repair  any  breach,  real  or  imaginary,  made 
in  their  honor ;  and  who  tremblingly  alive  to 
the  slightest  deviation  from  the  laws  instituted 
by  human  beings  on  that  point,  fear  no  the 
violation  of  the  divine  code ;  regardless  of  the 
consequences  which  may  result  either  to  them- 
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wtm  or  tber  opponents.    The  cavKliers  vrere 
moffled  in  the  cloaks  then  adopted  to  conceal 
the  wearer,  when  it  was  his  good  pleasure  not 
to  be  recf^ised.    In  a  few  moments  thej'  were 
joined,  or  rather  met,  bj  two  others,  n^ho  ad- 
vanced from  the  opposite  ade  of  the  Parii.  The 
greeting  which  passed  between  them  was  abort, 
while  one  of  each  party  prepared  for  the  en- 
counter. As  their  cloaks  nere  cast  oS^  the  noble 
figure  of  the  Earl  of  Essex  stood  ooDspicuous ; 
opposed   to   him   was   one   whose   Tears    had 
scarcely  reached  manhood,  and  whose  amootb, 
beardless  face,  aod  slender  form  seemed  to  mark 
him  a  victim,  just  ready  to  be  offered  on  the 
altar  of  jealous  ambition.    The  two  secooda  fell 
back,   leaving  the  combatanu  £ree   space    for 
their  encounter.     They  closed  in  deadly  strife  ; 
hand,  foot,  aod  eye  kept  time,  as  each  watched 
eagerly  for  an  opportunity  to  plant  ibe  fatal 
blow.    To  those  who  judged  by  outward  show 
oloae,  it  might  seem  that  the  stripUug  who  bad 
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SO  e&gerl;  sought  the  meetiog  must  sood  yield 
to  ihe  more  matured  strength  and  skill  of  his 
oppoaent;  but  those  who  judged  thus,  had  not 
taken  into  consideration  how  far  the  spirit  will 
sustain  even  a  feeble  frame  in  the  moment  of 
excitement.  The  youth  fought  with  a  steady, 
calm,  courage,  rarely  met  nith  in  one  of  his 
age.  The  lookers  on  had  already  decided  the 
issue  of  the  combat ;  Tracy,  as  the  friend  of 
Essex,  with  the  satisfaction  of  assured  triumph, 
though  there  mingled  with  it  pity,  and  admira- 
tion, for  the  gallant  youth  he  expected  every 
moment  to  see  stretched  on  the  grass  mortally 
wounded.  On  the  other  side,  Mountjoy^s 
second  watched  only  for  the  moment  when  his 
assistance  skould  be  rendered  necessary  by  the 
fall  of  his  young  friend.  But  how  of^en  does 
human  judgment  prove  fallacious !  In  an  instant 
the  seconds  found  their  position  reversed,  Tracy 
flew  to  raise  the  Earl  of  Essex,  who,  disarmed 
and  bleedingi  lay  at  the  mercy  of  his  antago- 
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nist ;  while  MouDtjoy  was  at  the  same  moment 
hurried  off  the  field  by  his  second,  now  terrified 
at  the  consequences  of  the  youth's  aucceas. 

In  vain  the  conqueror  struggled  to  return  and 
assist  his  fallen  foe,  but  Elizabeth's  reseDtment 
for  the  loB3  of  her  favorite  was  too  strongly 
imprPEsed  on  the  mind  of  his  friend  for  hint  to 
permit  Mountjoy  to  display  his  generous 
ture ;  and  Tracy  found  himself  alone  with 
whose  career  seemed  thus  strangely  ended. 

The  spot  where  they  had  fought  was  retired, 
and,  although  from  the  duration  of  the  combat 
the  hour  had  arrived  when  chance  might  have 
conducted  more  than  one  person  to  bis  assist- 
ance, there  was  little  probability  of  such  a  de- 
sirable event  taking  place,  while  to  leave  the 
Earl  in  hia  wounded  state,  in  search  of  aid, 
seemed  only  abandoning  him  to  certain  death. 
More  than  once  Tracy  was  tempted  to  cjtplorc 
a  narrow  path  which  led  to  the  spot  where  he 
stood,  but,  as  we  have  said,  he  was  prevented 
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by  the  fear  of   leaving   hia  friend,    who   bad 
swooned  from  loss  of  blood. 

Tiiat  pathway  however  proved  the  means  of 
rendering  the  aid  so  necessary  to  the  preserva- 
tion of  Essex ;  it  led  to  the  residence  of  Sir 
John  Xorris,  who  has  been  already  mentioned. 
.  It  chanced  that  Harry  Knox  was  on  his  «ay 
thither,  for  the  purpose  of  making  a  candid 
confession  to  Sir  John  of  all  his  errors,  in  the 
hopes  that  the  admiral,  with  whom  he  had  ever 
been  an  especial  favorite,  would  listen  to  the  ex- 
tenuBting  circumstances  attending  his  strange 
conduct  aAer  being  liberated  from  bis  awkward 
situation  with  the  Lord  Keeper,  and  once  more 
take  him  under  his  protection.  With  this  ob- 
ject in  view,  he  was  making  bis  way  by  the  well 
known  path,  when  he  heard  a  cry  for  help. 
Such  an  appeal  was  never  made  in  vain  to 
Harry  Knox,  who  immediately  proceeded  in 
the  direction  the  sound  indicated,  and  was  pre- 
sently engaged  in  ossieting  to  convey  the  woun- 
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ded  Earl  to  the  house  \t hither  he  wai 
Probably  Sir  John  Norris  would  have  been  the 
last  host  willingly  selected  by  the  haughty 
favorite  under  other  circumstances,  but  the 
danger  which  must  result  from  loss  of  blood, 
was  too  evident  to  allow  of  deliberation ;  nor 
did  the  reception  accorded  himself  and  bis 
charge  leave  Tracy  any  cause  to  regret  tlie  step 
he  had  taktn.  Surgical  aid  was  quickly  pro- 
cured, and  the  excessive  hemorrhage  being 
stopped,  all  alarming  symptoms  disappeared. 

The  following  morning  the  Earl  was  inform- 
ed that  a  mcKseiiger  had  arrived  from  court, 
with  strict  orders  to  take  from  bia  owq  Kps 
statement  of  his  health,  as  the  Queen  waa 
extreme  agitation  respecting  him,  news  havu 
reached  her  Highness  of  his  being  wounded 
some  afirayi  A  smile  of  gratified  pride  lit  up 
the  pale  countenance  of  Essex,  at  this  Gresh 
proof  of  his  interest  in  the  heart  of  hia  royal 
mistress,  and  giving  orders  that   her    con 
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should  be  admitted^  he  disposed  himself  to  re- 
ceive the  gratifying  message.  A  gentleman  of 
stately  mien,  followed  by  a  page,  entered  the 
room,  and  advancing  to  the  bednde  saluted 
Essex  courteously,  yet  with  much  gravity  and 
coldness. 

<<  Our  gracious  Queen/'  he  said,  '^  greets 
you  by  me,  my  lord  of  Essex,  and  desires  tp 
know  from  your  own  mouth  whether  your  hurts 
are  such,  as  may  be  healed  by  a  common 
practitioner,  or  if  the  aid  of  her  own  chirur- 
geon  be  needful?'' 

<<  Bear  back  my  poor  thanks  to  her  grace/* 
Essex  replied,  ^  and  say,  Devereux  will  himself 
assure  her,  before  many  hours  are  passed,  that 
his  wounds  are  trifling,  and  only  painful  so  far 
as  they  keep  him  from  the  presence  of  her, 
who  is  to  him  what  the  sun  is  to  the  earth,  its 
light  and  joy/* 

*^  Nay,  my  good  Lord/'  Perrot  rejoined, 
'^  I  pray  you  let  the  message  you  send  to  her 
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HIgliDcsa,  savor  more  of  humility,   than 
one  you  have  just  uttered,  since  in  her  presc 
disposition  it  might  serve  more  to  irritate,  thi 
to  coQtent  her." 

An  expression  of  alarm  passed  over 
Earl's  face,  in  spite  of  his  effort  to  msintain  a 
calm  exterior,  "  Is  the  Queen  then  displeased 
with  me ?'  he  demanded  hastily. 

"  I  may  not  hide  Irom  you,  my  Lord,  that 
her  Grace  is  somewhat  chaffed  at  your  late 
encouDler  with  Lord  Mountjoy." 

The  Earl's  brow  grew  black,  "  Nay,  good 
Perrot,"  he  said  with  a  scornful  sneer,  "  hide 
not  the  news  you  are  charged  with,  albeit  it  » 
your  misery  to  reveal  it ;  1  know  how  deeply 
you  are  affected,  by  aught  that  may  displeasure 
Devereux  j  but  out  with  it  man,  in  the  devil's 
name  <  tell  me  what  said  the  Queen  to  our 
meeting  ?" 

Perrot   maintained    the    same    calm,    cold 
exterior,  as  he  replied  to  Essex,  without  r 
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ing  the  bitter  tone  in  which  he  spoke.   '^  Since 
you  seek  to  know  how  her  Highness  received 
the  news  of  your  rencontre  with    Mountjoy, 
with .  whom  I  believe  our  Sovereign  Lady  is 
bewitched,  I  may  not  choose  but  tell  you^  my 
gracious  Lord^  that    her    wrath    waxed    hot 
against  you.     No  one  cared  to  break  the  intel- 
ligence, knowing  that  her  anger  is  ever  fierce 
against  those  who   are  guilty  of  such  breaches 
of  the  peace  ;    but  when   her  Highness  marked 
that    something  was    whispered    atnong    her 
attendants  she  was  ignorant  of,  she  demanded 
sharply  what  it  was,   and   one   of  her  ladies 
replying  that  my  Lord  of  Essex  had  met  and 
fought  with  young  Lord   Mountjoy,  and  that 
your  Grace  was  dangerously  hurt ;  the  Queen 
frowned   and  stamped  her  foot,  swearing  by 
God's  death  it  was   time  some  one  took  you 
down,  or  there  would  be  no  bearing  you  !  then 
she  bade  me  seek  you  betimes  this  morning 
whether  you  were  indeed  hurt,  or  if  it  be  only 
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a  cloak  to  shelter  your  Grace  until  her  anger 
be  blown  over ;  and  she  swears  that  should  you 
indeed  have  put  such  a  trick  upon  her,  you 
shall  taste  the  discipline  of  the  Tower  for  a  few 
days/' 

*^  Now^  by  my  father's  soul  !*'  Essex  said  as 
he  started  up  regardless  of  the  pain  hw  sudden 
movement  caused  the  wound.  '*  She  dares 
not  treat  me  thus !  some  enemy  is  taking 
advantage  of  my  absence  to  turn  her  favor 
from  me ;  but  I  will  prevent  it.  Tracy,  my 
friend,  give  me  your  arm,  I  will  instantly  throw 
myself  at  the  feet  of  my  gracious  mistress,  and 
demand  the  punishment  of  my  traducers." 

A  cutting  sneer  curled  Perrot's  lip  as  he 
gazed  on  the  favourite  thus  abandoning  him- 
self to  passion,  and  had  a  chance  existed  that 
his  resolution  of  rushing  into  the  Queen's 
presence  might  be  attended  with  danger  to  the 
life  of  Essex,  from  the  hurt  his  wound  might 
have  sustained  by  such  sudden  exertion,   or 
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what  would  have  pleased  the  envious  courtier 
quite  as  well,  had  there  been  a  probability 
that  the  momentary  displeasure  of  Elizabeth 
would  be  deepened  by  the  appearance  of  her 
minion^  Perrot's  skill  had  been  employed  to 
confirm  this  rash  resolution.  But  Mountjoy's 
sword  had  not  sunk  deep  enough  to  cause  any 
such  dangerous  consequences  ;  while  the 
tenderness  of  Elizabeth^  gathering  fresh  force 
from  the  slight  interruption  it  had  sustained, 
would  seek  by  new  instances  of  favor  to  repair 
the  injury  he  had  suffered. 

"  He  must  not  see  her,''  Perrot  muttered, 
^^  She  is  too  far  besotted  to  trust  to  the  con- 
sequences of  a  sudden  interview.  Every  drop 
of  blood  that  bungler's  sword  has  drawn  will  be 
so  many  incentives  to  fresh  follies  and  new 
honours." 

<^  Nay,  my  good  Lord  of  Essex,''  he  added 
aloud,  *^  you  must  not  brave  the  cold  morning 
air  while  your  wound  is  still  green.     I   will 
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report  to  our  gracious  Sovereign  your  anxiety 
to  throw  yourself  at  her  feet,  and  doubt  not  the 
transient  cloud  that  has  for  a  moment  obscured 
the  sun  of  her  favor,  will  vanish  before  the 
bright  smile  with  which  she  will  hail  the  intel* 
ligence  of  your  happy  recovery." 

Too  much  accustomed  to  the  voice  of  adula- 
tion, to  be  aware  of  the  contemptuous  tone  this 
speech  was  couched  in^  Essex  lent  a  ready  ear 
to  the  assurances  of  his  bitter  though  secret 
cnemv,  and  secure  in  the  consciousness  of  a 
sovereign's  partiality,  abandoned  the  idea  of 
instantly  seeking  her  as  suddenly  as  it  had  been 
formed.  The  wily  courtier  marked  the  success 
that  attended  his  stratagem,  and  hoping  to 
urge  the  Earl  to  fresh  acts  of  violence,  by  fer- 
menting the  hatred  which  rankled  in  liis  breast 
against  Lord  Mountjoy,  who  was  indeed 
making  rapid  advances  in  the  good  opinion  of 
the  Uueen,  Perrot  changed  the  subject  of 
discourse  by  expressing  his  surprise  that  Essex, 
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who  was  known  to  be  one  of  the  most  expert 
swordsmea  of  the  day,  should  have  suffered 
himself  to  be  disarmed  and  wounded  by  a  raw 
boy.  The  haughty  Earl  writhed  under  the 
mortifying  recollection  of  his  late  disgrace; 
but  he  affected  to  treat  the  matter  lightly, 
while  his  compressed  lip,  and  flashing  eye,  gave 
the  lie  to  the  cool  tone  he  spoke  in,  "  an  un- 
lucky chance,^'  he  said,  ^*  to  which  the  most 
skilful  are  liable.  Perchance,  I  held  the  cox- 
comb too  cheap.^' 

*'  That  is  my  own  opinion,"  Perrot  rejoined, 
^^  yet  there  are  not  wanting  those  whose  wis- 
dom would  make  an  omen  of  this  little  affair, 
and  who  pretend  to  spy  out  future  danger  to 
your  lordship,  since  they  say  when  two  young 
eagles  first  imp  their  wings,  he  who  soars  the 
higher,  will  in  the  end  gain  the  mastery, 
though  for  a  time  his  energies  may  be  kept 
under  !  hence,  judging  great  things  by  small| 
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they  infer  that   the  termtnatioD   of  your  I 
meetiug,  augurs  badly  for  your  lordsbip," 

How  frequently  may  we  observe  that  greal 
and  daring  characters  are  sensitive  on  Boine 
particular  point,  which  to  one  more  timid  on 
ordinary  occasions,  is  only  a  subject  of  ridi- 
cule ;  and  of  all  the  ills  such  cbaracten  are 
heir  to,  rone  is  found  so  frequent,  or  so  tyran- 
nical in  its  effects,  as  superstition.  The  mind 
of  Esses  was  powerfully  acted  upon  by  this 
baneful  principle,  and  the  dart  sent  by  Perrot 
penetrated  deeper  than  even  he  anticipated. 
More  than  once,  in  accordance  with  the  custom 
of  the  times,  Essex  had  applied  to  those  who 
professed  to  understand  th?  fascinating,  though 
delusive  science  of  astrology,  and  while  taking 
their  lesson  from  the  marked  predilection  of 
Elizabeth,  the  greater  part  of  these  impostors 
found  no  difficulty  in  shaping  their  predictions. 
One  among  them,  actuated  by  the  malicious 
pleasure  some  tind  in  nipping  the  blossoms 
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hope,  and  joy  they  see  budding  in  the  human 
heart,  or  inspired  by  the  spirit  of  prophecy, 
which  among  the  dealers  in  palmistry  even  in 
our  own  time  is  said  to  have  been  so  remark* 
ably  fulfilled,  leading  us  to  exclaim,  '^  what  can 
the  devil  speak  truth !''  This  dealer  in  for- 
bidden mysteries,  then,  had  darkly  shadowed 
forth  the  violent  end  that  awaited  this  spoilt 
child  of  fortune.  Such  an  insight  into  futurity, 
while  it  left  him  uncertain  as  to  the  means  by 
which  so  fearful  a  destiny  was  to  be  fulfilled, 
rendered  the  Earl  proportionately  jealous  of 
any  one  who  might  be  thought  to  aspire  to 
that  envied  place  in  the  sovereign's  favor,  to 
which  he  himself  had  attained.  Perrot  marked 
the  death-like  hue,  which  spread  over  the 
cheek  of  Essex,  and  at  once  comprehended  all 
the  advantages  to  be  gained  by  a  judicious 
management  of  this  powerful  feeling,  whose  ex- 
istence its  possessor  had  so  unguardedly  be- 
trayed; but  he  carefully  concealed  the  joy 
o  3 
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which  the  conviction  brought  with  it,  of  having 
obtained  a  master  key  to  his  purpose,  and  he 
coolly  continued  the  eoversation,  taking  care  it 
should  still  lead  to  the  point  he  had  most  in 
view — the  exciting  in  the  Earl's  mind,  suspi- 
cion and  hatred  of  Lord  Mountjoy.  Suddenly 
rousing  himself  from  the  deep  thought  into 
which  he  had  fallen,  and  speaking  as  if  his 
words  were  but  a  continuation  of  his  thoughts, 
Perrot  said  bluntly,  ^^  ^Tis  a  strange  infatuation 
which  seems  to  have  come  over  her  Grace,  and 
for  such  a  beardless  boy!  my  Liord  of  Essex,  is  it 
known  to  you  how  this  new  star  first  rose  in 
our  hemisphere  V 

**  Were  you  not  present  then.  Sir  John, 
when  this  youngster  was  first  presented  at 
court  y' 

"  You  forget,  my  good  Lord,  that  I  am  but 

ust  come  home  from  a  long  cruize  after  the 

forces  said  to  be  destined  to  assist  the  rebels 

in  Ireland,  and  furnished  by  his  most  Catholic 
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Majesty^  the  King  of  Spain^  the  curse  of  hea- 
ven light  on  him  !  He  tasted  the  good  cheer  of 
England,  when  that  poor  doting  fool  Mary 
moved  heaven  and  earth  to  pleasure  •ne,  who 
gave  her  small  thanks  for  her  pains ;  and  now 
his  fingers  itch  to  clutch  the  sceptre  he  hoped 
by  her  means  to  obtain,  had  not  death  snatched 
away  the  fair  bride  on  whom  the  expectations 
of  his  future  greatness  were  founded.  But  to 
return  to  Liord  Mountjoy,  I  would  fain  hear 
how  he  came  to  coiurt." 

''  It  was  at  Whitehall/'  Essex  said,  '^  the 
saucy  minion  was  first  introduced  to  her  High- 
ness, who  sat  at  dinner.  No  sooner  had  he 
shewn  his  smooth  face  in  the  banquetting  hall, 
then  the  Queen  fixed  her  eyes  upon  him,  and 
seeing  his  own  fall  beneath  her  eagle  glance, 
she  continued  to  study  his  visage  for  some 
moments,  then  turning  to  the  lady  carver,  she 
demanded  who  the  youth  was,  and  learning  his 
name,  and  lineage,  she  called  him  to  her,  gave 
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him  her  hand  to  kiss,  saying  she  read 
fortune  in  his  face,  and  bade  him  not  fail  to 
come  to  court,  vphere  she  would  mend  the 
broken  fortunes  of  his  house.  The  next  Tiew 
I  Iiad  of  the  young  aspirant  to  ptiacely  favor 
was  in  his  passage  from  the  tilt  yard,  where  he 
had  ruffled  it  bravely,  and  where  he  had  re- 
ceived from  her  Highness  a  jewel,  in  token  of 
her  approbation  of  his  gallant  bearing ;  when 
offended  at  the  coxcomb's  open  display  of  the 
favor,  I  let  fall  words  indicative  of  contempt 
these  coming  to  his  lordship's  car,  forth' 
drew  forth  a  challenge ;  we  met,  and  for 
the  good  genius  of  Devereux  succumbed 
stranger.  Yet,  by  Heaven,  he  shall  not  est 
he  has  dared  the  contest,  and  let  him  look 
to  it ;  two  stars  can  never  shine  with  equal 
brightness  in  a  court  horizon  ;  either  his  must 
be  content  to  be  shorn  of  a  few  beams,  or 
own  shall  set  in  darkness  for  ever." 

"  Nay,  my  good  Lord,  small  chance  is  thi 
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that  so  UQlledged  a  bird  should  dare  the  en- 
counter of  the  eagle  in  hie  plenitude  of  strength 
and  power,  credit  me,  your  next  trial  of  skill 
must  end  in  his  discomfort,  a  rival  so  con- 
temptible merits  not  your  notice." 

"  You  say  well.  Sir  John,"  Essex  answered 
with  a  smile  of  conscious  superiority.  '*  Yet 
will  I  narrowly  watch  the  progress  this  mala- 
pert boy  makes  in  the  good  graces  of  my  royal 
mistress,  and  ahould  it  seem  to  pass  the  limits  I 
set  thereto,  but  one  tittle,  let  him  look   well  to 

1  brook  no  rivalry.  But  tell  me,  Perrot," 
he  added,  turning  the  conversation  to  another 
channel,  "  did  you  not  speak  of  having  lately 
returned  from  a  cruise  off  the  coast  of  Spain. 
Hon  goes  it  with  the  haughty  Don?  will  the  for- 
ces destined  to  act  in  that  quarter,  be  sufhcient 
to  chastise  the  proud  Spaniard,  who  threatens 
the  destruction  of  our  island?" 

"  The  force  is  equal  to  the  undertaking," 
the  wily  courtier  replied,  eager  to  further   the 
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views  of  his  coadjutors,  whose  aim  it  was' 
|jo3sibIe  to  rcmoYC  the  favorite  from  court,  that 
the  rival  they  had  introduced  might  have  full 
leisure  to  establish  himself  firmly  in  bis  newly 
acquired  fevor.  "  The  force  is  equal  to  the 
undertaking,  yet  bear  with  me,  if  with  a  sailor's 
btuntncsa,  I  say  there  is  no  head  worthy  to 
conduct  the  enterprise.  The  leaders  want  not 
fire,  and  courage,  but  they  want  that  cool 
determination,  that  wisdom  in  planning,  and 
that  firmnesa  in  executing,  which  ever  distin- 
guished the  expeditioiia  led  on  by  noble  Dcve- 
reuK.  There  is  the  hasty  and  impetuous 
Raleigh,  with  his  eternal  tirade  about 
mines  and  climes,  that  exist  only  in  the 
gination  of  the  enthusiast;  then  there  is 
who,  as  leader  of  the  expedition,  I  should 
named  first.   Sir  John  — " 

At  this  moment  Perrot's  eye  met  that  of  th« 
youthful  page,  fixed  on  him  with  an  expresUon, 
which  at  once  recalled   him  to  the   recoUeotioD 
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of  his  error  in  expressing  himself  in  presence 
of  one,  wearing  the  cognizance  of  him  whose 
name  he  was  about  to  utter. 

<^  Begone,  sirrah  !"  he  said,  in  a  harsh  angrj, 
tone,  ^*  begone !  and  take  those  prying  eyes 
which  indeed  suit  well  with  your  character  of 
page,  elsewhere.'* 

**  Nay,  Perrot,**  Essex  said  ''  chide  not  the 
boy  so  hastily,  he  meant  not  to  ofiend  you ; 
his  years  are  too  few  to  have  much  of  the 
knavish  cunning,  which  God  wot !  is  a  part  of 
the  page's  training,  whence  had  you  the  boy  ?" 

"  He  is  no  follower  of  mine,"  Perrot  answer- 
ed carelessly,  and  touching  the  silver  stag  on 
the  boy's  shoulder,  ''  this  badge  stamps  him 
one  of  Norris'  household.  Why,  Sir  John  sent 
him  hither  I  know  not,  unless  indeed  as  the 
youngster's  prying  look  testifies,  it  was  to  be 
a  spy  upon  my  words.  But  the  sun  is  risings 
I  must  dally  with  time  no  longer,  the  Queen 
look:)  for  my  return,  and  my  Lord  of  Essex 
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knows  our  royal  mistress  can  be  as  ready  n 
her  bands  as  other  fair  ladies  with  their 
tongues."  Then  feigning  not  to  remark  the 
rage  that  flashed  from  the  Earl's  eye  at  this 
allusion  to  a  srene  never  effiiced  from  the 
haughty  nobleman's  memory,  and  which  never 
failed  to  call  up  all  that  pride  and  bitterness  of 
feeling  BO  predominate  in  his  character,  Perrot 
added,  "  I  shall  talk  with  you  anon  of  this 
Spanish  war,  till  then^  my  good  Lord,  fare- 
well." 

"  Farewell,  Perrot,"  Essex  rejoined,  "  com- 
mend me  to  her  Grace  and  fail  not  to  say 
Devereux's  greatest  pain  lies  in  being  debarred 
the  light  of  her  presence."  He  beckoned  to 
the  page  who  was  about  to  follow  Perrot  from 
the  room,  "  Come  hither,  my  little  man,"  be 
said,  "  I  have  a  message  for  a  Lord  as  well  as 
n  lady,  and  though  I  warrant  thou  wouldsC 
rather  be  the  bearer  of  the  latter,  still  thou 
must  learn  the  art  of  gaining  the  ear  of  botii< 
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Hie  thee  away,  and  say  to  thy  master,  that  the 
Earl  of  Essex  craves  the  honour  of  bis  com- 
pany, and  hark  ye,  if  any  of  my  knaves  are  in 
the  and-room,  bid  them  come  bitber." 

The  boy  vanished  with  the  celerity  of  the 
animal  that  graced  his  shoulder,  and  a  moment 
after  Tracy  entered  the  chamber. 

Henry  Tracy  was  bound  to  Essex  by  the 
strongest  ties  of  friendship,  and  these  were  not 
a  little  strengthened  by  the  love  he  bore  that 
nobleman's  uster ;  a  passion  which  perhaps  in 
no  small  degree  owed  its  violence  to  the  re- 
straint imposed  upon  it  by  his  father's  will, 
compelling  him  to  wed  with  one  whom  having 
never  see,  he  detested  in  proportion  to  the  love 
he  bore  her  fair  rival.  Yet  who  may  account 
for  the  waywardness  and  caprice  of  la  belle 
paasioUi  the  Lady  Penelope  Devercuz,  to  whom 
he  devoted  Wis  heart,  was  too  strong  in  thd 
conscious  pride  of  beauty  and  power,  to  heed 
the  devoirs  of  a  knight,  not  distinguished  by 
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a  coronel.  The  entrance  of  Tracy  was  quickly  1 
followed  by  that  of  Sir  John  Norris,  a  tall  and 
stately  personage,  whose  haughty  beariDg  form- 
ed no  bad  index  to  his  menial  qualifications. 
Profoundly  skilled  iu  the  conduct  of  military 
and  naval  aSalrs,  all  must  acknowledge  that 
amid  the  splendid  names  thckt  graced  the  time 
of"  Good  Queen  Bess,"  few  stand  more  con- 
spicuously forth  in  worth  and  renown,  than 
that  of  Sir  John  Norris.  His  father  bad  fallen 
a  sacrifice  to  the  jealous  tyranny  of  Henry  the 
Eighth,  by  whom  he  was  most  unjustly  accused 
of  a  criminal  attachment  to  the  unfortunate 
Anne  Boleyn.  Finding  Norris  repelled  the 
charge  with  indignation,  the  tyrant  sent  for 
that  gentleman  afler  his  condemnation,  and 
offered  him  life  and  honours,  if  he  would  crimi- 
nate the  Queen  ;  but  he  nobly  rejected  the 
insidious  offer,  declaring  "  that  in  his  con- 
science he  believed  the  poor  lady  guiltless,  and 
that  he  would  die  n  thousand  deaths,  rather 
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than  ruin  an  innocent  person/'  His  life  paid 
the  price  of  this  heroic  resolution^  and  it  was 
in  all  probability,  the  remembrance  of  this, 
that  induced  Elizabeth  to  regard  with  uncom« 
mon  favor  the  son  of  a  man  who  had  so  nobly 
died  in  the  cause  of  her  unhappy  mother; 
while  the  talent  of  Sir  John,  or  as  he  was  more 
usually  styledj  General  Norris^  fully  justified 
the  Queen's  wisdom^  in  advancing  him.  Such 
was  the  person  who  now  entered  the  room, 
and  whose  stately  step  was  rendered  doubly 
firm  and  decided  as  he  crossed  the  threshold  of 
the  apartment  in  which  lay  the  minion  of  his 
Sovereign^  and  whom  he  justly  regarded  as  a 
screen  placed  between  Elizabeth  and  all  other 
aspirants  to  her  favor. 

Essex  rose  from  the  couch  on  which  he  had 
thrown  himself  after  the  departure  of  Perrot, 
and  with  a  haughty  dignity^  quite  equal  to 
that  of  his  host^  proffered  his  thanks  for  the 
assistance  and  shelter^  so  generously  offered  to 
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him,  declaring  that  his  wound  was  so 
he  would  no  longer  trespass  on  his  hospitality. 
To  this  Sir  John  retunied  a  brief  answer,  coa- 
taiuing  a  few  comnion  place  phrases  iadica- 
tive  of  bappiaess  at  having  it  in  his  power  to  be 
of  service  to  the  noble  Earl,  and  oflfera  of  his 
poor  dwelling  for  any  period  consistent  with 
the  invalid's  pleasure  ;  words  meaning  so  mi 
when  they  are  the  language  of  the  heart, 
little  when  only  that  of  the  lip. 

A  servant  then  announced  the  Utter  was  in 
readiness,  and  leaning  on  Tracy's  arm,  £saex 
slowly  deacended  the  stairs  and  was  speedily 
transported  to  his  residence  on  the  banks  of  the 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


Leaving  our  readers  to  imagine  the  reconcili* 
ation  that  took  place,  when  Essex  again  pre- 
sented himself  before  his  partial  sovereign^  we 
will  next  introduce  him  standing  forth  a  con- 
spicuous character  in  an  expedition,  undertaken 
for  carrying  the  war  into  the  very  heart  of 
Spain,  in  order  to  punish  Philip^  who^  not  con- 
tent with  his  intrigues  in  England,  had  endea* 
voured  to  excite  a  spirit  of  rebellion  in  the 
neighbouring  kingdom ;  exasperating  the  Scots 
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against  the  English,  for  the  purpose  of  availing 
himself  of  the  confusion  that  must  attend  an 
irruption^  thereby  to  complete  his  project — the 
assassination  of  Elizabeth — ^and,  before  her  sub- 
jects had  recovered  from  the  panic  attending  her 
death,  the  invasion  of  England  with  a  nume- 
rous army.  But  the  vigilant  eye  of  the  English 
Queen  was  upon  all  his  schemes;  several  of 
the  Spanish  agents  were  discovered  and  exe- 
cuted ;  while  Elizabeth,  having  complained 
loudly  of  Philip's  baseness  to  every  Court  of 
Europe,  determined  to  take  a  signal  revenge  on 
the  perfidious  monarch. 

A  powerful  fleet,  having  on  board  a  force  in 
proportion  to  the  undertaking,  sailed  from 
Plymouth,  under  the  command  of  Liord  Effing-* 
ham  ;  while  the  credit  of  Essex  readily  procured 
him  the  nomination  of  commander-in-chief  of 
the  land  forces,  an  honor  which  could  but  prove 
distateful  to  many  holding  subordinate  com- 
mands in   the  expedition ;   among  these  the 
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person  most  decidedly  opposed  to  Essex  was 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  who,  thirsting  to  distin- 
guish himself  in  an  undertaking  which  promised 
unfading  laurels  to  those  engaged  in  it,  saw 
small  probability  that  any  share  either  of  emol- 
ument or  fame  should  reach  him,  while  his 
bitter  enemy  was  thus  made  the  channel  through 
which  all  such  must  pass.  It  was  necessary 
however  to  repress  any  external  symptoms  of 
disunion  among  the  leaders,  and  during  the 
voyage  nothing  occurred  that  could  tend  in  the 
slightest  degree  to  damp  the  ardour  of  those 
associated  in  the  expedition.  Their  hopes  were 
further  excited  by  the  intelligence  gained  by 
means  of  a  small  vessel,  captured  off  the  coast 
of  Spain ;  from  this  they  learned  that  the 
harbour  towards  which  they  were  sailing,  was 
full  of  merchant  ships  of  great  value,  while  the 
Spaniards  were  enjoying  full  security,  free  from 
all  apprehension  of  hostilities  on  the  part  of 
England.    When  in  sight  of  Cadiz,  a  council 
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of  war  was  held,  to  decide  thi 
attacking  a  place  which,  from  its  position,  and 
the  care  taken  to  improve  its  natural  defences, 
might  reasonably  be  expected  to  offer  no  trifiing 
opposition  to  its  assailants.  The  city  stood  on 
a  small  island,  separated  from  the  continent  by 
a  narrow  arm  of  the  sea,  over  which  was  thrown 
a  well  fortified  bridge,  Joining  it  to  the  main- 
land. The  entrance  to  the  bay  was  defended 
by  two  forts,  called  the  pointals.  A  warm  de. 
bate  took  place  among  the  officers  assembled  id 
council,  arising  from  the  appearance  of  strength 
the  city  presented,  and  from  the  judicious 
though  somewhat  hurried  preparations  made  bjr 
the  Spanish  ships  for  the  enemy's  receptioti. 

"  It  can  hardly  be,  Sir  Walter,"  EfEngbam 
said,  in  answer  to  a  proposition  made  by  Raleigh 
of  instantly  attacking  the  Spanish  fleet;  "see 
you  not  the  damage  that  must  arise  to  our 
ships  and  men,  if  we  endeavour  to  force  our 
way  into  the  harbour  through  yon   nunnv 
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strait,  exposed  to  s  heavy  fire  from  those 
hlack  looking  forts,  which  could  not  fail  lo  rake 
ui  all  to  pieces?  as  well  might  we  attempt  to 
take  hell  by  storm  !  No,  no,  I  for  one  protest 
against  soch  madness.  My  Lord  of  Essex, 
give  us  your  opinion  touching  this  point ;  my 
reason  for  appealing  to  you  is,  that  it  seems  to 
me  but  right,  that  the  forces  under  your  com- 
mand should  first  attack  the  city ;  that  carried, 
we  shall  have  no  difficulty  in  ferreting  out  the 
haughty  Don,  though  indeed  he  has  ensconced 
himself  in  a  mighty  snug  corner." 

"  Yet  hear  me,  my  Lord  of  Effingham," 
Raleigh  said,  anxious  to  prevent  the  reply  of 
one  he  knew  would  decidedly  oppose  any  pro- 
ject he  might  suggest ;  "  do  we  not  run  equal 
risk  by  exposing  our  gallant  soldiers  to  the  fire 
from  the  enemy's  ships,  in  their  attempt  to 
storm  the  city  ?  Certes  it  were  easier  to  silence 
the  cannon  that  might  roar  from  two  crazy 
towers,  than  to  stop  the  brazen  mouths  which 
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would  open  from  the  fleet  as  well  as  the  cityd 
the  brave  lads  who  should  go  forward  on  i 
forlorn  hope." 

Here  Essex  broke  in. — "  By  your  favor.  Sir 
Walter,  ray  Lord  of  Effingham  asked  my  poor 
opinion;  and  as  the  commander  of  the  land 
forced,  I  hold  the  right  to  give  it  without  inter- 
ruption. My  Lord,  I  agree  with  yon,  that  the 
city  should  be  first  attacked.  My  troops  are 
in  readiness,  and  eager  for  action.  Say  only 
that  you  approve  the  plan,  I  will  instantly  give 
orders  for  the  boats  to  |be  manned,  and  dou| 
not,  you  will  soon  see  the  lion  of  England  fl 
ing  on  the  walls  of  Cadiz." 

"  Let  not  him  who  girdeth  on  bis  armour 
boast  like  him  who  putteth  it  off,"  Raldgfa 
ruuttered  contemptuously !  "My  Lord  of  Effi 
ham  "  he  added,  addressing  that  nobleman, ' 
(he  observations  1  was  enabled  this  morning  to 
take,  of  the  enemy's  preparations  for  our  recep- 
tion, I  {>erceived  they  have  ranged  their  gall^ 
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close  under  the  walls  of  the  city ;  judge  then^  if 
these  will  allow  my  lord  of  Essex^  to  pass 
quietly  to  the  assault/' 

^'He  must  march  further  inland/'Lord  Effing- 
ham replied  hastily,  unwilling  to  abandon  a 
plan  formed  by  himself,  yet  beginning  to  feel 
conscious,  that  it  was  not  likely  to  prove  a  wise 
one ;  '^  by  doing  so,  the  men  will  avoid  the  fire 
from  the  ships,  and  he  can  then  attack  the  walls 
in  the  opposite  quarter.  Gentlemen,  our  coun- 
cil is  ended,  and  on  you  my  Lord  of  Essex,  as 
commander  of  the  land  forces,  will  devolve  the 
duty  of  seeing  our  decision  carried  into  effect." 

Lord  Effingham  rose  from  the  council  board, 
and  Essex,  delighted  at  this  public  triumph 
over  his  rival,  hurried  forward  to  get  his  men 
in  readiness.  The  superior  officers  from  the 
different  ships  had  met  on  board  the  admiral's, 
and  as  they  were  now  preparing  to  re-enter  the 
boats,  Essex  could  not  avoid  hearing  more  than 
one  jest,  at  his  expence,  on  what  they  termed 
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his  mail  scheme.  Not  choosing  to  notice  tl 
remarks,  the  Earl  sought  to  conceal  his  morti- 
6catioQ  by  affecting  much  displeasure  at  his 
attendants  having  left  him  for  the  purpose  of 
making  ready  his  boat,  which  becoming  en- 
tangled among  those  near  the  ship,  prevented 
their  lord's  summons  being  obeyed  as  speedily 
as  he  expected.  \Vhile  the  haughty  favorile 
was  working  himself  into  a  violent  passion,  ■ 
grave  looking  officer  who  was  patiently  wailing 
for  his  own  boat,  beckoned  a  handsome  youth 
in  the  dress  of  a  midshipman;  the  young  man 
approached,  and  having  received  his  laconic 
directions,  advanced  towards  the  enraged  Earl. 
Doffing  his  cap  with  an  air  of  deep  respect, 
asked,  what  he  could  do  to  serve  him  id 
absence  of  his  attendants.  Tlic  anger  of  Essex, 
always  short  lived,  was  instantly  appeased 
the  deference  with  which  the  youth  addressed 
him.  An  emotion,  too,  for  which  he  could  not 
account,  came  over  him  as   he  looked 
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young  midshipman,  and  instead  of  replying  to 
his  question,  the  Elarl  began  to  interrogate  him 
concerning  the  officer  he  served  under,  and  the 
ship  he  belonged  to. 

**  Sir  Francis  Vere  is  my  commander,  your 
Grace,''  the  youth  replied,  *'  and  I  am  waiting 
to  attend  him  to  his  ship,  the  Rainbow,  but  he 
sent  me  to  offer  my  services  to  you,  seeing  you 
are  alone." 

^^  I  thank  your  brave  master,''  Essex  said, 
^^  and  will  do  so  in  person ;  it  were  long  before 
other  gentlemen  standing  here,  had  spared  a 
follower  of  theirs  to  pleasure  me.'' 

He  walked  hastily  towards  the  Marshal, 
who  received  his  thanks  with  the  same  unmoved 
composiu'e,  he  had  evinced  during  the  debate  of 
that  morning.'' 

**  Sir  Francis  Vere,"  Essex  said,  when  he 
had  finished  his  acknowledgment.  *^  May  I 
crave  to  know  wherefore  you  gave  not  your 
voice  either  for  or  against  the  measure  debated 
in  council  ?" 
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"  Because,"  Sir  Francis  replied, 
Immouredly,  "  when  hot  beaded  jroung  men 
cry  aloud  for  war,  the  council  of  the  old,  like 
water  dropt  on  red  hot  steel,  seem  only  to  make 
their  ardour  glow  more  fiercely.  Your  voice, 
noble  Essex,  baa  prevailed,  but  your  under- 
taking is  not  yet  completed,  and  credit  a  grey 
head'a  experience,  it  nil!  be  found  full  of  diili- 
culttes  you  v  ill  hardly  surmount,  and  dangers 
from  which  even  you,  lion  hearted  as  I  ki 
you  to  be,  will  feel  disposed  lo  ahrink." 
Essex  bit  liis  Up.  The  calm  tone  and 
flKl  demeanour  of  the  speaker,  would  not  sutfer 
the  proud  noble  to  give  way  to  the  petulance, 
with  which  he  would  not  have  failed  to  have  ra- 
celved  this  opinion,  bad  it  been  urged  upoo 
him  by  a  younger,  or  more  volatile  man  ;  had 
Sir  Francis  Vere,  given  the  same  opinion  alone, 
and  before  the  council,  it  would  in  all  probabili- 
ty have  had  its  full  effect  on  Ebscjc,  who  re- 
garded him  with  peculiar  deference.  But  v 
a  triumph  to  bis  enemies,  should  the  i 


gers 


MABT    STUART.  313 

UuB  moment  fidter  in  the  execution  of  his  own 
plan. 

'^  I  must  not  draw  back  now/'  he  said,  ^'  nor 
do  I  dread  a  failure ;  let  me  but  effect  a  landing, 
and  you  shall  soon  see  the  standard  of  England 
surmounting  the  Spanish  colors/' 

Sir  Francis  shook  his  head^  ^^  At  least/'  he 
saidi  ^^  would  it  not  be  more  politic  for  the  at- 
tack on  fleet  and  town  to  take  place  together ; 
surely  the  chance  of  success  would  be  greater, 
if  the  attention  of  the  ships  could  be  diverted 
from  your  movements/' 

<^  My  Lord  of  Effingham  wills  it  otherwise/' 
Essex  said,  ^'  and  I  am  obeying  his  orders  in 
leading  my  troops  to  the  attack.'' 

^'  How  many  of  the  sailors  accompany 
you  ?" 

'^  But  few,  only  enough  to  row  us  ashore ;  that 
done,  my  own  fellows  are  sufficient  for  the 
work." 

^^  Here  is  one/'  Sir  Francis  said  with  a  smile, 
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and  pointing  to  the  midshipman  who  stood 
near,  '^  here  is  one  who  would  be  delighted 
to  throw  away  a  useless  limb,  or  perhaps 
life.  How  say  you,  Harry,  would  you  not  111 
to  follow  the  noble  Essex  in  such  a  hair  brained 
adventure  ?'* 

The  blood  mounted  to  the  youth's  face, 
while  his  flashing  eye  spoke  Tolumes ;  at  leng;th 
he  replied  modestly^  but  firmly. 

^  I  hope  I  should  not  ^desert  my  colors^ 
though  they  led  me  to  the  cannon's  mouth." 

"  Nor  your  friend  in  the  hour  of  danger,  you 
might  have  added,  my  brave  lad ;  but  never 
mind^  we  shall  all  be  at  it  in  a  few  hours, 
whether  on  land  or  sea,  and  you  must  e'en  stay 
w  ith  me,  for  should  barm  happen  to  you,  and 
not  at  my  side,  I  should  look  to  be  made  meat 
for  fishes  by  Sir  John.'^ 

**  We  might  be  back  before  the  attack  on  the 
ships  began,^'  Harry  replied  with  some  hcsita* 
tion. 
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"  Ah  !  I  see  how  it  is,"  Sir  Fraacis  rejoined, 
gathering  from  the  espressioD  of  his  aatmated 
countenance,  that  the  youth  wanted  words  to 
urge  his  joining  the  expedition,  "  well,  well, 
I  suppose  wilful  must  have  his  way,  or  he  will 
b«  like  the  lion  chaffing  in  the  net ;  go  then  my 
lad,  and  see  the  noble  Kasex  land,  but  f  will 
trust  you  no  further.  I  know  you  brave,  and 
prudent  loo,  where  another's  safety  is  concerned, 
and  should  Essex  need  a  quick  wit  and  a  ready 
hand  to  bring  him  off,  if  he  find  it  necessary  to 
return,  he  may  thank  me  for  sending  H&rry 
Knox  to  aid  him."  With  this  permission  the 
young  sailor  was  obliged  to  be  satisfied,  and  he 
bounded  afler  Essex,  who  was  descending  Che 
ship's  aide.  In  a  few  minutes  all  was  active 
preparation  among  the  soldiers,  to  follow  a 
commander  they  adored,  to  what,  had  their 
blind  devotion  to  Essex  allowed  them  to  pause 
upon,  must  have  seemed  certain  destruction, 
L      As  Easex  stood  on  the  deck  of  his  ship,   tt  be- 
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came  evident  that  the  vrind  had  iocreased 
denly  and  fearfully ;  hut  bent  od  the  accotn- 
|ilishmcnt  of  his  purpose,  the  Earl  heeded  Dot 
tliis  additional  motive  for  its  relinquisbment. 
The  boats  were  manned,  and  Essex  entered  oue, 
the  rest  vraiting  until  he  should  take  his  station 
at  the  head.  Bjr  this  time  the  wind  blew  a 
hurricane ;  the  sea  rose  mountains  high,  dash- 
ing the  boats  against  each  other,  and  threaten- 
ing every  moment  to  overwhelm  them.  The 
whole  scene  was  confusion  and  uproar,  the  men, 
seeing  nothing  hut  death  before  them,  and  not 
so  well  accustomed  to  brave  the  fury  of  wind 
and  wave,  as  the  more  experienced 
clamoured  loudly  to  be  ordered  back  to 
ship,  a  prudent  measure  Essex  willingly 
ceded  to,  hut  the  eagerness  with  which 
sought  to  obey  his  command  to  that  r0ect, 
served  to  increase  the  danger.  More  than 
boat  was  swamped,  and  many  lives  were  lost  in 
this  unfortunate  attempt.     Anxious  to  ensi 
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the  safety  of  Essex^  Harry  Knox  urged  the  boat- 
men  to  pass  the  rest,  and  place  that  nobleman 
in  safety ;  but  the  Earl,  laying  his  hand  on  the 
young  sailor's  arm,  said  decidedly. 

^  Not  while  one  of  my  men  ^is  in  jeopardy. 
I  have  madly  perilled  them,  but  Devereux  will 
be  the  last  to  quit  the  danger.  You,  my  brave 
lad,  must  not  however  tarry  here,  throw  your- 
self into  the  boat  now  about  to  pass  us,  and  you 
will  soon  be  on  ship  board.''* 

The  only  answer  the  youth  returned,  was 
catching  an  oar  which  one  of  the  men,  availing 
himself  of  the  Earl's  advice,  had  abandoned  as 
he  sprang  into  the  passing  boat,  and  seating 
himself  in  the  vacant  place,  Harry  bent  all  his 
energy  to  near  the  ship.  At  this  crisis  a  tre* 
mendous  wave  came  roaring  onward,  which 
broke  over  the  boat,  and  in  an  instant  the 
crew  were  bnffetting  with  the  briny  element. 
Young  and  active,  Harry  Knox  was  the  first  to 
extricate  himself  from  theperibus  deep ;  and  for- 
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iger,  diracM^ 


getUDg  his  owD  ibire  to  the  danger,  i 
[  iia  whole  stteotion  to  discover  the  Earl  of 
ser.  It  was  not  long  before  he  observnl 
some  one  struggling  beneath  the  waves,  aa  It 
encumbered  by  a  weight  which  forbade  his  ris- 
ing to  the  surface ;  hy  the  aid  of  the  other  per- 
sons in  the  boat,  the  drowning  man  was  pul- 
led on  board,  and  proved  to  be  the  object  of  the 
[  young  sailor's  anxious  search.  Not  a  moment 
s  lost,  and  in  spite  of  every  obstacle,  the 
Earl  was  quickly  transported  to  his  ship,  where 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  accompanied  by  Sir  Francis 
Vere,  were  waiting  his  return  with  an  anxiety, 
aincerely  felt  by  the  latter,  though  we  do  not 
pretend  to  read  the  hidden  thoughts  of  the  hu- 
man heart,  with  sufficient  accuracy  to  determine 
bow  far  Raleigh  sympathised  with  him  in  spirit, 
and  in  truth.  Be  that  as  it  may,  their  con* 
gratulatioos  were  offered  to  the  rescued  noble- 
man, with  the  same  apparent  cordiality;  and 
bowing  the  thanks  he  could  not  stay  to  ultci 
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Essex  hurried  down  to  tiis  cabin  to  divest  bim* 
self  of  bis  dripping  garment!.  This  effected, 
be  again  sought  the  deck,  concealing,  as  best 
he  could,  the  chagrin  which  the  failure  of  his 
attempt  caused. 

"  Noble  Essex,"  Raleigh  said  in  the  frank 
tone  that  suited  him  so  well,  "  my  Lord  of 
ElBngbam  greets  you  by  me,  and  grieves  much 
that  his  liasty  judgmeat  has  exposed  you  and 
your  brave  fellows  to  such  peril.  We  are  all 
witness  to  the  efforts  you  have  made  to  fulfil 
the  wishes  of  our  worthy  admiral ;  but  it  may 
not  be,  and  of  that  Efhngbam  is  fully  aware, 
therefore  he  protests  against  further  persever- 
ance in  an  attempt,  which  can  only  involve  this 
enterprise  in  ruin.  It  now  seems  better  to  him 
that  our  attack  should  be  made  at  the  same 
moment,  or  rather  I  should  say,  we  sailors  must 
attack  the  fleet  at  one  moment,  while  you  shall 
throw  yourself  upon  the  city  in  the  next ;  and 
thus  noue  of  us  will  have  the  mortification  of 
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looking  on  in  idleness,  while  our  brave   coi 
pimioDS  are  winning   for  themselves    laui 
Does  the  admiral's  plan  please  you  ?' 

"  It  would  be  presumption  in  me,"  Essex 
replied  with  grave  courtesy,  "  a  second  time  U> 
oppose  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's  better  Judgment ; 
yet,  I  take  you  to  witness  Sir  Francis  Vere, 
that  my  late  attempt  to  attack  the  city  of 
Cadiz  failed,  from  the  unfavorable  state  of  the 
weather ;  had  our  landing  been  effected,  mf 
Lord  of  Effingham  should  have  found  no  e 
to  lament  an  error  in  judgment." 

"  You   may   remember,  brave    Essex," 
Francis  replied,  "  that  I  warned  you  agninst 
attempt.     All  that  a  brave  man  could  do  y< 
have  done,  but  the  obstacles  you  had  to 
counter  were  too  numerous,   and  too  great  for 
human  skill  and  valour  to  overcome." 

MortiBed  at  this  tacit  retlexioo  on  his  judg- 
ment, Esses  again  turned  to  Raleigh,  who, 
affecting  not  to  hear  Vere's  speech,  was  speak- 
ing to  one  of  the  sailors. 
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"  Bear  back  to  Lord  Effingham,"  Essex  said, 
"  my  assurances,  tbat  notwithstanding  our 
late  disaster,  by  which  many  of  the  boats  are 
damaged,  and  some  men  lost,  we  shall  be 
ready,  at  any  moment  he  may  appoint,  for  the 
attack ;  and  I  doubt  not  victory  will  wipe 
away  every  spot  which  ill  success  may  have 
thrown  upon  our  escutcheons." 

The  Earl  bowed  coldly  and  haughtily  as  he 
spoke,  signifying  that  his  conference  with  Ra- 
leigh, whom  he  cordially  hated,  was  finished; 
then  addressing  Sir  Francis  Vere,  he  said,  "  I 
must  not  forget  that  it  was  to  the  prompt  assist- 
ance, rendered  me  by  your  young  attendant,  at 
the  moment  when  my  life  was  in  the  utmost 
jeopardy,  from  one  of  the  drowning  men  having 
grasped  me  in  his  agonies,  that  I  owe  my 
preservation.  Is  the  youth  with  you.  Sir 
Francis  ?  I  would  give  him  my  thanks  for  his 
timely  assistance." 

"  lie   has   probably   gone  forward   to   the 
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Rainbow,'^  Sir  Francis  answered,   '*  Hi 
seldom  idle." 

"  It  ia  strange,"  Eases  conrinued 
"  how  familiar  his  face  is  to  me.     Some  scene 
fliu  before  me  I  cannot  recal  distinctly.     How 
came  he  in  your  service  ?" 

"  He  Mms  sent  to  tne  by  Sir  John  Ni 
who  you  know  was  prevented  by  sickaetis 
taking  the  command ;  he  seems  strangely 
attached  to  the  lad.  But  I  see  Raleigh  is  pre- 
paring  to  leave  the  ship,  and  I  must  not  tarry 
behind ;  we  shall  soon  have  hot  worlc.  Fue 
yc  well  Doble  Essex." 

Could  the  pen  guided  by  a  female    hi 
pourtray  effectively  the  disposition  of  the  ships 
of  war,  and  the  desperate  struggle  that  ensued, 
when    the    following  day   this    enterprise 
replete  with  danger  was  carried  into  eHectj] 
might  be  told,  how  bravely  the  commanders 
the  different  vessels  contended  for  the  post  of 
danger  and  honor;    but   with  such  Bc<ntcft, 
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bloodshed  a  lady  can  have  nought  to  do.  Her 
bosom  niaj  thrill  when  heroic  deeda  are  the 
theme,  but  it  belongs  to  the  steraer  nature  of 
man  alone  to  draw  a  picture  of  the  fight  in 
terms  that  may  convey  an  adequate  idea  of  the 
terrific  sublimity  that  attends  the  scene  of  com- 
bat. Those  then  to  whom  the  history  of  the 
times  we  are  describing  is  familiar,  are  well 
acquainted  with  the  glorious  termination  of  UuB 
attack  on  the  Spanish  fleet,  irhich  proved  so 
disasterous  to  the  Spaniards.  The  loss  sus- 
tained in  men  and  money  was  prodigious. 
Many  of  the  ships  were  fired  and  destroyed  by 
the  Spaniards  themselves,  to  prevent  their 
falling  into  the  hands  of  the  English, 

During  this  successful  attack  on  the  ships 
in  the  harbour,  the  troops  under  the  command 
of  the  Earl  of  Essex,  effected  a  landbg,  and 
marched  directly  towards  the  city.  A  force 
equal  to  his  own  advanced  from  Cadiz  to  pre- 
vent  the  assault  of  the  English  commander . 


but  either  dispirited  by  the  defeat  of  their 
countrymen  on  board  the  fleet,  or  seized  witli 
Bticlden  fear,  tlicy  threw  down  their  arms  and 
sought  safety  aod  protection  in  the  city ;  they 
were  closely  foUowei!  by  the  enemy,  and  enter- 
ing C^diz  pell  mcll,  a  sceae  of  wild  conhision  and 
consternation  commenced,  while  the  Spaniards 
without  any  to  bid  them  stand  to  their  arms, 
and  already  conquered  by  terror,  oBered  no 
kind  of  resistance  to  their  pursuers.  At  length 
a  small  band  of  veterans  drew  together  in  one 
of  the  narrow  streets  with  which  Cadiz  abounds, 
resolved  to  give  a  momentary  check,  at  least, 
to  the  victonouB  Enghsh,  who  despising  a  foe 
from  whom  they  had  met  with  so  Itttle  opposi- 
tion, were  ill  prepared  for  the  slightest  inter- 
ruption. A  sudden  onset  of  this  little  knot 
heroes,  nerved  by  despair,  gave  the  first  inl 
mation  to  the  conquerors  that  resistance  might 
Biillbe  made.  The  party  of  English  thus  en- 
counted  were   few  in  number   and   headed  byi 
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Essex,  who^  with  much  difficulty  had  kept 
together  a  small  portion  of  his  troops;  the  rest 
dispersed  over  every  part  of  the  city^  being  too 
intent  on  plundering  an  enemy  they  deemed 
completely  vanquished^  to  heed  the  danger 
into  which  their  rashness  had  plunged  their 
general. 

The  cry  of  El  Dorado !  rang  through  the 
square  as  bursting  from  their  rallying  point  the 
Spaniards  attacked  them  with  an  impetuosity 
which  for  a  time  mocked  at  opposition.  The 
English  were  driven  back^  many  slain^  and 
Essex^  cursing  the  temerity  which  had  thus  left 
him  a  prey  to  the  enemy's  fuiy^  fought  his  way 
back,  still  facing  the  foe.  Another,  and  another, 
of  his  brave  followers  were  numbered  with  the 
deadj  and  he  himself  wounded,  and  sorely  beset, 
was  on  the  point  of  sinking  under  so  unequal 
a  conflict  when  the  cry  of  ^  St.  George  for 
England  !*  met  his  ear  and  inspired  him  with 
fresh  vigor.    A  moment  afler^  a  party  of  the 
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victorious  sailors,  who  had  cnlcrcd  the 
mingle  among  their  brethren  and  share  the  spoil, 
rushed  into  the  street.  The  arm  of  a  Spaniard 
raised  to  plunge  a  short  sword  into  the  body  of 
Essex,  at  a  point  where  his  armour  had  given 
way,  was  beaten  down  by  the  leader  of  the  res- 
cuing party ;  Esses  turned  to  look  at  his  de- 
liverer, and  found  himself,  a  second  time,  indebt- 
ed for  hfe,  to  Harry  Knox,  who,  as  he  met  his 
eye,  raised  alofl  his  cap,  with  a  smile  of  triumph 
shouting  the  war  cry  of  England,  and  bounded 
forward  in  pursuit  of  the  flying  Spaniards. 

This  attempt  at  resistance  was  the  last  made 
by  the  enemy ;  those  who  had  taken  refuge  in 
the  Castle,  seeing  all  was  lost,  offered  to  capicti- 
late,  and  their  lives  were  spared,  on  payment  of 
a  large  ransom.  The  quantity  of  silver  foi 
in  Cadiz,  and  which  was  instantly  sent  on  bi 
the  fleet  was  prodigious.  A  victory  so  glorious 
to  England,  filled  the  Spanish  nation  with  dis- 
may, since,  independent  of  the  1 
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and  military  stores^  prepared  for  an  intended 
invasion  of  Englandi  the  Spaniards  were  con- 
demned to  suffer  the  mortification  of  seeing  one 
of  their  principal  se^iorts  in  the  hands  of  the 
English^  who  put  an  effectual  stop  to  their 
trade  with  the  new  world  for  that  year  at  least. 
Elated  with  success^  Essex  would  have  followed 
up  this  victory  by  fresh  attacks  on  the  enemy^ 
had  not  the  other  commanders,  satisfied  with 
the  glory  and  plunder  they  had  gained^  unani- 
mously given  their  voices  to  return  home.  The 
Eail  of  Essex  complained  bitterly  of  their  want 
of  spirit ;  and  it  is  said  Elizabeth  herself  was 
not  fully  satisfied  at  the  return  of  the  English 
fleet  without  having  further  pursued  an  enter- 
prise so  gloriously  begun. 
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CHAPTER    I. 


The  advice  giren  by  Essex  to  his  friend  Tracy 
respecting  Mary  Leslie  was  remembered,  and 
acted  upon ;  the  chance  of  his  destined  bride 
allowing  her  affections  to  be  engaged  by  an- 
other, brought  hope  and  consolation;  and 
hence  arose  the  ardent  strain  in  which  his 
letter  was  couched,  urging  her  to  lose  no  time 
in  placing  herself  under  the  care  of  those  sent 
to  convey  her  to  England,  and  testifying  the 
most  lively  impatience  for  her  arrivaL 
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The  voyage  was  a  speed;  one,  and  ok  I 
vessel  moored  in  the  river,  Mary  Leslie  fouuJ 
herself  claimed  by  the  occupantB  of  a  barge 
that  neared  it.  After  a  few  brief  questions  &om 
the  captain,  which  were  satisfactorily  replied  to 
by  the  bargemen,  she  entered  the  barge,  which 
immediately  stood  towards  a  gloomy  looking 
building,  pointed  out  to  her  as  the  residence 
Lady  Tracy.  The  active  mind  of  the  Scot! 
maiden  was  presently  engaged  depicting 
face,  form,  and  manners  of  the  old  lady  to  whom 
she  was  about  to  be  introduced,  and  it  is  proba- 
ble the  imagination,  as  ia  usuni  in  such  cases, 
had  drawn  a  tolerably  vivid  picture  of  the  vene- 
rable old  lady ;  but  iu  this  instance,  at  least, 
imagination  fell  far  short  of  reahty,  and  as  Mary 
Leslie  entered  a  gloomy  apartment,  catching,  aa 
she  did  so,  a  glimpse  of  her  future  mother-ia- 
Iftw,  who,  seated  in  a  high  backed  chairt  looked 
like  some  grave  automaton,  decked  in  a  ruff^ 
preposterous  even  in  those  days  of  lawn 
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starch,  she  shrank  back,  and  would  even  at 
that  moment  have  braved  the  horrors  of  the 
pirate's  island  to  be  delivered  from  this  abode 
of  silence  and  rigidity, 

A  large  embroidery  frame  stood  in  one  cor- 
ner of  the  room,  by  it  were  ranged  two  prim 
looking  damsels,  formed  on  the  model  of  their 
mi&tress  ;  their  avocation  had  been  suspended 
by  the  stranger's  arrival,  on  whom  they  fixed 
their  unmeaning  eyea  with  a  look  that  froze  her. 
Another  inmate  of  this  prison-house  claimed 
the  attention  of  Mary  Leslie ;  this  was  a  young 
girl  who  knelt  on  a  velvet  cushion  near  the  feet 
of  Lady  Tracy,  reading  from  a  richly  blazoned 
missal  the  life  of  some  holy  martyr.  Whatever 
the  effect  of  Mary  Leslie's  arrival  on  the  other 
tenants  of  the  chamber,  it  was  a  relief  to  this 
poor  child,  who,  condemned  to  maintain  the 
punful  position  then  considered  only  proper 
respect  from  the  young  and  lowly  when  in  the 
presence  of  their  elders  and  superiors,  had  been 
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reading  until  her  strength  was  exhausted ;  ai 
then  too  as  she  raised  her  fair  face  to  the  sweet 
countenance  of  Maiy,  and  beheld  a  being  so 
unlike  the  cold  and  rigid  ones  around  her,  tbc 
warm  feehngs  of  childhood,  which  had  been  so 
cruelly  repressed,  appeared  suddenly  to  expand, 
and  she  felt  a  longing  desire  to  greet  the  beauti- 
ful stranger  with  a  cordial  welcome ;  but 
a  movement  would,  she  well  knew,  deprive 
of  the  protection  of  the  charitable  lady 
had  extended  towards  the  orphan  her  benevo- 
lence, and  while  from  pride  Lady  Tracy  took 
care  her  young  protegee  wanted  none  of  the 
necessaries  of  life,  it  never  occurred  tohermincf, 
that  by  the  rigid  discipline  to  which  fthe  wu 
subjected,  the  child's  days  were  rendered  as 
wretched  as  they  would  have  been,  had  sbc  left 
her  to  the  miserable  fate  it  was  her  botut  to 
have  rescued  her  from.  Could  the  rich  md 
proud  only  feel  how  much  greater  bappiaess 
they  would  confer,  by  entering  into  the  fed 


land, 

auti-         J 

M 


MARY    BTUAHT. 


I 


of  the  afflicted,  than  by  merely  esteodtng  to 
tbein  that  pecuniary  aid  which  often  relieves 
the  least  part  of  distress,  the  luxury  of  causing 
tears  of  joy  to  flow  down  the  cheek  of  the 
widow  and  orphan,  would  well  repay  their  un- 
wonted exertion. 

"  You  may  approach,  youog  lady,"  was  the 
cold  salutation  that  greeted  the  stranger;  "  I 
was  taught  to  expect  you  long  since,  but  1  pre- 
sume curiosity  prompted  you  to  see  a  little 
more  of  this  wicked  world  before  you  settled 
among  us ;  times  are  changed  since  I  was 
young,  and  the  liberty  now  permitted  young 
women  will  be  their  destruction." 

'*  It  was  not  my  wish,  my  dear  madam," 
Mary  Leslie  began,  but  she  whs  cut  short  by 
the  harsh  voice  of  the  old  lady. 

"  Well,  well,  1  dare  say  you  know  how  to 
excuse  yourself,  and  I  permit  no  unnecessary 
conversation  in  my  presence ;  when  I  am  more 
,  at  leisure  ]  ahall  learn  how  far  you  are   skilled 


TUE    LAST    DAYS    C 


ID  your  needle  and  the  management  of  a  hoiiwf 
but  I  fear  my  poor  bod  will  rue  the  day  when 
his  father,  of  blessed  memory,  was  bent  on  his 
taking  a  wild  mountain  maiden  for  his  wife— 
and  then,  I  have  heard  something  whispered 
about  sea  robbers,  and  a  residence  among  them 
— but  this  passes  belief,  since  the  looking  upon 
such  monsters  must  have  killed  a  delii 
minded  female ! — And  now,  Silence,"  sddi 
ing  the  kneeling  girl,  "  continue  the  history, 
18  not  yet  time  for  refection." 

Thus  admonished,  Silence,  who  had  gathered 
fresh  strength  from  her  short  respite,  resumed 
her  wearbomc  task  for  the  space  of  another 
hour,  in  that  monotonous  tone  which  Lady 
Tracy  considered  essential  to  propriety  of 
reading. 

On  a  sudden  the  reader  stopped,  io  obedr- 
ence  to  a  signal  from  her  mistress,  and  the 
stately  lady,  rising  from  her  chair,  made  a  mat« 
sign  for  Mary  Leslie  to  follow,  as  with  a  si 
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and  mien  which  might  well  have  become  Queen 
Elizabeth  heraelf,  she  led  the  way  to  the  sallc  k 
nanger,  where  was  spread  a  repast  every  way 
in  uiusoa  with  the  hea%'y  grandeur  around. 

The  seat  prepared  for  the  lady  of  the  mansion 
was  slightly  elevated  above  the  rest,  and  behind 
it,  with  eyes  bent  down,  as  if  raising  them  to 
the  stately  personage,  who  took  her  seat  wich 
an  air  of  royal  dignity,  had  been  little  lesa  thsD 
sacrilege,  stood  a  page,  whose  office  it  was  to 
carve,  the  only  male  creature  to  be  found  among 
Lady  Tracy's  household.  The  dinner  passed 
to  profound  silence,  every  thing  appearing  to 
be  conducted  by  clock  work.  Once  indeed  the 
barsh  voice  of  the  old  lady  was  heard,  admon- 
ishing, \a  a  few  words  much  to  the  purpose^ 
the  youthful  reader  for  suffering  her  eyes  to 
rove,   and  from  the  confusion  on    her    cheek 


and  that  of  the 


you 


g  carver,  it  could  not  be 


doubted    in   what  direction   the  truants   had 
strayed.  A  lengthened  Latin  grace,  pronounced 
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by  the  lady  herself,  and  they  again  sought  the 
apartment  into  wliich  Mary  Leslie  was  first 
introduced.  Again  the  embroideresses  plie4 
their  needles,  and  again  Silence  iras  condemned 
to  resume  her  cusliion,  and  its  accompanimeDti 
and  as  she  bent  her  pliant  kaee  the  poor  or- 
phan's eyes  sought  those  of  Mary  Lesliej  aud 
read  in  their  expression,  that  one  being  felt 
her. 

The  golden  orbof  day  was  just  sinking  in 
west,  when  at  another  signal  from  Lady  Tracy, 
the  most  starched  among  her  waiting  women 
proceeded  with  great  form  to  read  the  evening 
sen-ice,  an  office  which  Silence,  happily  for  her, 
was  not  judged  of  sufficient  age  to  perform ; 
this  ended,  a  blessing  was  pronounced  by  Lady 
Tracy  on  her  assembled  household,  and  shortly 
after,  not  a  sound  was  heard  throughout  the 
mansion,  save  that  which  might  proceed  from 
some  marauding  rat,  elated  with  the 
obtained  by  the  early  hours  kept  by 
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revel  at  will  through  the  spaciooa  apartmeota. 
Bnt  if  its  nocturnal  perambulations  were  allowed 
to  begin  at  an  hour,  when  modern  rats  are 
taught  to  believe  morning  commences,  thej 
were  interrupted  at  a  proportionably  early 
period,  the  bell  from  a  neighbouring  turret  had 
scarcely  ceased  to  chime  four,  when  the  house- 
hold were  again  in  motion ;  the  lady  stepped 
from  her  dormitory,  to  resume  her  chair,  and  - 
another  day  was  begun  and  ended  in  the  same 
manner  as  the  preceding. 

Weeks  dragged  on  in  the  same  dull  routine, 
effectually  wearied  Mary  Leslie  of  an  English 
life.  She  had  hoped  that,  seeing  how  unfit  her 
mountain  education  had  rendered  her  to  main- 
tain the  dignity  she  was  told  the  lady  of  the  housie 
of  Tracy  must  assume,  her  august  mother-in-law 
would  suggest  the  propriety  of  some  effort 
being  made  to  dismiss  her  to  her  own  mountain 
wilds,  and  substitute  a  more  efficient  represen- 
tative of  her  grandeur;  but  how  firmly  soever 
B  5 
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the  Lady  Tracy  might  feel  persaaded  that 
glories  of  her  house  irere  doomed  to  a  total 
eclipse,  through  the  awkwardaess  of  the  simple 
girl  nhoEe  fairy  form  was  lost  amid  the  rich 
brocade,  and  starched  ruff,  into  which  it  had 
been  inducted  ;  and  whose  light  springing  step 
would  never  be  trained  to  the  measured  pace, 
which  she  considered  the  standing  rule  for  the 
Doble  and  courtly;  sCiil  the  idea  of  failing  in  the 
fulfilment  of  one  iota  in  her  deceased  husband's 
will,  never  for  a  moment  suggested  itself  to 
Lady  Tracy,  and  Mary  was  doomed  each  day  to 
hear  of  her  nuptials,  as  a  thing  unalterable  as 
laws  of  the  Medes  and  Persians.  From  all  she 
served,  as  connected  with  the  family  of  which  she 
was  to  become  a  member,  Mary  Lcilie's  opinion 
of  her  future  husband  could  not  be  very  exalted, 
and  she  looked  forward  to  his  appearance,  as  a  cir- 
cumstance, rather  calculated  to  increase  her  dis- 
comfort than  tending  to  remove  any  portion  of  it. 
The  very  delay  proved  him  the  worthy  son  ol 
his  mother,  since  what,  young  knight. 
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one  brougkt  up  in  her  school  of  rigid  proprietiest 
would  not  evince  some  little  impatience  to  be- 
hold his  betrothed  bride  ?  But  Henry  Tracy 
came  n6t^  until  even  the  stately  lady  herself  be- 
gan to  marvel  at  his  protracted  absence^  though 
she  always  endeavoured  to  account  for  it  to 
those  around  by  remarking  that — 

^<  No  doubt  it  was  to  be  attributed  to  his  in- 
creasing influence  at  Court;''  adding^ ''  that  the 
noble  Devereux  had  need  of  her  Henry^s  head^ 
to  direct  his  course  amid  the  shoals  and  quick- 
sands of  a  Court.*' 

'^  We  must  leave  it  to  a  mother's  partiality 
to  determine  in  what  way  the  prudence  of  a 
headstrong  youth  could,  or  did,  serve  as  pilot 
to  the  favourite  $  doubting  in  our  own  mind, 
whether  it  was  not  to  counsellors  such  as  Tracy 
that  the  wreck  of  Essex  might  be  traced,  amid 
those  very  shoals  and  quicksands,  through 
which  the  venerable  lady  devoutly  believed  her 
darling  son  was  so  wisely,  and  skilfully^  direct- 
ing  his  friend. 
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CHAPTER  IL 


The  life  to  which  Mary  Leslie  found  herself 
condemned  under  the  watchful  care  of  her 
stately  mother-in-law,  was  sufficiently  monoto* 
nous  to  weary  even  one  brought  up  according 
to  the  rigid  notions  of  education  then  existing  ; 
but,  when  contrasted  with  the  life  of  a  highland 
maiden,  whose  only  restraint  had  arisen  from 
her  own  s^isitive  delicacy,  it  may  readily  be 
imagined,  that  the  days  dragged  heavily  along^ 
and  that  the  eternal  task  of  embroidery  to 
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which  she  was  condemned,  in  common  with  the 
waiting  women,  became  grievous  as  the  toilsome 
labour  with  which  the  poet's  fancy  has  punish- 
ed the  impiety  of  Sisyphus. 

It  was  from  a  waking  dream  she  had  accus- 
tomed herself  to  indulge  in,  and  without  which 
her  life  would  have  been  still  more  insuppor- 
table, that  Mary  Leslie  was  roused  by  an  un- 
wonted degree  of  bustle  in  the  mansion,  and 
while  she  was  endeavouring  to  account  for  the 
unusual  symptoms  of  life  that  pervaded  its  in- 
mates, a  manly  and  not  unmusical  voice  met 
her  ear,  singing  in  a  joyous  strain,  a  lively 
French  romance  then  much  in  vogue.  There 
was  no  mUtaking  who  the  chanteur  must  be, 
no  living  man  save  the  representative  of  the 
noble  house  of  Tracy,  would  thus  dare  to  lift  a 
merry  stave  in  the  stern  lady's  hearing,  and 
with  a  check  blanched  by  emotion,  and  a  sick- 
ness of  heart,  she  vainly  struggled  to  repress. 


14 


THE    LAST    DATS   OP 


Mary  Leslie  beheld  the  door  of  the   aparuneot 
thrown  opea  to  admit  Henry  Tracy. 

For  some  moments  she  dared  not  raise 
eyes  to  contemplate  a  being,  whose  appearance 
should  have  brought  with  it  imalloyed  pleasure ; 
but  which  the  gloomy  thoughts  in  which  she 
had  of  late  indulged,  had  clothed  with  terrors 
only  calculated  to  distress  her.  By  the  time 
she  bad  sufficiently  recovered  her  self-pos- 
session to  note  what  was  passing,  Henry 
Tracy  had  traversed  the  room  and  knelt  at  ibc 
feet  of  the  venerable  lady,  who  rigidly  exacted 
from  her  son  a  due  observance  of  the  nilea  of 
filial  respect,  though  she  failed  in  imposing  oo 
his  lively  disposition  the  yoke  of  silence  to 
which  others  were  obliged  to  succumb.  Ttio 
sight  Mary  Leslie  obtained  of  this  dreaded 
visitor,  dispelled,  in  some  degree,  the  un- 
favorable opinion  she  had  formed  of  him,  since 
to  a  noble  bearing  and  much  grace  of  move- 
ment, Tracy  joined  a  face,  such  as  limners  knro 
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to  painty  and  ladies  to  look  upon.  The  old 
lady  might  be  forgiven  the  pride  with  which 
she  regarded  her  son,  as  he  begged  a  blessing ; 
and  an  unbidden  tear  rushed  to  her  proud  eye, 
as  that  brow  met  her  gaze,  bearing  the  same 
open,  candid  expression  as  had  graced  that  of 
her  departed  husband,  to  whom  she  was  united 
by  those  strong  bonds  of  affection,  which 
frequently  characterise  the  love  of  the  cold  in 
demeanour. 

'<  Your  blessing,  mother,"  the  young  man 
said  with  the  same  look  of  chastened  submis- 
sion, which  had  accompanied  the  words,  when 
his  tongue  first  lisped  them  forth. 

''  The  God  of  thy  fathers  bless  thee,  my 
noble  boy  I'*  she  said,  laying  her  withered 
hand  on  his  head,  "  and  spare  thee  to  glad  my 
widowed  heart ;  but  you  have  left  your  mother 
long,  my  son,  in  her  solitude,  though  well  you 
know,  Henry  Tracy,  that  the  sight  of  you 
carries  her  back  to  the  days  of  youth,  and 
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lightens  the  neight  of  years  which  begins  H 
press  heavily  on  her." 

"  Your  psrdonj  good  mother  of  mine,  if  I 
have  seemed  to  neglect  my  duty ;  the  uckoess 
of  a  dear  friend  detained  me,  nothing  short  of 
this  could  have  kept  me  thus  long  from  I 
hall  of  my  father's.'* 

"  Now  Heaven  forbid,"  the  old  lady  said,  ia 
much  alarm,  "  that  any  evil  bath  befallen  the 
noble  Devercux,  for  well  I  ween  he  ia  the 
dearest  friend  you  have  on  earth." 

"  Nay,  good  mother,  he  not  aoxioua  on  bis 
account,  he  is  better,  though  his  wonnd  was 
somewhat  long  in  heahng." 

"  His  wound  ?  Jesu  Maria  f  with  whom 
hath  the  noble  Essex  fought  ?" 

"  With  one,"  Tracy  answered,  cleachiag  bis 
teeth,  "  with  one  that  would  to  Heaven  the 
Earl's  good  sword  had  swept  from  the  eorib  I" 

"  Hush  child,"  the  old  lady  said,  while  a 
shade     of    displeasure    darkened    her    bruw. 
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^  such  a  wish  ill  befita  the  mouth  of  a  christian 
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The  face  of  Tracy  crimsoned,  as  at  that 
moment  his  eye  fell  on  the  form  of  Mary 
Leslie,  for  conacieace  whispered  that  the  bitter- 
nesB  of  that  wish  had  its  source  in  a  passion  he 
could  not  cherish,  without  doing  foul  wrong  to 
his  destined  bride.  Rising  from  the  footstool 
on  which  he  had  thrown  himself,  be  said,  "  It 
were  lacking  courtesy,  not  to  crave  the  pardon 
of  yonder  fair  lady  for  so  long  neglecting  her 
claims  to  my  attention." 

"  Lead  her  hither,  my  son,"  Lady  Tracy 
eaid  with  a  sigh,  "  that  I  may  present  your 
betrothed  wife  to  you,  and  bless  my  children." 

He  rose  to  obey,  but  a  painful  degree  of 
embarrassment,  vtiich  almost  deprived  him  of 
speech,  rendered  bis  address  aoy  thing  but 
likely  to  impress  a  lady  favorably  in  bis  beb&lf> 
Mary  Leslie  rose  mechanically,  rather  than 
from  comprehending  his  muttered  request  that 
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him 


lead  her  < 


she  would  permit 
Tracy  i  she  felt  bis  hand  icy  cold  as  it  touched 
hers,  and  it  seemed  to  tremble  ;  hut  this  she 
imputed  to  the  agitation  which  rendeied  her 
own  unsteady,  and  thereby  imparted  its  own 
tremor,  to  the  band  that  held  it. 

The  stately  lady  gazed  on  the  youthful  pwr  j 
and  a  degree  of  complacency  mingled  with  the 
look  she  bestowed  on  the  Scottish  maiden,  not 
always  observable,  when  her  eyes  took  the 
same  direction  ;  this  was  probably  owing  to  an 
air  of  dignity  she  had  never  before  remarked 
in  that  slight  form,  and  which  Lady  Tracy 
attributed  solely  to  her  own  tuition.  But  the 
cause  was  to  he  found  in  a  diSerent  direction. 
Recovered  from  the  painful  feeling  which  had 
oppressed  her  on  first  seeing  him,  she  bad 
been  so  long  taught  to  regard  as  her  future 
protector,  the  coldness  and  restraint  of  Tracy's 
air  struck  her;  part  of  this  she  was  content 
to  attribute  to  his  embarrosaiog  situatii 
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thus  meeting  a  straager,  and  yet  one  to  whom 
he  had  been  so  strictly  bound  for  years,  and 
her  own  painful  emotions  taught  her  to  pity 
his  confusion ;  but  the  native  tact  of  woman 
soon  discovered,  that  something  beyond  youth- 
ful boshfulness  was  hidden  beneath  this  reser- 
ved deportment,  and  then  arose  the  alarm, 
which  m  such  a  case  a  sensitive  miud  could 
□ot  fail  to  experience,  whether  in  the  mooient 
of  confusion  she  had  not  by  word,  or  look, 
evinced  more  interest  in  the  youthful  cavalier, 
than  feminine  pride  might  approve  ;  this 
thought  it  was  which  threw  into  her  bearing 
the  slight  degree  of  hauteur  Lady  Tracy  so 
much  rejoiced  to  behold. 

**  Henry,  my  son,"  she  said  in  a  softened 
tone,  for  the  recollections  of  olden  times  crowd- 
ed thick  upon  her  mind,  "  I  need  not  say  that 
in  this  young  maiden,  you  behold  the  bride, 
your  sainted  father  iu  his  wisdom  selected  for 
you  ;   may   God  grant  you  many  happy  years. 
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my  children,  and  may  cacb  day  caiue  yoai| 
id   more   in  the  uoioo  be  hai 


rejoice   i 


She  took  a  hand  of  each,  and  as  she  joioed 
and  pressed  ihem  la  her  own,  tears  vrKich  ber 
dimmed  eyes  seemed  incapable  o{  shedding, 
fell  thick  and  fast  upon  them. 

It  is  impossible  to  picture  a  situation  of  loore 
cruel  vexation  than  that  of  Ueni^  Tra*^ ;  on 
one  hand  this  unwonted  display  of  feeling  oo 
the  part  of  a  mother,  to  whom  he  vas  deeply 
attached,  touched  his  heart,  while  the  sweel 
expression  in  the  countenance  of  the  beautiful 
girl,  whose  hand  he  clasped,  silently  upbraided 
him,  with  the  misery  he  was  preparing  for  an 
unoffending  being,  be  was  bound  to  cherish, 
and  protect ;  to  these  were  opposed  the  charms 
of  the  siren,  who  had  enthralled  him,  and  the 
better  feelings  which  urged  him  to  fiiltil  the 
wishes  of  a  deceased  parent,  were  lost  in  the 
wild  tumult  of  the  intoxicating  passion  in   hii 
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bosom.    Bat  the  favorite  of  Essex  had  drank 
too  deeply  of  the  cup  of  dissimulation^  which  a 
court  never  £edls  to  hold  to  the  lips  of  such  as 
seek  its  precincts^  to  permit  the  difficulties  of  his 
situation  to  gain  an  undue  ascendency  over 
him ;  Tracy  felt  mortified  at  having  displayed 
so  much  of  what  was   passing  within^  and 
throwing  around  him  the  mantle  of  duplicity^ 
he  resolved,  beneath  its  fblds^  and  a  bold  as- 
sumption of  what  he  was  far  from  feelings  to 
rid  himself  of  his  embarrassment  for  the  pre- 
sent, and  trust  to  time  and  his  good  genius  to 
deliver  him  ultimately  from  what  he  devoutly 
determined  never  should  take  place.    Raising 
the  hand^  he  still  held,  to  his  lips,  he  said 
gaily.— 

'^  Tears  and  serious  faces  are  not  the  harbin- 
gers of  a  young  and  lovely  bride's  first  introduc- 
tion ;  and  now  I  bethink  me,  graceless  that  I 
am,  I  have  not  yet  welcomed  you  fair  lady  to 
the  shores  of  England,  or  to  the  house  destined 


22 


THE    LAST   DAYS    OP 


for  your  abode  ;  neither  have  I  craved  fi 
ness  for  having  left  you  so  long,  without  testi- 
fying the  impatience  I  felt  to  throw  myself  at 
your  feet;  but  I  am  sufficieotly  punished  by 
seeing  how  much  I  have  lost ;  say  then,  oan 
you  pardon  me  sweet  lady  ?" 

"  I  have  nothing  to  forgive,"  she  answei 
gravely,  "  since  vanity  alone  on  my  part  could 
have  induced  me  to  expect  you  would  ex- 
change the  pleasures  of  a  gay  court  for  soil 
tude." 

"  Nay,  sweet  lady,  do  not  imagine  it  was  ti 
love  of  gaiety  that  kept  me  from  my  duty  ;  I 
have  been  a  close  prisoner  by  a  side  couch. 
But  you  spoke  of  solitude ;  and  certos  this 
house  is  not  a  meet  sojourn  for  youth  and 
beauty ;  wc  must  have  you  to  court,  where  you 
will  not  be  long  in  becoming  the  cynosure  of 
gallants'  eyes." 

*'  You  say  well,  my  son,"  Lady  Tracy  o 
served,  and  Mary  Leslie  heard  her  with  stn 
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prise  and  dismay^  ''  much  good^  I  trust  has 
arisen  to  Miss  Leslie  frotn  her  indwelling  at 
my  poor  abode ;  I  have  spared  no  pains  to  in- 
struct her  in  the  duties  of  a  good  housewife^ 
and  the  last  cushion  she  embroidered  was  cei^ 
tainly  a  masterpiece ;  while  I  rejoice  to  observe 
that  the  wild  and  careless  step  with  which  she 
was  wont  to  cross  my  chamber^  has  given  place 
to  the  measured  tread  which  better  fits  a  matron 
of  the  house  of  your  fathers  I  Yet,  much  still 
remains  to  be  done,  and  perhaps  a  brief  sojourn 
in  the  court  of  our  gracious  Queen,  whose  ma- 
jestic port  and  dignity  of  step  is  indeed  a  rare 
model  for  the  young  to  form  themselves  by, 
may  finish  what  is  so  happily  begun,  and  the 
wild  mountain  maiden  in  time  attain  that  de- 
meanour, which  has  ever  distinguished  the 
female  descendants  of  our  house/^ 

Tracy  listened  to  this  long  tirade  from  his 
venerable  parent,  and  a  smile  involuntarily 
curled  his  lip,  as  the  qualifications  of  his  des- 
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for  your  abode  ;  neither  have  I  craved  forgiw- 
ncsH  for  having  left  you  so  long,  without  testi- 
fying the  impatience  I  felt  to  throw  myself  at 
your  feet;  but  I  am  sufficieutly  puoikhed  by 
seeing  how  much  I  have  lost ;  say  then,  can 
you  pardon  me  sweet  lady  ?" 

"  I  have  nothing  to  foi^ive,"  she  a 
gravely,  "  since  vanity  alone  on  my  part  could 
have  induced  me  to  expect  you  would  ex- 
change the  pleasures  of  a  gay  court  for  i 
tude." 

"  Nay,  sweet  lady,  do  not  imagine  it  was  tlie 
love  of  gaiety  that  kept  me  from  my  duty  ;  I 
have  been  a  close  prisoner  by  a  sick  cotu 
But  you  spoke  of  solitude ;  and  certes  t 
bouse  is  not  a  meet  sojourn  for  youth  i 
beauty ;  wc  must  have  you  to  court,  where  you 
will  not  be  long  in  becoming  the  cynosure  o€ 
gallants'  eyes." 

"  You  say  well,  my  son,"  Lady  Tracy  t 
served,  and  Mary  Leslie  heard  her  with  a 
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prise  and  dismay^  ''  much  good,  I  trust  has 
arisen  to  Miss  Leslie  frotn  her  indwelling  at 
my  poor  abode;  I  have  spared  no  pains  to  in- 
struct her  in  the  duties  of  a  good  housewife, 
and  the  last  cushion  she  embroidered  was  cei^ 
tainly  a  masterpiece ;  while  I  rejoice  to  observe 
that  the  wild  and  careless  step  with  which  she 
was  wont  to  cross  my  chamber,  has  given  place 
to  the  measured  tread  which  better  fits  a  matron 
of  the  house  of  your  fathers  I  Yet,  much  still 
remains  to  be  done,  and  perhaps  a  brief  sojourn 
in  the  court  of  our  gracious  Queen,  whose  ma- 
jestic port  and  dignity  of  step  is  indeed  a  rare 
model  for  the  young  to  form  themselves  by, 
may  finish  what  is  so  happily  begun,  and  the 
wild  mountain  maiden  in  time  attain  that  de- 
meanour, which  has  ever  distinguished  the 
female  descendants  of  our  house/' 

Tracy  listened  to  this  long  tirade  from  his 
venerable  parent,  and  a  smile  involuntarily 
curled  his  lip,  as  the  qualifications  of  his  des- 
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tined  bride  were  ranged  in  order  before  bim.— 
"  Such  shall  iieyer  be  the  wife  of  Tracy," 
thought,   "  she  must  be  queen  of  fasliion 
\veU  as  beauty ;  this  slight,  dark  girl  wit]  do  fi 
neither." 

The  look  which  accompanied  his  mental  so- 
liloquy was  not  lost  upon  Mary  Leslie ;  gifted 
wiih  quick  natural  perception,  she  read  in  it 
that  Tracy  was  not  altogether  satisfied  with  his 
bride  elect,  and  she  hastened  to  convince  him 
it  was  not  her  wish  to  enter  into  scenes  where 
the  deBciencies  she  believed  so  conspicuous  in 
her  appearance,  and  nifmner,  could  not  fail  to 
draw  on  her  the  remarks  and  the  ridicule  of  the 
gay  and  courtly  circle  in  which  Tracy  moved. 

"  By  your  leave,  dear  lady,"  she  said,  "  I 
~will  remain  where  I  am,  until  your  paticace  is 
exhausted  by  the  deviations  my  untaught  man- 
ners are  constantly  making  from  the  rules  of 
propriety,  and  you  send  me  from  you  in  dis- 
plea.„rc;' 
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'^  The  choice  you  make^  maiden/'  the  old  lady 
replied^  drawing  herself  up  in  conscious  supe- 
riority, ^*  speaks  well  for  your  sense.  True,  the 
time  waSf  when  the  Lady  Tracy  might  have 
taken  upon  herself  the  entire  modelling  of  her 
future  daughter ;  but  I  am  now  growing  old, 
and  unfit  for  the  task.  My  son  stands  high  in 
the  love  of  noble  Devereux,  and  the  bride  of 
Essex's  friend  cannot  be  slighted  in  the  Court ; 
where,  as  I  hear,  that  young  nobleman  holds 
the  first  place  in  the  favor  of  Queen  Elizabeth ; 
so  young,  and  so  distinguished  by  a  princess 
whose  name  is  but  another  word  for  prudence, 
and  sagacity,  what  may  we  not  expect  from  his 
riper  years  V 

So  spake  the  Lady  Tracy  in  her  wisdom, 
little  dreaming  that  the  graceful  form,  and 
handsome  face,  of  the  youthful  Earl  had  aught 
to  do  with  the  proud  preeminence  he  held 
among  the  nobles  of  England.  But  Elizabeth 
was  arrived  at  that  age,  when  the  flattering 

VOL.    III.  c 
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attentions  of  a  young  and  handsome  man  an 
apt  to  derange  the  citadel  of  a  lady's  heart,  hov 
well  soever  it  may  appear  guarded  by  sense  ami 
prudence ;  and  it  is  to  be  doubted  whether  Dan 
Cupid  makes  half  the  havoc  in  the  bosom  oi 
fifteen,  that  he  does  in  the  more  mature  one  ol 
fifty,  when  he  mischievously  effscts  a  lodgment 
there.  To  all  this  the  old  lady  was  a  strangerj 
and  it  would  have  been  little  less  than  sacrilege 
to  have  hinted,  that  the  virgin  Queen,  who  was 

I  !  her  beau   ideal  of  the  female  character,  could 

be  influenced  in  her  choice  of  a  favorite  by  any 

Ij.  consideration,  save  that  of  bis  superior  merit 

I  With  a  mother  8  partiality,  she    did    indeed 

ascribe  some  portion  of  the  EarPs  elevation  to 
the  influence  and  example  of  her  son  ;  and  the 
good  lady  pleased  herself  by  drawing  a  flatter- 

I  ing  picture  of  the  career  of  glory  she  believed 

marked  out  for  the  two  friends,  stretching  for- 
ward for  years  to  come — Happy  ignorance  of 

■|t"' 
> ;  !  i  the  dread  to  be  ! 
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With  the  weariness  of  inaction,  that  usual  at- 
tendant upon  the  young,  Tracy  soon  quitted  the 
apartment  of  his  lady  mother,  to  ramble  through 
the  haunts  of  his  childhood,  now  whistling  the 
truant  hound  to  his  side,  for,  rejoicing  in  the 
unwonted  liberty'  his  master^s  return  had  procur- 
ed him,  the  creature  was  bent  upon  running  over 
as  much  ground  as  possible  to  compensate  for  his 
long  captivity ;  and  anon  turning  his  attention 
to  a  favorite  hawk  which  sat  upon  his  hand, 
without  a  wish  to  leave  the  loved  perch  though 
divested  of  her  hood  and  jesses.  The  nume- 
rous retainers  of  the  family,  too,  who  were  re- 
stricted from  entering  the  presence  of  their 
stately  lady,  she  having  since  the  death  of  her 
lord  banished  all  male  creatures  from  her  sight 
but  who  were  lodged  at  a  convenient  [distance 
from  the  house,  crowded  round  to  welcome 
their  young  master,  whose  coming  was  ever  a 
day  of  jubilee.  Thus  passed  the  first  day  of 
Tracy *8  reappearance  in  this  abode  consecrated 
c  S 


28  THE    LAST    DATS    Or 

to  silence  and  formality,  and  we  will  not  pre^^ 
tend  to  assert  that  things  went  on  in  their  usual 
methodical  train ;  but  where  b  the  mother  pos- 
sessing that  precious  jewel,  an  only  sod,  who 
will  not  readily  find  an  excuse  for  one  in  the 
same  enviable  situation,  and  call  to  remem- 
brance  the  delightful  confusion  into  which  her 
domicile  has  been  thrown  by  the  return  of  the 
young  gentleman  from  a  visit,  or  from  school. 

Yet  let  not  the  reader  judge  harshly  of  this 
only  son  of  his  mother.  Tracy  possessed  an 
excellent  heart,  though  its  better  feelings  bad 
perchance  been  warped  and  turned  aside,  by 
being,  from  his  infancy  made  an  idol  of,  first  by 
his  doling  parents,  and  then  by  Essex,  who«c 
singular  affection  for  his  young  friend  seemed 
daily  to  increase.  It  is  not  surprising  thei 
if,  tiiiding  his  influence  over  those  around  I 
boundless,  Tracy  should  become  a  little  vaia, 
and  that  this  vanity  should  lead  him  to  aspire 
he  hand  of  his  noble  friend's  sister, 
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the  proud  beauties  that 'graced  the  Court  of 
Elizabeth.  But  here  his  presumption  was 
doomed  to  meet  with  a  salutary  cheeky  for  natu- 
rally aspiring,  and  elated  by  the  homage  which 
her  charms,  added  to  the  influence  of  her 
brother  with  the  Queen  could  not  fail  to  at- 
tract, the  haughty  lady  looked  with  contempt 
on  the  lowly  Knight,  who,  though  of  gentle 
blood,  could  not  boast  a  high  sounding  title. 
Tracy  was  no  stranger  to  the  slight  esteem  in 
which  he  was  held  by  the  Lady  Penelope 
Devereux,  which,  together  with  the  barrier  his 
father's  will  placed  between  them,  might  appear 
sufficient  to  crush  the  hopes  he  dared  to  nourish, 
but  the  first  obstacle  Tracy  resolved  to  remove 
with  his  sword,  which  he  doubted  not  would 
carve  for  him  a  way  to  titles  and  lands,  thereby 
making  him  in  some  degree  a  fitting  mate  for 
the  proud  lady  of  Devereux;  while  for  the 
second,  his  father's  will,  he  saw  no  better 
means  of  removing  that  difficulty  than  by  Intro- 


ducing  his  betrothed  to  Court,  where  be  truste 
a  mutual  affection  might  spriDgnp  between  the 
Scottish  heiress  and  00c  of  the  youthful  eoui^ 
tiers,  which,  by  inspiring  her  nith  bq  aversion 
to  himself,  would  lead  her  to  protest  against 
their  union,  in  which  case  alone  the  contract 
would  become  void.  But  all  this  Tracy  kept 
cautiously  guarded  in  the  recesses  of  his  own 
bosom,  and  if  his  conduct  towards  his  betrothed 
bride  was  unmarked  by  the  fervour  of  paasion, 
it  lacked  none  of  that  kindly  attention  a  brother 
would  render  a  beloved  sister,  in  which  light 
he  was  soon  won  to  regard  the  Highland  maiden, 
whose  miassuraiug  gentleness,  and  firm  though 
feminine  mind,  would  soon  have  obtained  an 
entire  ascendancy  over  him,  had  not  a  powerful 
rival  interposed, 

Mary  Leslie  on  her  side  beheld  in  her  dct 
tined  bridegroom,  one  well  calculated  to  wia  ' 
her  love ;  frank,  open  hearted,  generous,  brave 
even  to  rashness,  hasty  in  taking  offence,  bufe  ■ 
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forgiving  OS  easily,  it  was  impossible  to  live  with 
such  a  being  without  feeling  a  powerful  interest 
in  him  ;  and  she  would  sometimea  please  her- 
self with  the  idea,  that  by  gentle  means  he 
might  yet  be  won  from  those  failings  she  could 
not  avoid  observing  in  his  character ;  but  then 
the  suspicion  crossed  her  mind  that  she  should 
never  possess  his  alfection  ;  and  thus  she  was 
forced  to  repel  the  love  that  sought  an  entrance 
into  her  heart. 
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CHAPTER    III. 


A  MASQUE^  in  those  days,  the  favorite  diversion 
among  the  ladies  of  England^  was  the  scene 
chosen  for  the  debut  of  Mary  Leslie  into  the 
fashionable  world.  At  an  hour  the  bare  men- 
tion of  which  would  cause  the  modem  belle  to 
yawn,  the  votaries  of  frolic  mirth  were  assem- 
bled in  the  rush  strewn  chamber,  while  the 
glare  of  torches,  held  by  a  crowd  of  servants, 
threw  a  wild  and  flickering  light  over  the  gro- 
tesque forms,  that  past  to  and  fro  in  the  broad 
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blaze  that  rendered  the  scene  calculated  to  sur- 
prise and  bewilder  the  novice^  rather  than  give 
her  pleasure.  The  strange^  and  savage  dress 
too,  adopted  by  most  of  the  masquers,  formed 
another  cause  for  wonder,  since  Mary  Leslie 
found  herself  surrounded,  not,  by  the  brilliant, 
and  graceful  forms, — which  are  seen  to  glide 
through  a  modern  masquerade,  where  the  rich, 
and  varied  costumes  of  all  the  climes  under 
Heaven,  alternately  charm  the  eye ;  but  in 
place  of  these,  might  be  seen  the  frightful  form 
of  all  kinds  of  monsters,  uttering  the  discordant 
yells,  which  each  judged  most  appropriate  to 
the  character  adopted*  Yet  this  strange 
species  of  amusement  was  entered  into  with  the 
same  zest,  with  which  a  fashionable  lady  of  the 
present  day  flies  from  one  crowded  party  to 
another,  enduring  a  degree  of  heat  and  fatigue, 
as  repugnant  to  the  unperverted  taste,  as  the 
bear-baiting  and  masques  of  the  golden  age 
of  good  Queen  Bess.  Here  and  there  might 
c  5 
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be  Been  the  stately  form  of  a  Spanish  Hid 
a  costume  much  id  vogue  since  the  last  reign, 
when  all  who  wished  to  gain  the  favor  of  Queen 
Mary,  in  whose  eyes,  the  dress  as  well  u  the 
figure  of  her  youthful  husband  shone  pre-emi- 
nent, adopted  the  costume  of  his  country ;  and 
still,  though  it  had  ceased  to  prove  a  passport  to 
the  favor  of  the  reigning  Queen,  many  a 
youthful  knight  adopted  it,  flattering  himself 
that  bis  graceful  form  was  shewn  to  greater 
advantage  in  the  Spanish,  than  in  the  EngU^ 
dress,  and  hoping  to  draw  from  the  eyea  of 
royalty  an  approving  glance. 

After  walking  through  the  rooms  for  some 
time,  the  lady  who  acted  as  chaperon  to  Mary, 
fatigued  with  her  efforts  to  direct  her  young 
companion's  attentions  to  all  she  believed  cal- 
culated 10  excite  her  a>lonishmen^  declared 
she  must  rest  for  a  time,  and  Tracy,  who  bad 
hitherto  kept  more  steadily  beside  his  charge, 
than  night  have  been  expected,  after  providing 
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them  with  seats^  darted  off  to  the  opposite  side 
of  the  rooniy  ia  search  of  fresh  amusement. 
But  if  the  feet  of  Lady  Di  waxed  weary,  this 
was  not  the  case  with  her  tongue,  as  her  inces- 
sant talking  fully  proved.  Apparently  well 
acquainted  with  every  person  in  the  room,  how 
strange  soever  the  disguise  adopted  for  conceal- 
ment, she  could  not  fail  to  prove  an  entertain* 
ing  companion  to  the  novice  beside  her,  and 
indeed,  to  those  better  acquainted  with  the 
world  than  the  Highland  maiden,  since  her 
remarks  upon  the  assembly,  were  seasoned  by 
that  ill-natured  sarcasm,  which  too  frequently 
passes  current  with  the  world  for  wit. 

A  burst  of  laughter  from  a  gtx>up,  who  had 
for  some  minutes  been  listening  attentively 
to  one  in  the  centre  of  the  ring  there  formed, 
attracted  the  eyes  of  Mary  Leslie  to  the  spot, 
and  as  the  crowd  divided,  a  figure  that  moved 
from  among  them,  at  once  rivetted  her  atten- 
tion.   This  was  a  female,  dressed  in  the  cos- 
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tume  of  a  Bohemienne,  or  fortune-teller, 
whose  stately  step,  and  majesty  of  demeanour, 
had  better  suited  the  tiara,  and  poigniard  of  a 
Sultan's  bride.  Such  was  the  effect  produced 
on  Mary  Leslie  by  her  appearance,  that  she 
involuntarily  exclaimed,  "  It  is  the  Queen  !" 

"  The  Queen  !"  her  companion  repeated,  in 
a  tone  of  mockery,  "  hflw  long  is  it  think  you, 
maiden,  since  Elizabeth  Tudor  could  boast  such 
a  step  as  that }  God  help  the  mark  I  bcr 
Grace  begins  to  feel  the  weight  of  years, 
between  friends,  is  marvellously  awry  of  i 
as  may  be  seen  in  spite  of  the  art  she  usca  to 
conceal  her  defects  ;  but  the  .truth  will  peep 
out,  whether  in  the  shape  of  a  grey  lock*  | 
false  tootb,  or  a  bent  Spine." 

"  But  who  is  that  lady  ?"  asked  Mary,  "  fof 
lady  she  must  be,  and  a  noble  one  too." 

"  Don't  know  her,"  Lady  Di  replied  con- 
temptuously, "  some  bold  minx  1  warrant,  by 
th«  shortness  of  her  jietticoata,  not  •  foot  ta 
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shew  either/'  here  the  speaker  stretched  out^ 
and  glanced  with  evident  complacency  at  one^ 
which,  considering  the  years  it  had  served  its 
owner,  had  certainly  undeniable  claims  to  the 
appellation  of  pretty.  ^^  But  yonder  comes 
Henry  Tracy/'  she  added,  *^  perchance  he  can 
tell  us  who  she  is.'' 

As  Tracy  approached  he  loosened  the  string 
by  which  his  mask  was  attached,  and  it  fell 
from  his  face  ;  Mary  Leslie  was  struck  by  the 
expression  of  anger  and  vexation  that  flushed 
his  brow ;  but  the  view  she  obtained  of  his 
countenance  was  momentary,  for  with  an  im- 
patient gesture,  he  replaced  the  mask  it  was 
not  his  intention  to  remove,  and  the  next 
minute  the  silvery  tones  of  the  gipsy,  who  had 
glided  to  his  side,  were  heard. 

"  Be  not  angry,"  she  said,  lightly  touching 
Tracy's  arm,  **  if  your  fortune  be  not  so  bright 
as  you  wish,  blame  the  stars  and  not  the  poor 
Bohemienne,  who  only  reads  them  to  you. — 
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Turning  to  Mary  Leslie,  she  weoi  on. 

I  tell  your  fortune,  pretty   lady  ?  or  will  I 

gentleman's   displeasure   make  you  dread  i 

art  ?    Nay,  fear  not,  the  stars  can  show  nothing 

but  ijood  to  one  ao  fair ;  and  I  swear  by  the 

bright  Aldeboran  to  tell  you  nothing  but  the 

truth." 

With  a  view  of  detaining  the  silver  toned 
siren   by  her  side,   Mary  Leslie   put   out  her 
hand,  which  the  gipsy  took,  attentively  examio- 
ing  the  palm,  and  feigning  to  trace  the  I 
therein  with  a  finger  which,  notwitbatandiii 
the  dark  hue  that  stained  its  surface,  was  i 
exquisite  beauty. 

"  This  little  hand,"  she  said,  "  tells  of  dan- 
gers passed  through,  and  of  perils  by  land  and 
water  1  and  of  more,  sweet  lady,  that  are  yet  to 
be  overcome — of  a  faithless  and  false  lover," 

At  this  part  of  her  speech  Mary  drew  her 
palm  somewhat  hastily  away,  and  the  gipsy, 
crossing  her  hands  meekly  withio  the  red  cloak. 
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which  was  thrown  over  her  shoulders,  sidd — 
'^  It  is  my  hard  fate  to  offend  to  night,  where  I 
should  bring  nothing  but  joys  and  fair  prospects 
— ^yet,  lady,  the  time  is  not  far  distant,  when 
you  will  think  of  the  gipsy's  prophecy/' 

**  Gipsy  or  witch !''  Tracy  said  in  a  voice 
that  trembled  with  passion,  '^  begone,  and  carry 
your  devilish  hints  elsewhere/' 

"  Why  let  the  stricken  deer  go  weep,  the  hart 
ungalled  play,"  the  gipsy  answered  in  an  arch 
tone,  availing  herself  of  these  well  known  words, 
to  express  the  sense  she  had,  that  the  fortune 
she  began  to  read,  found  an  echo  in  Tracy's 
bosom. 

Provoked  beyond  his  patience,  and  too  much 

given  up   to   the    natural  impetuosity  of  his 

.emper  to   heed  the  change  in  the  speaker's 

oice,  Tracy  again  bade  her  begone,  in  no  very 

entle  terms. 

'^  When  I  have  completed  the  mission  I  hold 

<m  those  who  watch  over  the  fair  and  fidth- 
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ful  y*  she  said,  regardless  of  Tracy's  rudeness. 
— "  Lady/'  she  continued  addressing  Mary 
Leslie,  '^  the  spirit  that  dwells  in  the  bright 
star  Aldeboran,  bids  me  warn  you  of  treachery 
from  those  you  confide  in."  Again  she  took 
her  hand,  and  muttered  over  it  a  few  mystic 
words ;  then  resuming  the  sportive  tone  she 
had  dropped  for  a  moment,  the  gipsy  continued. 
"  This  hand  speaks  of  a  troth  plighted,  but  not 
made  by  it,  though  clasped  in  the  hand  of  him 
who  ought  to  prize  it ;  hands  have  been  joined, 
the  hearts  they  should  unite,  never/* 

The  heart  of  Mary  Leslie  beat  quick  as  these 
words,  so  much  in  unison  with  her  own  suspi- 
cions, met  her  ear. 

"  Do  you  know  me  ?'^  she  asked  in  a  tone  of 
surprise,  *'  that  you  thus  read  my  destiny  ?*' 

*^  You  are  a  stranger  to  me,  lady,**  the  gipsy 
answered,  "  my  eyes  have  never  till  this  night 
been  blessed  with  a  sight  of  your  face ;  the 
knowledge  I  have  of  your  fate  comes  from  tho 
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stars^  which  are  the  only  books  we  can  read. 

'^  But  from  whom  sl^ould  I  dread  the  cruel 
disappointment  you  threaten^  or  how  may  I 
avoid  it." 

**  Nay,  lady,  you  tax  my  art  too  far,  I  deal  in 
mysteries,  but  the  quick  wit  will  know  how  to 
gather  knowledge,  and  profit  from  them.  When 
we  are  forewarned  of  any  calamity,  the  first 
shock  is  broken,  and  the  spirit,  which  might 
have  been  crushed  by  the  rude  encounter,  col- 
lects its  force  and  triumphs  over  it.^' 

Tracy's  impatience  threatened  every  moment 
to  break  through  the  bounds  imposed  by  the 
provoking  tell-tale's  sex ;  but  the  signs  which 
sufficiently  marked  his  displeasure,  had  no  other 
effect  on  the  gipsy,  than  to  afford  her  amuse- 
ment, and  a  wish  to  irritate  him  still  further ; 
but  at  this  moment  a  group  approached,  at 
whose  appearance  the  gipsy  drew  back,  and 
was  presently  lost  in  the  crowd. 

The  person  among  the  new  comers,  whose 
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superior  rank  was  marked  by  the  deference 
around,  \ras  habited  in  a  domino,  a  mode  of 
dress  adopted,  as  it  appeared,  more  firom  com* 
pliance  with  the  humour  of  the  revel,  than 
from  any  wish  on  the  part  of  the  wearer  to  hold 
himself  concealed.  He  walked  up  to  Tracj, 
and  addressing  him  familiarly  said,  ^  I  have 
been  seeking  you  for  the  last  half  hour,  but  I 
perceive  you  want  not  a  fair  excuse  for  thus 
hiding  yourself." 

"  I  knew  not  you  were  here,  my  lord,**  Tracy 
answered,  not  yet  recovered  from  his  paasion, 
which  even  now  trembled  in  his  voice. 

**  Does  my  presence  vex  you,  Tracy  r"*  Essex 
said  in  a  low  tone ;  ^^  or  are  you  afraid  that  I 
shall  turn  informer,  and  let  Pen  know  you  are 
in  devoted  attendance  on  another?  Tush  man ! 
fear  me  not,  I  have  your  suit  too  much  at  heart 
to  betray  you.'* 

"  I  cannot  jest  ac  tbis  moment,  my  lord ;  I 
am  too  much  provoked.*' 
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And  what  has  happened  to  vex  you  gentle 
Damon?  are  all  fair  damsels  alike^  stony  hearted? 
or  has  your  disguise  been  penetrated  by  some 
lynx  eye  you  wish  to  avoid  ?'* 

^^  I  believe  the  devil  is  in  the  room^**  Tracy 
said  bitterly. 

^*  Is  he  so  ?''  Essex  rejoined  laughing,  ^'  what 
form  is  he  of?  comes  he  as  an  angel  of  light, 
or  in  his  own  proper  shape,  with  cloven  foot 
and  length  of  taU  behind  ?'' 

^  He  is  in  the  usual  form  he  takes  ivhen  on 
earth/'  Tracy  answered  sullenly,  ^  that  of  a 


woman/' 


^^  Now  out  upon  thee,  Tracy,  for  a  fcdse 
knight,  and  most  discourteous  gentleman,  thus 
to  vilify  the  fairest  of  God's  works,  by  hinting 
that  their  witching  beauty  has  any  thing  devilish 
in  it.  Will  you  not  punish  such  a  foul  calumny 
by  driving  him  from  your  presence.'^ 

*^  That  were  perchance  a  slight  punishment," 
Mary  Leslie  answered,  and  the  tone  of  melan- 
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choly  in  which  these  few  words  were  ottered^ 
spoke  volumes  in  the  ear  of  Essex,  who  gather- 
ed from  it  that  either  from  Tracy  himself  or 
some  over  kind  friend,  the  secret  of  her  affi- 
anced husband's  attachment  to  Lady  Penelope 
was  revealed  to  Mary  Leslie,  and  pitying  the 
forlorn  situation  of  a  young  creature,  thus 
brought  from  all  her  relatives,  to  meet  with 
the  bitterest  trial  that  can  fall  to  the  lot  of  wo- 
man, Essex  resolved  that  his  influence  should 
henceforth  be  exerted  to  bring  back  the  rene- 
gade to  his  allegiance,  and  to  destroy  hopes 
which,  from  a  late  conversation  held  with  his 
haughty  kinswoman,  he  felt,  must  be  disap- 
pointed. Full  of  this  kindly  feeling,  the  Earl 
seated  himself  beside  Mary  LesUe,  and  sought, 
by  winning  attentions  and  playful  discourse, 
to  draw  her  from  sadness. 

*'  I  would  fain  learn,"  he  said,  ^^  what  man- 
ner of  animal  it  was  that  Tracy  elected  King  of 
the  regions  below  ;  certes,  here  is  a  goodly  shew 
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of  odd  cattle^  and  yet  I  see  not  one  that  comes 
up  to  my  notion  of  the  arch  fiend.  Saw  you 
the  creature^  fair  lady  ?  or  was  it  only  the  coin* 
age  of  his  own  brain  ?'' 

"  It  was  one  in  the  character  of  a  fortune- 
teller^ my  lord^  who  so  disturbed  Mr.  Tracy/' 

'^  A  gipsy^  ha !  now  I  would  give  a  rose  no- 
ble  for  her  to  come  this  way  again^  to  tell  me 
how  the  stars  look  on  the  house  of  Devereux ; 
Tracy/'  he  added,  addressing  his  friend  in  a  low 
tone,  *^  Dost  know  I  am  fallen  into  disgrace  }" 

"  Not  with  her  Highness/'  Tracy  replied  in 
some  alarm. 

"  'Tis  even  so  ;  but  never  fear,  a  few  sweet 
words,  and  all  will  be  well  again." 

^^  Yet  you  should  lose  no  time,  my  lord ; 
you  know  your  enemies  are  ever  on  the  watch 
for  such  little  breaches  between  you  and  the 
Queen  ;  and  no  effort  will  be  wanting  to  widen 
this.  Think  how  near  you  were,  but  a  short 
time  since,  losing  her  royal  favor  when — " 
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Essex  tore  the  mask  from  hia  face,  to  obi 
a  freer  current  of  air,  and  give  vent  to  the  pas- 
sion which  rose  within  him.  Hia  cheek  was 
flushed,  and  the  veins  in  his  forehead  swelled 
nigh  to  bursting. 

"  Tracy,"  be  said  "  as  you  value  your  own 
life  or  mine,  recall  not  that  to  my  remembrance; 
I  have  wrestled  with  the  fiend  which  still 
whispers  blood  alone  can  atone  for  an  injurious 
blow,  come  from  whose  hand  it  may." 

"  Now  Heaven  forbid,  noble  Essex,  that  I 
should  raise  such  thoughts  in  your  bosom  ! 
1  only  sought  to  remind  you,  that  you  stand  on 
dangerous  ground,  when  the  crafty  Burleigh  is 
leaving  nothing  undone  to  undermine  you  ;  and 
you  yourself  a  short  time  since  felt  some  mis- 
givings concerning  the  young  sprig  that  grows 
so  fast  In  the  sunshine  of  a  Queen's  eye." 

"  By  the  tiny  foot  of  my  grandmother '." 
Essex  said  recovering  his  good  hucour,  "  1 
could  not  have  found  a  raven  in  all  Enj 
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that  would  have  croaked  a  more  dismal  note  in 
my  ear  than  you  have  done  to-night  Tracy.  Bi  it 
we  will  not  snarl  over  my  mortifications,  like 
two  angry  curs  with  a  bone  between  them ;  I 
came  hither  to  enjoy  an  hour's  sporty  and  I 
shame  me  that  you  have  thus  ruffled  my 
temper ;  but  'tis  ever  the  sunniest  climes  that 
are  subject  to  the  sudden  influence  of  the 
whirlwind.  Think  you  I  should  be  here,  if  I 
were  not  secure  that  the  sugar  plum  will  call 
back  the  pettish  child  ?'' 

Tracy  shook  his  head,  ^*  Pshaw,  man  P'  Essex 
continued  somewhat  impatiently,  ^'  I  have  but 
to  kneel  and  ask  forgiveness,  and  vow  that  her 
grey  locks  are  so  many  golden  meshes,  woven 
by  Cupid  out  of  the  sunbeam  to  entangle  us 
poor  flies ;  that  her  eyes,  of  the  same  dull  hue, 
rival  in  size  and  splendour  those  dazzling  orbs 
with  which  the  pious  Mussulman  furnishes  the 
hourie  of  his  paradise ;  that  her  teeth,  which  I 
may  now  count  more  easily  than  my  fingers. 
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shame  in  their  polished  whiteness  the  spotless 
ivory.  All  this  I  have  tried  before^  and  know 
its  power ;  yet  I  would  fain  hear  what  your 
gipsy  would  advise  ;  perchance  she  might 
suggest  some  easier  method." 

•^  You  will  be  overheard^  my  Lordj  if  you 
speak  so  loud ;  and  should  the  words  you  have 
uttered  in  jest,  be  carried  to  Queen  Elizabeth, 
you  might  find  it  a  dif&cult  task  to  appease  her 
wrath." 

'^You  counsel  well,  my  youthful  mentor^  and 
I  will  be  more  circumspect ;  moreover  it  waxes 
late,  and  the  room  begins  to  thin;  my  gay 
companions,  who  accompanied  me  hither,  are 
all  withdrawn^  leaving  me  to  find  my  way 
home  alone,  with  the  exception  of  my  varlets.'' 

"  The  Lady  Penelope  Devereux  does  not 
grace  the  masque  with  her  presence  to  night/' 
Trary  said  hesitatingly. 

'^  No,  I  thought  she  was  to  accompany  me, 
but  I  left  her  in  no  f^cntle  mood,  because  the 
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tire  woman  had  negleeted  some  part  of  the 
dness  she  had  chosen  to  appear  in.  But  now  I 
think  on  it  this  fair  lady  and  Pen  must  be 
friends."  Then  turning  to  Mary  Leslie's 
chaperon  who  was  well  known  to  him,  the  Earl^ 
added,  "  Will  Lady  Di  condescend  to  brighten 
with  her  presence  our  poor  house  to-morrow 
that  she  may  present  her  fair  charge  to  Lady 
Penelope." 

Lady  Di  who  had  felt  herself  somewhat 
neglected  during  the  conversation  Essex  had 
held  with  his  friend,  now  brightened  up,  and 
graciously  accepted  the  invitation. 

*'  Lady  Tracy,"  she  observed  drawing  her- 
self up,  '*  has  thought  fit  to  confide  the  care 
of  Miss  Leslie  to  me,  as  one  most  fit  to  intro- 
duce her  properly,"  so  saying  she  rose  and 
presenting  the  tips  of  her  fingers  to  the  prof- 
fered hand  of  Essex,  moved  from  the  room 
w  ith  all  the  stateliness  of  Lady  Tracy  herself. 

Mary  Leslie  and  Tracy  followed  in  profound 

VOL.  III.  D 
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silence,  each  being  occupied  in  pondering  the 
events  of  the  evening.  In  this  way  they 
reached  the  water  side  where  their  barge  was 
waiting  to  convey  them  to  the  opposite  bank  of 
the  river,  Lady  Di  was  profuse  in  her  oompli- 
ments  to  the  noble  Earl,  of  whose  escort  she 
felt  not  a  little  proud,  and  promising  to  pay 
her  respects  the  next  morning  to  Lady  Pene- 
lope, she  followed  her  charge  into  the  barge, 
and  in  a  short  time  they  were  again  consigned 
to  quiet  and  repose  in  the  mansion  dedicated 
to  Harpocrates, 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


W£RE  we  to  describe  the  apartmentt  into 
which  Mary  Leslie  and  her  companion  were 
ushered  on  the  following  morning,  by  the 
tasteful  boudoir  of  our  days,  we  might  per- 
chance rouse  the  ire  of  some  celebrated  beauty 
of  the  olden  time,  who^  valuing  herself  more  on 
the  stalwart  blows  struck  in  maintainanoe  of 
her  peerless  charms,  than  on  the  luxury  and 
refinement  around  her,  would  hold  in  utter 
contempt,  thos^  puerilities  in  the  shape  of 
D  3 
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vases^  ottomans^  essences^  albums,  &€•,  without 
the  aid  of  which,  modern  beauty  would  despair 
of  due  effect.  Yet  the  court  belle  of  Elizabeth's 
day  was  not  without  her  full  share  of  vanity, 
and  had  she  lived  in  the  world  three  centuries 
later,  would  in  all  probability  have  rivalled 
those  high  bred  damsels,  who  like  the  marvel- 
lous bird  spoken  of  by  the  poet,  ^  in  music  and 
perfume  die  away."  Much  pains  had  been 
bestowed  on  the  Lady  Penelope's  apartments, 
to  render  them  worthy  their  fair  occupant. 
The  arras  was  from  the  looms  of  Flanders, 
while  Venice  had  supplied  [more  than  one  of 
those  magic  mirrors  whose  power  of  reflecting 
without  speakings  is  said  to  distinguish  them 
from  the  lovely  beings  who  are  supposed  to 
gaze  in  them  frequently.  As  Lady  Penelope 
came  forward  to  receive  her  visitors,  a  bright 
color  rose  to  her  temples,  for  her  eye  fell  on 
one  in  whose  praise  her  noble  brother  had  been 
more  eloquent  than  (juite  pleased  the   proud 
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beauty^  unaccustomed  to  hear  any  obarms  save 
her  own  dwelt  on  by  the  flatterers  around  her ; 
but  the  emotion  was  transitory,  resembling  in 
its  efiects,  a  beam  of  the  setting  sun  tinging 
with  a  roseate  hue  the  snow  wreath  on  some 
alpine  height,  and  lingering  for  a  moment,  as  if 
unwilling  to  leave  again  to  the  coldness  of  its 
own  virgin  whiteness,  what  it  had  for  a  time 
brightened  with  the  hue  of  warmth  and  love. 
The  brow  of  Lady  Penelope  speedily  regained 
its  alabaster  whiteness,  and  with  most  winning 
grace  she  welcomed  the  fair  stranger  to  her 
dwelling. 

On  her  part  Mary  Leslie  was  much  struck 
by  the  splendid  style  of  beauty  which  distin- 
guished her  young  hostess ;  a  complexion  of 
lilies  and  roses,  a  profusion  of  sunny  ringlets, 
an  eye  of  that  tint  which  many  think  beseemeth 
best  a  lady's  eye,  since  it  is  that  of  Heaven's 
sunniest  hue,  and  a  faultless  form,  though  on 
that  grand  scale  which  frequently  distinguishes 
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a  blonde ;  a  smile  was  ever  on  her  ruby 
aod  a  liquid  lustre  darted  &om  her  laughing 
eye,  which  seldom  failed  to  call  forth  a  corres- 
ponding feeling  of  joyous  gladness  in  those  it 
beamed  upon;  but  that  ray  was  not  always 
darted  by  the  spiril  of  love  and  joy*  vbicfa, 
when  nothing  occurred  to  thwart  her,  held  hts 
throne  in  those  sunny  orbs.  That  throne  was 
sometimes  usurped  by  the  demon  of  anger  and 
jealousy  who  shot  lightnings  in  those  glances. 

and  woe  to  those  against   whom  they   weic 
directed. 

As  Lady  Penelope  caught  the  reflectioD  of 
Mary  Leslie  in  one  of  the  mirroTB,  as  she  led^ 
her  towards  the  upper  end  of  the 
contrasted  the  slight  form  of  that  dark,  mel 
choly  girl,  for  such  she  pronounced  her,  with 
her  own  radiant,  and  splendid  style  of  beauty, 

the  satisfaction  of  gratified  vanity  deepened  the 
dimples  round  her  mouth,  and  evinced  itself  in 

the  unwonted  degree  of  urbanity    displ 
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towards  Lady  Di,  whom  she  was  usually  ac- 
customed to  treat  with  the  haughty  rudeness 
of  a  privileged  beauty,  when  enduring  the 
society  of  what  is  technicsDy  styled  a  bore. 
The  conversation  s  I'ordinaire,  turned  on  the 
weather,  the  most  intertating  of  all  topics  to  an 
Islander,  then  digressed  to  the  masque  of  the 
preceding  evening,  and  more  than  once  the 
tones  of  Lady  Penelope's  voice  forcibly  recalled 
the  gipsy  to  Mary  Leslie's  recollection. 

"  Devereux  has  been  eotertainiag  me  with 
an  account  of  it,"  Lady  Penelope  said  in  reply 
to  tome  observation  of  Lady  Di's,  "  the  truth 
is,  I  have  been  to  much  abroad  lately,  that  I 
was  glad  of  the  excuse  afibrded  me  by  a  alight 
cold." 

"  And  by  your  absence  spoiled  what  would 
otherwise   tiave   been   the    beet    masque    this 


'  You  have  turned  eeho.  Lady  Dt,  for  those 
were  the  very    wordS|"    a    sudden    thought 
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chedced  the  remBinder  of  her  seateoce,  i 
one  of  those  awkward  pauses,  which  never  (a^ 
to  ensue  when  we  stop  on  the  threshold  of  our 
lips  some  word  or  words,  the  uttering  of  which 
might  be  unpleasiog  to  some  one  near,  came  in 
all  its  uncomfortable  silence.  Lad;  Di  wilh 
all  the  tact  of  a  court  lady,  felt  that  something 
was  amiss,  and  instantly  rescued  the  Air 
speaker  by  supplying  her  deficiency. 

"  That,  your  noble  brother  heard  so  fre 
ly  repeated  last  night ;  heigh  ho !  who  would 
beUeve  they  were  once  said  of  me !  but  times 
•re  changed  since  then." 

[  am  changed  would  have  been  bcllcTt' 
thought  Lady  Penelope,  but  grateful  for  the 
I  timely  relief  afforded  by  Lady  Di,  she  for  ouK 
forbore  the  sarcasm  which  rose  to  her  lip,  as  'i'^ 
contemplated  the  faded  cheek  before  her,  tix) 
which,  spite  of  the  moss-rose  tinge  ofcolooriuS 
carefully  spread  over  its  surface,  bore  too  en- 
dent  traces  of  the  seared  and   yellow  tint  '^ 
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Nay,  dear  Lady  Di,  you  are  but  in  your 
prime ;  do  you  not  know  that  our  sovereign 
lady,  has  graciously  passed  a  law,  that  no  one 
shall  grow  old  in  these  her  dominions  ?  did  the 
royal  lady  dance  less  merrily  than  is  her  wont 
last  night,  that  you  are  looking  back  on  times 
gone  by  y* 

^  Her  Highness  was  not  at  the  masque," 
Mary  Leslie  observed,  ^'  and  her  absence  was 
the  more  provoking  that  I  have  never  seen 
her." 

''  Not  seen  Elizabeth  of  England !  and  yet 
have  been  close  to  her  these  six  months! 
surely  you  must  have  kept  your  eyes  shut,  fair 
maiden ; .  or  is  it,  that  having  drawn  your  ideas 
of  a  Queen  from  fairy  lore,  you  have  found  the 
reality  now  presented  to  your  view  so  opposite, 
that  you  will  not  credit  those  who  tell  you,  this 
is  she  P'' 

"  You  forget.  Lady  Penelope,  that  Miss 
Leslie  has  sojourned  with  Lady  Tracy;  she 
D  5. 
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has  you  know  giren  up  the  world  since  I 
Harry's  death,  but  then  she  is  growing  old." 

"  And  have  you  really  been  ahut  up  in  that 
shocking  den,  fit  only  for  bata  and  owla  ?"  Lady 
Penelope  said,  turning  to  Mary  Leslie  with  an 
air  of  deep  commiseration,  "  how  have  you 
contrived  to  exist  ?  Tracy  has  often  made  me 
laugh  with  the  description  of  his  lady  mother, 
and  her  starched  household." 

"  Perhaps  had  her  son  passed  more  of  bis 
time  at  home,"  Mary  Leslie  said,  shocked  at 
the  tone  of  levity  in  which  the  peculiarities  of 
one  she  felt  high  respect  for  were  meDtiooed, 
"  Lady  Tracy's  house  might  be  leas  gloomy  ; 
in  his  abseuce  all  visitors  are  excluded." 

"  Ah,  Tracy  ia  a  aad  truant  from  hi«  home ; 
I  often  chide  him  hence,  but  atill  he  returns." 

The  vanity  which,  triumphing  over  Lady  I^ 
nelopc's  natural  good  feeling,  led  to  this  remark, 
did  not  meet  its  anticipated  gratification,  by 
producing  an  expresBioD  of  uueasincas  oa  I 
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countenance  of  her  to  whom  it  irat  addresMd. 
Thai  Tracy  cared  not  for  her  Marjr  Leslie  wtti 
fully  conscbua;  that  his  heart  was  devoted  to 
another  she  more  than  half  suspected ;  but 
never  having  seen  them  together,  she  had  no 
opportunity  of  judging  how  far  these  visits  ap- 
plied to  herself,  and  not  imagining  that  in  the 
fair  lady  before  her  she  beheld  the  siren  who 
had  supplanted  her,  Mary  fully  accounted  in 
her  own  mindi  for  Tracy's  frequent  attendance 
at  Essex  house,  by  the  friendship  she  had 
heard  Lady  Tracy  say  existed  between  the 
Earl  and  her  son« 

''  It  is  an  old  saying,  1  believe/*  Mary  Leslie 
said,  ^^  that  where  the  treasure  is^  thefts  will 
the  heart  be  also.^ 

Lady  Penelope  gazed  at  the  q>edcer  with  one 
of  her  moat  placing  glancea^  the  words  led 
her  ladyship  to  sttppose  thai  Mary  ^as  aware 
of  Tracy's  devstioD  to.her8elf,but  the  tone  they 
were  uttered  oh,  was  so  cah%  and  iudiffimeiH, 
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that  even  if  such  a  knowledge  exiBtcd,  thei 
was  too  little  pain  arising  therefrom  to  afford  a 
rival  triumph.     Mary  marked  the  look,   and 
with  the  some  gentle  calmness  she  added, — " 
have  often  heard  Lady^  Tracy  repeat,  how  dee) 
an   attachment  existed  between   the   Earl 
E^sex  and  Mr.  Tracy." 

"  Oh,  yes,  Tracy  is  Dcvereux's  shadow," 
Lady  Penelope  answered  carelessly,  "  but 
friends  must  sometimes  part.  My  brother  is 
about  to  quit  us,  for  that  land  of  bogs  aod 
savages  we  hear  so  much  about.  I  wish  he 
would  be  content  to  make  conquests  at  home — 
but  if  he  goes,  Tracy  of  course  will  not  ac- 
company bim." 

"  The  trial  would  be  a  severr  one  for  Lad] 
Tracy,"  Mary  Leslie  said,  forgetting  the  thi 
she  might  be  supposed  to  have  thereic' 

"  Brighter  eyes  than  those  of  Ladj  ' 
would  grow  dim  in  Henry's  absence," 
Penelope  replied  laughing.    "  Nay,  cara  li 
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you  need  not  blush  so  prettily ;  have  I  not 
heard  all  the  history  of  your  betrothment^  be- 
fore you  had  the  wit  to  ask  whether  it  was  to  an 
Adonis  or  an  ogre  you  were  bound !  You  are 
the  very  princess  of  a  fairy  tale>  only  that  you 
take  it  all  too  calmly.  How  I  would  torment 
the  man  they  had  affianced  me  to^  if  the  case 
were  mine.  And  yet,*'  she  said,  suddenly 
changing  her  tone,  '^  it  must  spare  a  deal  of 
trouble ;  and  then,  if  the  husband  thus  forced 
upon  one  should  prove  good  for  nothing,  why, 
people  could  not  shake  their  heads,  and  say  one 
has  chosen  badly." 

^^  That  will  never  be  said  of  Lady  Penelope 
Dcvereux,"  Lady  Di  observed  with  one  of  her 
blandest  smiles,  '^  with  the  bravest  and  best  at 
her  feet,  her  choice  must  be  such  as  would  be 
looked  for  in  one  of  her  superior  sense. 

"  And  where  did  you  ever  hear  of  sense  being 
sent  on  such  a  foolish  expedition  as  choosing  a 
husband,  Lady  Di  ?  The  stronger  that  trouble- 
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some  article  chances  to  be«  the  mors  cai 
it  put  oa  one  side  in  such  a  ca&e.  Is  it  a  lov« 
match — sense  might  whisper  at  an  unlucky  mo- 
ment his  cofTers  are  empt;.  la  it  a  match  of  in- 
terest— the  same  meddle  amaking  sense  night 
perchance  whisper,  that  though  bis  coffers  are 
full,  his  head  is  empty,  or  that  his  face,  figure 
and  temper,  all  want  mending.  But  mercy  on 
me !  I  am  preaching,  and  my  little  friend  here 
will  not  thank  me  for  such  entertainment  when 
she  has  only  escaped  from  her  prison  for  an 
hour.  I  will  try  and  make  amends  for  my  ill 
manners  if  you  will  give  me  the  pleasure  of 
your  society  frequently;  a  little  novelty  would 
have  charms  forme  just  now,  for  what 
the  Queen-*6  vexation  about  some  rebels, 
my  dear  brother's  threat  of  going  agunSt  thoas 
said  rebels,  who  I  am  told  think  nothing  of  eat- 
ing their  prisoners  ahve,  I  an  sadly  out  of 
Bpirls." 

"  1  am  not  my  own  mistress,"   Mary 
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answered,  iomewhat  amused  by  the  strange 
mixture  of_rcasons  given  for  the  Court  beauty's 
ennui,"  but  when  I  can  gain  permission  to  come 
I  will  gladly  avail  myself  of  your  invitation." 

"  Permission  !  what  an  odious  word,  oh,  I 
must  teach  you  to  assert  the  charming  preroga- 
tire  of  woman.  Believe  me,  I  know  Tracy  bet- 
ter than  you  do,  and  submission  will  never  win 
him.  I  have  heard  him  say  a  thousand  times 
that  his  bride  must  have  spirit,  caprice,  -variety 
— in  short  be — " 

"  Any  thing  but  what  I  am,"  Mary  said 
laughing.  "  Caprice  may  become  the  beautiful 
but  even  they  must  beware  how  they  carry  it 
too  far!  for  me  it  would  be  a  dangerous  thing 
to  meddle  with,  therefore  I  will  let  it  alone." 

"  Oh,  I  do  not  despair  of  you,  there  ia  some- 
thing  in  that  eye,  mild  as  it  is,  that  speaka 
of  high  resolve ;  wc  shall  yet  have  you  the 
heroine  of  some  romance,  and  the  theme  of  the 
Troubadour's  lay.      You  must  to  Court   and 
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though  cntre  nous,  our  sovereign  lady  belter 
loves  the  fading  lenf  of  autumD,  than  the  bud- 
ding flower  of  spring,  yet,  as  you  do  not  rival 
her,  either  in  the  majestic  stature  she  boasts, 
or  that  eagle  glance,  they  say  slie  inherita  from 
her  sire,  of  head  chopping  memory,  or  whac 
would  be  worse,  in  the  possession  of  those 
golden  hairs  with  which  she  snared  the  Anjou, 
Ic  bel  homme  !  why  1  thhilt  you  may  esc&pe 
without  fear  of  a  broken  finger  or  a  headli 
trunk." 

"  I  may  not  listen  to  treason,"  Lady 
said  gravely,  "even  from  the  lipsof  Ladjr 
n elope  Devereux." 

"  Pardon  me,  dear  Lady  Di,  you  know  I 
must  sometimes  vent  my  spleen  a^inst  our 
royal  mistress,  whom  I  love  when  she  id  Eli- 
zabeth of  England,  but  detest  when  she  is  Eli- 
zabeth Tudor.  But  enough  of  her — where 
you  pass  this  evening,  Miss  Leslie?" 

"  With  Lady  Tracy." 
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*'  Ah,  I  will  have  you  of  my  party — we  are 
going  to  see  a  play  by  that  strange  man  who 
writes  so  sweetly ;  Devereux  says  he  is  to  be  a 
star,  which,  though  only  beginning  to  shine 
through  the  mists  of  poverty  and  vice,  will 
one  day  shed  a  light  that  shall  illumine  all 
England — Tracy  must  bring  you/' 

^'  You  forget  I  must  have  permission/^ 

'^  It  shall  soon  be  obtained/' 

At  a  signal,  a  page  richly  attired  made  his 
appearance. 

"  Where  is  your  master,  Romeo  ?" 

'^  He  is  gone  abroad,  lady." 

^'  And  why  are  you  not  with  him,  since  I  see 
you  are  dressed  for  Court }" 

"  He  bade  me  wait  here,  lady,  till  his  return; 
my  lord  is  not  gone  to  Greenwich/' 

"  Who  is  with  him  V 

^^  No  one,  lady,  he  went  alone/' 

The  cloud  of  impatience  gathered  on  Lady 
Penelope's  brow,  but  she  sought  to  dismiss  it 


TtlE    LAST    DATS    OF 


with  the  poge,  and  addressing  Msiy  Leslie  i 
said  gaily. 

"  Fear  not,  Cora  Mia,  your  Cerberus  : 
be  bribed  though  1  myself  should  brave  the 
horrors  of  the  den  to  admiaister  a  sop;"  tnrnnig 
to  Lady  Di  she  cootinued  in  her  sweetest  tone. 
"  Uemember  my  spell  is  on  you  too,  and  my 
gayeel  barge  shall  be  iji  readiness  to  vtSt  you 
across  tbe  river.  Then  taking  Mary  Leelre's 
hand,  she  said  in  a  lone  that  proved  the  high 
born  beauty,  could  feel,  "  we  shall  often  meet 
I  hope.  Vou  are  too  gentle  for  the  rough 
winds  chat  somctimcB  blow  from  the  cold  world, 
it  may  be  in  my  power  in  some  degree  to  shel- 
ter you  from  them ;  or  at  least,  I  wiU  temtA  yott 
how  to  steel  yourself  against  them — wc  too 
need  armour  as  well  as  the  knight  in  tilt  i 
tournament." 

It  was  impossible  to  look  on  the  noble  crea- 
ture whose  faults,  evidently  resulted  from  those 
daugerous  possessions,  high  birth,  and  beaut^_ 
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with  their  necessary  attendant,  flattery,  and  not 
feel  the  powerfu]  iolltience  of  her  witchery;  the 
naturally  ardent  heart  of  the  Scottish  maiden 
expanded  beneath  its  power,  and  was  knit  to 
Lady  Penelope  by  ties  of  aSection  that  retained 
their  firmQess  amid  scenes  and  trials  that  might 
have  rii-en  asunder  all,  save  the  links  of  woman's 
love  or  friendship,  when  sincere. 

The  apartments  of  Lady  Tracy  seemed  to 
frown  with  more  than  their  wonted  gloomy 
sternness,  and  the  old  lady  herself  was  more 
than  naturally  prolix,  the  daily  avocations  ap- 
peared longer  and  heavier ;  in  short,  the  mind 
of  Mary  Leslie  was,  for  a  time  at  least,  not  in 
unison  with  melancholy.  Lady  Penelope's 
brilliant  eye  and  smile  forced  themselves  be- 
tween her  and  all  she  looked  upon,  deepening 
the  shadows  by  contrast ;  at  length,  after 
making  several  ineftectual  attempts  to  subdue 
the  murmurs  that  rose  in  her  heart,  the  needle 
fell  from  her  hand,  and  Mary  Leslie  was  pre- 
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mt]y  lost  111  a  deep  and  painful  i 
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home  of  her  childhood  rose  before  her  in  all  the 
softened  lovelineas  wc  arc  apt  to  throw  nroucd 
it,  when  time,  and  the  trying  scenes  of  riper 
years,  have  worn  away  those  harsher  lined  that 
once  might  give  ub  pain.  Then  came  the  sad 
remembrance  of  bereavements  experienced  at 
an  age,  when  most  are  blessed  with  many,  en- 
deared by  early  associations.  The  buoyancy  of 
spirit,  heaven's  best  gift  to  happy  childhood, 
which  enables  ihe  young  to  throw  off  the  gloom 
death  settles  on  those  of  riper  years,  leada  us  to 
conclude  their  share  of  grief  is  small,  but  it  is 
in  after  times  that  the  orphan's  heart  bleeds 
silently,  when  in  the  contemplation  of  some 
companion,  blessed  wtlh  a  parent's  fond  caress, 
she  is  reminded  that  no  such  happineu 
exists  for  her,  and  the  hour  of  sorrow,  passed 
among  those  who  arc  comparatively  strangfn 
to  her  feelings,  is  rendered  doubly  bitter,  froin 
the     consciousness     that    no    parent's 
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responds  to  her  sigh.  Yet  it  is  by  sorrows  such 
OS  these  the  heart  is  mellowed  to  receive 
heaven's  finest  impress.  Then  arose  in  retro- 
spection the  time  of  her  captivity  in  the  pirate's 
island^  the  strange  yet  fascinating  Crichton^ 
and  though  last^  not  least  in  interest,  Harry 
Knox.  Involuntarily  her  mind  rested  on  this 
young  protector^  for  so  she  delighted  to  tliink 
him.  The  unwearied  and  respectful  attentions 
she  was  accustomed  to  receive  from  the  young 
sailor^  contrasted  strongly  with  the  careless  de- 
portment of  Tracy,  and  a  latent  regret  found 
its  way  into  her  heart  that  they  were  so  differ- 
ent ;  but  the  transitory  feeling  was  banished  as 
a  guilty  thought,  which  the  mind  of  Tracy's 
affianced  wife  might  not  entertain,  and  in  the 
vexation  arising  from  the  reflection  that  it  had 
been  admitted  even  for  a  moment,  Mary  Leslie 
sought  for  some  sacrifice  wherewith  to  atone  for 
her  folly ;  such  a  one  presented  itself  in  the 
little  book  which  the  young  sailor  had  placed 
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ill  her  hand^  when  summoned  to  witoesa  tin 
awful  death-bed  of  Crichton ;  to  return  this;] 
vould^  she  believed>  be  the  best  evidenoe  thai 
the  preference  accorded  Harry  Knox  had  no 
deep  root* 

Satisfied  with  this  resolve,  Mary  Leslie  raised 
her  eyes,  and  they  encountered  those  of  Tracy 
fixed  upon  her  with  an  earnestness  which 
brought  the  blood  into  her  cheek,  with  all  the 
appearance  of  detected  guilt ;  and  the  feeling 
that  gave  rise  to  that  suffusion,  seemed  nearly 
allied  to  conscious  deception.  Could  Tracy 
read  what  was  at  that  moment  passing  in  her 

|M|  mind?  and  to  nothing  else  could  the  Scottish 

maiden  attribute  the  fixed  scrutiny  with  which 
he  regarded  her.  But  Tracy's  motive  in  thus 
scanning  the  speaking  countenance  had  its  rise 
in  a  different  feeling.  He  knew  Mary  Leslie 
had   that   morning    visited    Lady    Penelope 

,:«i  Devcreux,  and  he  was    anxious  to  ascertain 

how  far  she  had  penetrated  his  secret.    Thus, 
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while  Mary  read  in  his  eye  stem  reproof  for 
what  she  deemed  a  sinful  thought^  Tracy  read 
equally  in  that  crimson  cheeky  and  burning 
brow^  indignation  at  his  deception.  His  hand 
slightly  trembled  as  he  put  into  hers  a  billet 
from  her  fair  rival,  but  the  calmness  with  which 
she  read  it^  and  signified  her  acceptance  of  the 
invitation  it  contained,  provided  Lady  Tracy 
permitted  her,  a  little  puzsled  him.  Was  the 
slight  girl  endowed  with  such  power  over  feel- 
ings, which  generally  defy  woman's  control,  as 
thus  to  lock  them  in  her  own  biieast  ?  or  did 
she  still  remain  ignorant  that  while  Lady  Pene- 
lope was  in  existence,  she  must  cherish  no  hope 
of  his  love  ?  The  question  was  asked,  but  who 
save  one  gifted  to  read  the  secrets  folded  in 
woman's  heart,  could  answer  it. 

The  stately  lady  had  granted  the  permission 
sought ;  and  joining  Lady  Di,  who  was  waiting 
in  the  barge  to  conduct  her,  Mary  Leslie  soon 
found  herself  again  by  the  side  of  Lady  Pen- 
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elope,  who,  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  flatteren 
eager  to  offer  incense  at  the  shrine  of  cbia 
glittering  idol,  seemed  in  a  lair  way  of  forget- 
ting  that  one  in  the  kingdom  sat  higher  than 
licrself.  But  the  gaiety  of  her  look  and  tone 
suddenly  changed,  for  to  her  impatient  ques- 
tion, wherefore  the  Earl  of  Essex  tarried  so 
long,  she  was  answered  that  he  had  been  Beat 
for  by  the  Queen,  and  that  she  must  pardon 
his  abrupt  departure.  All  went  wrong,  vrholly 
unaccustomed  to  opposition  or  disappointment, 
her  brother's  presence,  which  at  another  mo- 
ment would  have  been  very  immaterial,  sud- 
denly became  of  vital  importance,  and  the  lodjr 
vented  her  displeasure  on  all  who  prcsuoMid  % 
hiiit  that  she  waa  sulHciently  guarded, 
length  she  condescended  to  allow  the  party  | 
proceed;  but  determined  to  be  dissatisfti 
with  every  thing,  Lady  Peneloiw  vras  scu 
seated  in  the  theatre,  if  such  we  may  term') 
when  protesting  her  alarm  would  not  ] 
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her  to  remain  in  such  a  savage  place,  she  rose 
to  depart.  As  she  did  so  her  eye  rested  on  a 
striking  figure,  leaning  against  one  of  the  rude 
pillars  which  supported  the  edifice,  and  gazing 
at  her  with  a  look  of  undisguised  admiration. 
Strange  that  one  accustomed  to  meet  the 
eye  of  admiration  wherever  she  turned,  should 
feci  any  emotion  on  witnessing  the  effect  so 
familiar  to  her  in  the  stranger,  but  power  of 
caprice  who  shall  define  your  workings  ?  The 
high  born  beauty  suddenly  relinquished  her 
design  of  leaving,  and  became  wonderfully 
reconciled  to  what  she  had  just  before  pro- 
nounced unbearable,  nay  it  was  with  evident 
reluctance,  she  prepared  to  obey  the  signal, 
which  the  conclusion  of  the  entertainment  gave, 
that  it  was  time  to  retire. 

The  usual  plea  of  headache,  to  which  ladies 
have  recourse  when  they  would  avoid  a  con- 
versation that  threatens  to  annoy,  or  draw  them 
from  some  interesting  train  of  thought^  was 
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received  by  those  around  aa  a  command  to  be 
silent.  And  before  the  end  of  her  journey 
Mary  LfCslie  felt  the  full  power  of  that  ex- 
haustion, mental  and  bodily^  which  excitement 
and  novelty  often  produce* 
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CHAPTER  V. 


A  PRW  mornings  after,  Mary  Lieslie,  in  pursu- 
ance of  her  determination,  repaired  to  the  chest 
where  the  little  volume,  whose  possession 
weighed  so  heavily  on  her  conscience^  was 
deposited.  Tet  how  to  convey  the  book  to  its 
owner  somewhat  perplexed  her,  since  she  was 
totally  ignorant  of  Harry  Knox's  place  of 
sojourn..  While  pondering  what  course  to 
pursue^  the  sharp  ringing  of  a  hone*a  hooft^ 
as  the  speed  to  which  it  was  evidently  urged 
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scattered  the  pebbles  around,  drew  the  Scottish 
maiden's  attention,  and  the  next  moment 
Tracy's  voice,  calling  on  his  mother's  name  in  a 
tone  of  despair,  struck  her  ear.  Dreading  she 
knew  not  what,  Mary  descended  the  stair,  and 
was  crossing  the  hall  to  the  apartment  \i'here 
Lady  Tracy  usually  sat,  when  Tracy  himself 
rushed  from  it,  and  shutting  the  door  violently, 
breathed  a  deep  and  bitter  curse  on  heartless- 
ness  ;  then  as  if  struck  by  some  sudden  blow, 
reeled  to  the  oaken  seat,  and  throwing  himself 
upon  it,  buried  his  face  in  his  hands*  The 
feeling  of  commiseration  awakened  by  this 
sight,  urged  Mary  Leslie  to  hasten  to  the 
sufferer's  side,  and  at  least  to  learn  the  cause 
of  his  grief,  even  if  she  failed  to  assuage  it, 
but  the  chill  barrier  of  reserve  which  had 
always  interposed  in  their  meetings  was  not  at 
once  to  be  broken  down^  and  afraid  of  being 
thought  over  bold,  slie  stopped  irresolute,  until 
Tracy  raised  his  head,   and  then   the   anguish 
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which  spoke  in  that  blood-shot  eye,  was  an 
appeal  too  powerful  to  be  resisted. 

"  You  are  ill,  Henry,"  she  said,  for  the  first 
time  venturing  to  call  him  by  his  name,  and 
bending  over  him  with  affectionate  earnestness, 
*^  merciful  heaven  !  what  has  happened  ?" 

Again  burying  his  face,  Tracy  only  replied  by 
a  deep  groan. 

"  Speak  to  me,**  she  continued,  **nay,  where- 
fore that  impatient  gesture?  I  know  all  it 
would  say ;  I  have  no  right  to  claim  your  con- 
fidence, yet,  speak  as  to  a  sister,  and  say  if  I 
can  do  aught  for  you." 

^^  She  is  dyings'*  he  murmured  in  a  deep  and 
sullen  tone. 

"  Dying !  Lady  Tracy  dying  !*• 

The  unnatural  and  frantic  laugh  that  broke 
from  Tracy,  as  she  uttered  these  words,  startled 
her  even  more  than  his  abrupt  communication 
of  what  she  supposed  his  mother's  danger. 
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"  Lady  Tracy,**  he  repeated  starting  up,  *'  t 
no ;  but  speak  not  of  her,  she  is  my  mothi 
else  I  would  curse  her  cold  blooded  selfishnesa 

'*  Nay,  be  calm.'" 

**  Calm !  aye  'tis  ever  thus  you  presch- 
Calm !  when  I  tell  you  she  is  dying  and  no  oi 
near  her  !** 

"Her!— who?'" 

As  if  unwilling  to  trust  himself  to  utter  tl 
name  of  her  whose  danger,  real  or  imaginar 
bad  thus  frenzied  him,  Tracy  strode  throng 
the  hall  until  his  passion  of  grief  was  in  son 
degree  mastered;  and  as  reason  returned, 
brought  with  it  a  perception  of  the  unmanl 
part  he  was  actings  in  thus  giving  way  to  h 
feelings,  and  that  too  in  the  presence  of  oni 
I  :  from  whom  he  most  sought  to  conceal  them. 

I  <*  Pardon  me/'  he  said,  **  for  thus  distresi 

ing  you,  Miss  Leslie;    a  scene  I  have   th 
morning  witnessed  has  unmanned  me ;  but 
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shall  soon  be  myself  again.  Meaawhlle  )«t  me 
beg  you  will  not  let  Lady  Tracy  know  you 
have  seen  me  thus." 

At  another  time  these  words  might  have  dis- 
missed Mary  Leslie  to  her  own  room,  there  to 
ponder  of  what  the  feared  to  aak  an  explana- 
tion; but  now  the  spirit  of  hei  Scottish  ancea* 
tors  rote  within  her,  and  with  an  air  of  dignity, 
which  appeared  to  dilate  every  fibre  of  that 
slight  form,  until  it  became  almost  formidable 
to  look  upon,  she  said  ; — "  This  is  perhaps  no 
moment  to  seek  an  explanation  of  the  words 
which  have  just  passed  your  lips,  Mr,  Tracy  ; 
yet  such  an  explanation  I  must  have ;  of  whom 
did  you  speak  ?"  She  paused  for  his  answer, 
but  finding  it  was  not  given,  she  continued : — 
**  The  painful  position  in  which  I  find  myseU 
placed,  through  the  well  meant,  though  erring, 
arrangement  of  our  fathcre,  leaves  me  no  alter- 
native but  to  act  a  part  which  my  womanly 
ftelings  would  otherwise  shrink   from,     I  am 


;    LAST    DAYS    OF 


atone  in  your  country,  and  in  yoar  liooi 
which  1  sought  by  the  desire  of  him,  M-bom  I 
have  been  taught  to  consider  my  natural  pro- 
tector. A  brief  space  served  to  convince  me 
thai  the  heart  of  Henry  Tracy  was  not  mine ; 
yet  I  remained  under  the  same  roof  in  the  fond 
and  foolish  hope,  that  ceasing  to  be  a  stranger, 
he  might  learn  Mary  Leslie  possessed  a.  heart 
on  which  he  might  safely  trust ;  but  your  words 
have  removed  the  veil  from  my  eyes — you  lore 
another  !'• 

"  She  will  not  be  your  riral  long,"  he  replied 
bitterly,  "  death  will  soon  remove  this  obstacle, 

and  then,  Miss  Leslie,  I  shall  be  free  to  fulfil 

the  commands  of  my  father." 

"  Think  not  so  meanly  of  me,"  she  said  « 
increasing  energy,  "  that  tie  so  hateful  to  yoo 
shall  never  bind  you }  some  way  may  yet  be 
found  to  evade  it  without  involving;  the  forfeit 
with  which  you  are  threatened.  Thoy  sty  I 
may  protest  against  our  union,  thoi 
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not — it  shall  be  d<nie  though  every  prospect  in 
life  be  blighted  bj  such  a  bold,  unfeminine  step ; 
give  me  only  time  to  consult  with  one  who  may 
be  able  to  counsel  me — Lady  Tracy  you  kno\v 
would  not  willingly  enter  upon  such  a  subject, 
but  Lady  Penelope  Devereux — ** 

The  fearful  convulsion  that  passed  over 
Tracy's  face,  as  she  uttered  that  name^  stopped 
Mary  Leslie's  further  utterance,  for  the  truth 
flashed  upon  her  mind,  that  the  fascinating 
being  to  whom  she  already  clung  with  affection, 
was  indeed  the  rival,  who  had  poisoned  Ih  r 
fount  of  happiness.  A  deadly  paleness  showed 
how  intense  the  pang  this  discovery  occasioned, 
and  pitying  her  feelings,  Tracy  would  have  led 
her  to  the  seat  from  which  he  had  risen,  but 
she  proudly  motioned  him  from  her,  and  once 
more  stood  calm  and  collected* 

*^  It  is  Lady  Penelop/e  Devereux  then,  who  is 
ill,''  she  said,  ^'  and  yet  it  can  scarcely  be ;  a 
E  5 
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few  days  since  she  was  well,  and  too  gay  I 
sickness  to  seize  on  her  so  suddenly." 

"  And  now  she  is  dying,"  Tracy  replied, 
"  perhaps  by  this  time  the  cold  finger  of  death 
has  touched  her,  the  plague  is  speedy  in  its 
work." 

At  mention  of  that  fearful  disease,  hfai 
Leslie  iccoiled  a  few  paces,  unable  to  overcome 
the  natural  horror  it  inspired;  the  nest  mo- 
ment, she  saw  only  that  beautiful  being  oo 
whom  she  had  so  lately  looked  with  admiration, 
expiring  beneath  its  pestilential  influence,  alone, 
without  one  hand  to  aid  her,  and  forgetting  her- 
self in  this  frightful  picture,  she  said  unhesiti 
tingly. 

**  I  will  go  to  her,  Tracy,  and  as  far  as  bd^ 
man  aid  may  avail  in  restoring  her,  she  shall 
yet  live  to  render  you  the  happincsss  I  never 
may." 

"  You  !  you !  may  God  Wess  you  for  I 
thought,"   Tracy  threw  himself  on   his   ka 
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and  with  passionate  eameatness  kissed  the  robe 
she  vainly  sought  to  draw  from  his  detaining 
grasp. 

Perhaps  at  that  moment  a  r^et  that  such 
affection  could  not  be  hers  touched  the  Scot* 
tish  maiden^  but  she  stifled  it^  and  disengaging 
her  dress  from  Tracy's  hand^  walked  with  as 
much  firmness  as  she  could  assume  into  Lady 
Tracy's  apartment.  Here  all  bore  an  appear- 
ance of  unwonted  bustle ;  that  lady  had  risen 
from  her  chair^  and  was  pacing  the  room  at 
what,  for  her,  might  be  termed  a  tremendous 
rate ;  the  falcon  roused  from  her  usual  state  of 
quiescence,  fli^pped  her  wings  and  shook  her 
bells ;  while  the  old  hound  growled  as  he  turned 
himself  round  and  round,  to  regain  the  comfor* 
table  position  he  had  reluctantly  quitted,  when 
his  mistress  rising  up  had  deprived  him  of  the 
ample  folds  of  her  train. 

Mary's  heart  beat  violently  as  she  marked 
the  ominous  scowl  on  Li^ly  Tcacy's  brow,  and 
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she  paused  on  the  Ihresliold,  more  titan 
resolved  to  withdraw,  but  the  quick  eye  of  the 
old  lady  had  observed  her,  and  drawing  up  her 
form  as  she  stopped  in  the  middle  of  the  a[» 
ment,  she  said  in  a  harsh  tone. 

"  Are   you  come  to  upbraid  me,  child^ 
having  given  birth  to  a  fool  ?" 

"  It  would  ill  become  me.  Lady  Tracy,  t«~ 
charge  any  part  of  my  unhappiness,  on  one 
from  whom,  since  my  sojourn  in  this  houae,  1 
have  received  a  mother's  kindness  and  protec- 
tion ;  my  object  was  a  ditfcrcnt  one,  1  came  lo 
request  permission  to  attend  the  Lady  Penelope 
Devereux,  nho  as  I  hear  is  sick,  and  from  tlw 
nature  of  her  complaint,  little  likely  to  have  t 
care  and  atteniion  she  requires," 

"  And  from  whom  had  you  this  informatioi 
maiden  ?" 

"  From  your  son,  madam,  who  is  now 
ing  to  conduct  me  to  Lady  Penelope." 

"  And  did  Henry  Tracy  tell   you  also," 


MART   8TUART.  85 

old  lady  rejoined^  her  stifled  wrath  graduallj 
breaking  through  the  restraint  she  had  hitherto 
laid  upon  it,  ^  did  Henry  Tracy  tell  you  also 
that  she  whom  you  seek  to  aid  in  such  fearful 
extremity,  is  the  leman  for  whose  sake  he  is 
willing  to  forget  the  reverence  due  to  a  father's 
memory  and  the  troth  plighted  to  yourself  ?*' 

**  Without  his  own  consent,*'  Mary  answered 
coldly ;  ^^  the  heart's  affection  cannot  be 
forced." 

'^  How,  minion,  do  you  uphold  him  in  his 
evil  courses  ?" 

^^  I  am  unfortunate,  madam,  in  not  possessing 
the  love  of  him  chosen  for  me ;  and  as  little 
happiness  could  be  expected  from  our  union,  I 
am  willing  on  my  part  to  forego  all  claims  upon 
your  son." 

"  Is  the  Lady  Tracy  thus  to  be  braved  in  her 

own  house  by  a  malapert  boy  and  a  silly  girl ; 

because  forsooth  they  choose  to  take  their  own 

way^  rather  than  the  one  marked  out  for  tbem  ? 
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go  to  your  chamber,  minion,  and  thera 
on  what  will  be  your  iate,  it'  I  cast  you  fi 
protection." 

"  By  your  leave,  madam,  I  do  Dot  go  to  my 
room;  true,  I  have  hitherto  yielded  you  the 
obedience  oC  a  daughter,  but  I  am  free  to  go,  or 
to  stay  as  it  pleases  me,  and  I  trust  some  of  my 
name  can  yet  be  found,  n  ho  will  not  refuse 
sheltering  roof  to  the  orphan  of  Leslie. 

"  'Tis  well,  young  lady  !  such  senitmi 
become  one  nho  has  been  the  companion 
robbers." 

At  this  taunt,  the  dfu-k  eye  of  the  Scottish 
maiden  shot  forth  a  blaze  of  indignation,  that 
made  even  Lady  Tracy  start,  while  her  flusbed 
brow  gave  a  corresponding  testimony  to  the 
spirit  roused  within  her. 

"  Your  reproach,  madam,"  she  said  haughtily, 
"  is  ungenerous  as  untrue  ;  that  I  was  for  ■  time 
cast  among  such  as  you  name  was  atnisforttiDe 
for  which  1   am  no   more  accountable,  than 
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ebould  be  for  the  wind,  had  it  wrecked  the  bark 
that  bore  me  ;  that  I  was  the  unwilling  captive 
of  those  who  seized  upon  me,  can  be  best  at- 
tested by  the  urgent  entreaties  for  deliverance, 
I  sent  to  ihose  whose  duty  it  should  have  been 
to  succour  me  in  such  a  fearful  extremity." 

"  Fine  chosen  words,  and  plenty  of  them," 
the  old  lady  answered,  unwilling  to  shew  how 
far  she  was  moUiiied  by  the  truth  of  this  asser* 
tioD.  "  But  no  more  on't,  go  to  your  chamber, 
maiden,  and  when  your  reason  has  returned, 
I  « ill  point  out  the  impropriety  of  your  wish  to 
visit  her  who  is  sick." 

"  1  trust  reason  has  not  deserted  me,  madam, 
and  as  1  believe,  it  ttrges  me  to  the  si<:k  bed  of 
my  friend,  1  pray  you,  withhold  not  the  con- 
sent I  came  to  ask,  lest  1  should  find  mysetf 
under  tlie  painful  necessilyof  asserting  my  own 
independence,  by  quitting  your  roof  without  it." 
"  And  should  you  do  so,  minion,  under  that 
roof  you  shall  never  again  coi 
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"  Be  it  SO,  madam,  I  must  in  that  case  set 
a    higher    authority  for  protection  than 
Lady  Tracy." 

With  a  profound  courtesy  Mary  Licslie 
quitted  the  room,  too  thoroughly  provoked  by 
an  authority,  bo  unwarrantably  assumed  by  the 
mother  of  him  n  ho  bad  so  deeply  vrrooged  her, 
to  feel,  at  the  moment,  all  tlie  consequeaces  of 
such  a  hasty  step.  She  found  Tracy  in  the 
same  place  she  had  left  him,  and  briefly  sig- 
nifying her  intention  of  accompanying  him  to 
Lady  Penelope's  residence,  Mary  Leslie 
ascended  to  hev  chamber  for  the  purpose  of 
putting  on  Buch  attire  as  beat  suited  her  singu- 
lar expedition.  No  barge  being  in  readincBSta 
convey  them  across  the  river,  Tracy  was  under 
the  necessity  of  taking  a  circuitous  route,  for 
the  purpose  of  gaining  the  bridge,  and  the  pace 
at  which  he  hurried  on  his  companion,  pUialy 
indicated  that  all  bis  consideration  centred  in 
the  spot  to  which  he  was  conducting  her. 
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any  other  lime,  Mary  Leslie  might  have  expe- 
rienced much  difficulty  Id  keeping  pace  with 
her  companion,  but  the  excitement  ahe  labored 
under,  rendered  her  for  some  time  uncoDscicus 
of  the  amazing  rapidity  at  which  they  were 
proceeding.  Not  a  word  was  spoken,  and  at 
length,  in  passing  through  a  crowded  street, 
Tracy  dropped  his  companion's  arm,  for  the 
purpose  of  preceding  and  clearing  a  passage  for 
her.  While  thus  left  to  her  own  support,  a 
heavy  hand  was  laid  on  her  shoulder,  and  in- 
stantly removed.  jVs  Mary  Leslie  turned  to  the 
side  from  whence  the  aggression  proceeded,  she 
beheld  a  tierce  countcnanceglaringonher,  with 
an  expression  of  savage  delight.  The  face  was 
not  totally  strange  to  her,  though  the  recollec- 
tions it  brought  with  it  were  misty  and  unde- 
linerl,  like  the  faint  outlines  of  some  troubled 
dream.  At  tlie  cry  she  could  not  repress,  Tracy 
turned  hastily  round,  but  the  cause  of  alarm 
hud  vanished  in  the  crowd.      He  found  she 
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trembled,  and  reproaching  himaelf  with  his 
attention  to  one  lo  little   accustomed   to    the 
noise  and  bustle  of  a  city,  sought  in  some  de> 
gree  to  efface   the  impression   her   mind 
received. 

"  Lady,"  he  said,  "  1  am  actiug  the  part  of 
brute  towards  you,  while  you  are  nobly  hasten- 
ing  into  danger,  to  the  aid  of  one,  whom 
most  of  your  aex  would  leave  to  die  unaided  ! 
Credit  me,  Mies  Leslie,  I  feel  your  generous 
devotion,  and  amidst  the  pangs  my  heart  feels 
at  this  moment,  it  is  not  the  least,  that  1  am 
the  cause  of  trouble  to  such  as  you." 

Arrived  at  Essex  House,  Mary  Leslie  was 
struck  with  the  melancholy  which  reigned 
around.  Formerly,  all  about  the  dwelling  of 
Lady  Penelope  Devereux  spoke  of  joy  and 
happiness,  now,  the  falling  of  a  pin  would  have 
echoed  through  the  desolate  apartments. 
Quitting  the  arm  of  Tracy,  who  paused  on  the 
threshold,  as  if  he  feared  the  crossing  it  woi 
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confirm  his  distnal  forebodings,  Mary  Leslie 
ascended  the  oaken  Etair,  and  without  pausing 
to  enquire  whether  it  was  indeed  the  plague  she 
was  about  to  brave,  entered  Lady  Penelope's 
chamber.  This  room  was  not  quite  so  deserted 
as  the  rest,  for  at  one  end  sat  a  female,  the  only 
domestic  who  had  courage  to  remain  when  the 
panic  had  spread  through  those  walls,  occa- 
sioned by  a  light  whisper,  that  the  fair  mistress 
bad  been  stricken  by  the  pestilence.  Mary 
Leslie  approached  the  couch  on  which  the 
sufferer  lay,  and  read  in  her  swoln  and  ftushed 
features,  a  confirmation  of  what  she  had  heard. 
Lady  Penelope  Uy  in  that  deep  sleep,  or  rather 
stupor,  which  is  sometimes  the  attendant  upon 
fever,  and  as  the  Scottish  maiden  bent  over  her, 
tears  of  compassion  fell  thick  and  fast  on  that 
burning  cheek,  but  she  heeded  them  not. 

"  Has  the  leech  been  with  your  mistress  ?" 
Mary  said  addressing  the  woman. 

"  Alack-a-day,  no,"  was  the  answer,  "  what 
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\TouId  be  the  use?     She  is  a  going   fast  j 
lamb !" 

"  But,  my  good  woman,  something  may  yet 
be  done ;  why  have  you  so  long  neglected  to 
send  for  him?" 

"  And  leave  my  lady  to  die,  or  be  robbed, 
and  murdered,  whilst  I  was  away  ?  troth  honey 
there  would  have  been  little  wit  in  that !  ne 
are  alone,  and  have  been  eo  sir,  the  minute  that 
foolish  callet  came  scjccching  through  the  hall, 
that  (he  poor  dear  lady  had  got  the  pest,  and 
they  all  took  to  their  heels  aa  if  old  nick  i 
ahint  'cm." 

"  And  where  is  the  Earl  of  Essex  ?  does  1 
know  of  Lady  Penelope's  sicknesa?" 

"  Maybe  so,  but  folks  say  the  Queen  I 
him  as  she  loves  herself,  so  I  s'pose  she  kal 
him  from  his  own  flesh  and  blood." 

Wisely  judging  that  any  further  parley  woutd 
only  be  waste  of  time,  Mary  Leslie  left  the 
nurse   to   resume  the  occupation  her  entrance 
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had  interrupted^  that  of  rocking  herself  to  and 
fro^  singing  as  she  did  so  a  sort  of  funeral  dirge 
to  a  monotonous  tone,  and  again  seeking  Tracy, 
she  acquainted  him  with  Lady  Penelope's  situ- 
ation, urging  him  to  procure  medical  assistance, 
and  also  to  seek  the  Earl  of  Essex,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  informing  that  noUeman  of  bis  sister's 
danger- 
Uttering  a  fervent  thanksgiving  for  the  ex- 
istence of  his  mistress,  Tracy  lost  no  time  in 
fulfilling  the  behests  of  her  self-devoted  attend- 
ant ;  and  a  short  time  served  to  relieve  them 
from  the  worst  part  of  their  apprehensions  re- 
specting the  invalid,  whose  complaint  was  pro- 
nounced a  fever,  highly  dangerous,  but  still  not 
the  plague.  As  this  intelligence  reached  them, 
one  domestic  after  another  stole  silently  back 
to  the  house,  while  the  blush  of  conscious  de- 
sertion was  visible  on  every  cheek,  though  each 
deserter  was  ready  with  an  excuse  for  his  or 
her  cowardice.    Every  thing  was  now  offici- 
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ously  prepared  for  the  invalid's  comfort] 
she,  who  but  a  few  hours  before  had  been  left 
to  perish,  was  now  threatened  with  equal 
danger,  from  the  over  zeal  of  those  who  were 
eager  to  show  the  Earl  their  devotion  to  his 
house ! 

Seated  by  the  fevered  couch  of  her  friei 
Mary  Leslie  had  little  leisure  to  mark 
change  that  had  taken  place  in  the  bouse ;  the 
alternate  throbbiugs  of  hope  and  fear,  called 
forth  by  the  fluctuating  state  of  th«  disease, 
effectually  absorbed  every  other  feeling,  and 
had  at  least  one  good  eifect,  that  of  witbdrav- 
ing  her  attention  from  her  own  sorrows.  For 
three  weeks  but  slight  hopes  were  entertaiaed 
of  Lady  Penelope's  recovery;  then  came  a 
change,  and  danger  was  pronounced  over, 
thanks  to  the  unwearied  attentions  of  her  self- 
devoted  nurse. 


his  I 

the         I 


MARY    STUART. 


CHAPTER   VI, 


It  is  time  to  revert  to  our  old  friend  Harry 
Knox,  in  whom,  though  not  the  declared  Itfrer 
or  our  heroine,  we  Rtill  hope  our  readers  will  be 
sufficiently  interested  to  ask  where  he  is  ?  and 
to  this  question  we  may  satisfactorily  answer, 
in  better  company  than  at  the  commencement 
of  our  history.  At  n  period  when  the  advanced 
age  of  the  reigning  sovereign  rendered  it  a 
matter  of  certainty,  that  before  many  revolving 
yean  had  iped  their  courac,  another  ttar  would 
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Tudop^' 


have  arisen,  nhile  that  of  Elizabeth 
\Tould  have  act ;  parties  were  forming  on  every 
side,  for  the  purpose  of  crushing  a  hated  rival, 
or  of  propitiating  the  new  monarch,  and  as 
main  strength  was  the  quality  most  in  request, 
the  addition  of  even  one  able  bodied  and 
zealous  partizan  was  an  object  of  great  impor- 
tance to  the  leaders  of  the  ditTcrent  factions, 
and  thus  the  young  sailor  found  no  difficulty  in 
obtaining  a  post  among  the  retainers  of  Lord 
Mountjoy,  whose  increasing  favor  with  his 
royal  mistress,  as  we  have  seen,  gave  the 
of  Essex  no  Bniall  uneasiness.  Their  rival 
which  commenced  with  Lord  Mountjoy's 
appearance  at  Court,  still  existed  in  all  its  furcr. 
and  at  the  present  moment  was  much  increas- 
ed by  a  dispute  concerning  the  nominatiun  of 
a  commander-in-chief  to  the  Irish  forces,  in 
the  room  of  Lord  Boroughs  1 
At  first  the  Queen  was  fully  bent  on  sciM 
thither  Lord  Mounijoyj  by  which  arraQgem 
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she  would  Dot  only  retain  Estex^  to  whom  she 
became  every  day  more  attachedf  but  also  con- 
fide the  affiiirs  of  Ireland  to  one^  in  whose  skill 
and   conduct  she   had   full  reliance.      Eliza- 
beth had  even  been  heard  to  declare  that,  ^'  it 
woald  be  Mountjoy^s   fortune*  and  honor,  to 
cut  the  thread  of  that  fatal  rebellion,  and  bring 
her  in  peace  to  the  grave/'  but  though  his 
success  in  after  times,  fully  verified  the  sound- 
ness of  his  sovereign's  judgment,  seeing  Lord 
Mountjoy    did    indeed    achieve  this  difficult 
undertaking,  and  after  reducing  the  Irish  to 
great  distress,  did  bring  the  arch  rebel  Tyrone 
to   England   in  the   reign  of    Queen   Eliza* 
beth's    successor,    yet    at    the    time  we  are 
si)eaking  of,  the  interest  of  Elssex  was  so  pre- 
dominant with  the  Queen,  and  so  eager  his 
desire  to  reap  all  the  glory  it  was  believed 
would  accrue  to  him   through  whose  instru- 
mentality Ireland  should  be  once  more  com- 
pelled to  succumb  to  the  uqjust  usurpation  of 
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her  sister  kingdom,  that  the  claims  of  all  otk 
candidates  were  set  aside  and  the  Earl's  com- 
mission of  Lord  Lieutenant,  passed  the  great 
seal. 

At  the  height  of  his  ambition,  Essex  [ 
pared  with  alacritj*  to  set  out  for  bis  govern- 
ment, bUnded  by  the  ioioxication  of  success  to 
the  danger  which  might  arise  from  his  quitting 
the  Court,  and  leaving  the  Queen  surrounded 
by  enemies,  who  had  long  watched  anxiously 
for  the  opportunity  afforded  by  his  absence, 
to  work  the  favorite's  ruin.  Stung  lo  the 
quick  by  disappointment,  at  the  moment  be 
believed  himself  secure  of  the  Queen's  assent 
to  his  earnest  solicitations  fol-  the  Lord  Lieut- 
enancy, Mountjoy  was  among  the  foremost  of 

these  caballers,  and  the  more  readily  since  lo\-c 
had   lent  his  powerfuJ   aid  in    fomenting   the 
hatred  enisling  between  ihe  Earl  and  himself. 
The   stranger,    whose    open    admimtion   of 

Lady   Penelope  Devcrcux   had   wrought  i 
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magic  effects  with  the  proud  beauty,  was  no 
other  than  Mountjoy  himself,  and  as  he  well 
knew,  chat  while  Essex  continued  to  occupy 
the  elevation  to  which  a  sovereign's  fiivor  had 
raised  him,  his  sister  might  aspire  to  more 
princely  rank  than  he  could  offer.  Mountjoy 
natuitdly  felt  impatient  to  lessen  the  space 
betwixt  them,  and  by  reducing  Essex  to  his 
own  level,  render  his  addresses  to  that  noble- 
manS  sister  less  presumptuous  in  appearance. 
Various  were  thf  plots  he  entered  into  with 
others,  equally  enraged  against  the  haughty 
favorite,  and  hence  arose  M ountjoy's  desire  to 
organize  such  a  body  of  retainers,  that  should 
the  struggle  he  so  ardently  desired  really  take 
place,  on  the  Earl's  return  from  Ireland,  he 
might  oppose  force  to  force.  Gladly,  therefore, 
he  received  Harry  Knox,  from  whom  he  looked 
to  obtain  all  the  assistance  which  might  be 
expected  from  one  of  his  ardent  and  enthusiastic 
temperament. 

F  3 
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The  evening  which  first  introduced 
Penelope  Devereux  to  the  notice  of  Lord 
Mountjoy,  Harry  Knox  was  also  in  the  theatre, 
and  his  eyes  were  rivetted  on  the  amnc  &poi, 
which  proved  so  attractive  to  hia  noble  patron. 
But  the  splendid  beauty  of  the  Court  belle 
failed  to  dazzle  his  eyes,  which  found  more  that 
was  admirable  in  her  lesc  striking  companion. 
Uc  saw  Tracy  in  attendance,  and  as  the  idea  of 
his  worshipping  at  any  other  shrine  save  that 
which  claimed  bis  own  homage  never  struck 
him,  Horry  Knox  gave  a  deep  sigli  of  manly 
regret,  and  rceolulely  lore  his  gaze  from  ihc 
destined  bride  of  another. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  young  sailor  be- 
came aware  that  Lord  Mountjoy,  who  treated 
hira  more  as  a  companion  than  a  retainer, 
nourished  a  passion  for  Lady  Penelope  Deve> 
rcux,  «'hieh  was  evidently  fitvorcd  by  ile  lair 
object,  and  hence  sprang  a  system  of  comrou* 
nication,   which  enabled   Harry  from  lime  to 
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ime^  to  obtain  intelligence  respecting  the  rival 
mansion.  Lady  Penelope's  dangerous  illness^ 
while  it  distracted  her  noble  lover,  afforded  a 
pretext  for  frequent  enquiries  concerning  her; 
and  these,  being  generally  made  by  Harry 
Knox,  he  thereby  became  acquainted  with 
Mary  Leslie's  generous  devotion  to  the  sick 
lady,  and  with  her  ultimately  taking  up  her 
abode  entirely  at  Essex  house,  in  consequence 
of  a  difference  with  her  destined  mother-in- 
law.  This  arrangement  at  first  pained  him  ex- 
cessively, as  it  appeared  a  step  but  little  in 
unison  with  Mary  Leslie's  usually  sensitive 
delicacy ;  but  all  appearance  of  impropriety 
was  speedily  removed,  by  Essex  and  Tracy 
setting  out  on  the  Irish  expedition ;  and  thus 
Lady  Penelope  and  Mary  were  left  to  the 
society  of  each  other,  and  that  of  a  venerable 
Duenna  who  had  resided  with  her  ladyship 
some  years. 
That  Tracy  should  thus  voluntarily  quit  his 
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al!ianced  bride  W8B  a  puzzling  enigma  1 
less  fortunate  rival,  who  kuew  not,  that  what 
CO  him  seemed  the  dearest  blessing  on  enrth, 
was,  by  a  caprice  of  dame  fortune,  the  heaviest 
of  calamities  to  him,  for  whom  it  was  destined. 
The  absence  of  Essex  afforded  an  opportunity 
to  Lord  Mountjoy  to  pay  his  homage  to  his 
fair  enslaver,  who  still  languid  from  recent  in- 
disposition, was  unusually  disposed  to  the  quiet 
and  retirement  of  her  own  home,  where  her 
new  captive  was  daily  permitted  to  sun  himself 
in  her  smiles,  and  rivet  faster  the  chains  which 
bound  him.  More  than  once  the  proud  lady 
would  ask  herself  how  Essex  would  brook  to 
find,  on  his  return,  a  hated  foe  thus  cherished 
by  his  sister;  but,  unaccustomed  to  restraint. 
Lady  Penelope  always  ended  her  monologue  by 
the  unanswerable  resolve  to  do  as  she  pleued. 
Yet  she  sought  some  plausible  pretext  for  thus 
admitting  Lord  Mountjoy's  visitu,  and  such  n 
one  was  furnished  by  sisterly  anxiety  to  rec«»i 
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the  latest  from  Ireland;  thus  when  any  intelli- 
gence arrived  from  that  quarter,  Mountjoj  flew 
to  communicate  it,  and  when  it  was  withheld, 
still  he  would  go  to  report  its  non-arrival. 

Mary  Leslie  marvelled  at  the  pleasure  her 
companion  took  in  the  society  of  this  young 
nobleman,  supposing  that  Lady  Penelope's 
heart  must  be  fixed  on  Tracy,  but  she  forbore 
all  comment  on  (his  dispoaition  to  coquetry* 
wisely  considering,  that  things  she  had  no  con- 
cern  in  were  as  well  let  alone.  The  painful 
situation  in  which  Mary  was  placed  weighed 
heavily  on  her  spirits,  and  every  moment  she 
could  snatch  from  the  society  of  her  friend, 
whose  gratitude  for  her  heroic  devotion,  evin- 
ced itself  in  unwillingness  to  be  deprived  of 
her  presence  for  any  length  of  time,  was  d^ 
voted  to  reflection,  and  the  formatioD  of  plans 
for  her  future  destination.  It  waa  Mary  Les- 
lie's firm  resolution  to  return  to  Scotland  when 
the  tcrminatior>  of  the  Irish  war  should  again 
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bring  Tracy  to  his  native  land ;  and  though 
her  heart  keenly  felt  the  destruction  of  every 
hope,  still  the  conscioudncas  that  she  was  en- 
deavouring to  secure  the  happiness  of  another, 
by  thus  nobly  sacrificing  her  own.  gave  courage 
and  stability  to  her  detemuRation. 

Amid  so  much  anxiety,  the  face  she  1 
beheld  during  her  walk  with  Tracy,  gradaalty 
faded  from  her  mind ;  and  Mary  ceased  to  fee! 
the  thrill,  which  for  a  time  never  failed  to  pass 
through  her  frame  when  she  recurred  to  that 
momentary  glance.  Tills  was  now  painfully 
renewed,  as  walking  one  evening  through  the 
shrubbery  that  sloped  down  to  the  river,  and 
which  was  the  favorite  promenade  of  X<atly 
Penelope  and  Mountjoy,  Mary  Leslie  lingered 
behind  her  companions,  lost  in  a  train  of  sad 
thought,  and  unconsciously  drew  near  the 
boundary  that  marked  the  terminMion  of 
Essex's  domain,  when  a  favorite  spaiiiel  of 
Lady  Penelope's  suddenly  daahed  from  among 
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the  brushwood^  and  ran  towarda  the  low  wall 
barking  furiously.  Mary  Leslie's  eyes  mecha- 
uically  followed  the  little  animal^  and  the  same 
malignant  face  which  bad  before  startled  her 
in  the  crowds  met  her  eye.  Terror  arrested 
Mary  Leslie's  footsteps^  until  the  sight  of  Lord 
Mountjoy  restored  her  to  courage  and  recollec* 
tion.  Apparently  the  intruder  saw  him  too, 
for  after  bestowing  another  look,  hideous  in 
expression,  on  the  trembling  girl,  he  dropped 
from  the  wall  on  which  he  had  supported 
himself.  The  paleness  and  agitation  of  her 
favorite,  did  not  escape  Lady  Penelope's  quick 
eye ;  quitting  Mountjoy's  arm  she  was  at  her 
side  in  a  moment.. 

'^  What  is  the  matter,  cara  mia?"  she  said, 
affectionately  taking  her  hand,  ^^  you  are  ill 
or  some  one  has  frightened  you." 

'M  am  not  ill,''  Mary  answered,  endeavour* 
ing  to  smile,  but  the  effect  was  so  ghastly  that 
it  only  increased  her  friend's  anxiety. 
I  6 
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"  Gracious  God  I"  she  said,  her  fears  takti 
a  new  turn, "  My  brother  !   you  have  heard 
bad  news,  and  either  he  or  Tracy  has  faUen  !" 

"  God  forbid  l*"  Mary  ejaculated,  "  you 
mistake  me,  I  have  heard  no  news ;  my  foolish 
tremour  is  produced  by  personal  fear,  and  yet 
I  scarce  know  why." 

"  I  cannot  tell  which  cheek  is  the  most 
blanched,"  Mountjoy  said,  looking  from  one  to 
the  othei,  "sure  my  knightly  prowess  is  but 
lightly  esteemed  when  those  under  ray  pro- 
tection suffer  themselves  to  be  thus  alanned. 
Sit  down  on  this  bank,  and  when  you  are 
sufficiently  recovered,  Miss  Leslie,  let  me  hear 
ihe  cause  of  your  terror,  you  are  not  used' 
know  to  give  way  to  needless  fears." 

"  Was  a  covert  reproach  there  meant 
glance  at  me  >"  Lady  Penelope  asked,  conscious 
that  it  was  sometimes  her  wont  to  yield  to 
those  sudden  starts  of  apprehenuon  ladies  arc 
apt  to  indulge  in. 
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'*  Reproach,  lady^  never  passed  from  me  to 
you  either  in  word  or  thought.  I  were  unwor- 
thy else  to  be  called  your  awn  true  knight" 

^^  Welly  well,  I  must  perchance  believe  you." 
Lady  Penelope  sighed  as  she  spoke,  while  her 
large  blue  eyes  were  raised  to  Mountjoy's  face, 
with  that  look  of  confiding  love  the  heart  of 
man  can  never  wholly  resist.  ^  And  now  cara 
mia/^  she  continued,  turning  towards  Mary, 
^^  let  us  hear  what  marvels  you  have  to  re- 
late.*' 

The  still  shuddering  girl  related  her  first  in* 
terview  with  the  strange  being  who  appeared 
thus  to  haunt  her,  and  the  shock  his  second 
appearance  had  just  caused  hen 

'^  Now,  by  St.  George  !'^  Mountjoy  exclaimed, 
as  she  finished  her  narrative^  ^  the  villain  shall 
dearly  abye  his  daring ;  tell  me  what  he  is  like. 
Miss  Leslie,  and  I  will  track  him  out^  though 
he  hide  himself  in  Topbet.** 

^  1  saw  too  little  of  the  man  to  describe 
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except  by  Raying,  he  has  the  most  ruffianly 
look  I  ever  beheld." 

*'  Even  among  the  pirates,"  Lady  Penelope 
added  archly.  Further  conversation  was 
the  moment  suspended  by  Mouo^oy  setting 
in  the  direction  pointed  out  as  that  of  the  In- 
truder's appearance,  but  after  an  UQavailing 
search,  he  returned,  declaring  he  could  discover 
no  traces  of  a  hving  creature. 

"  It   must  be  a  vision  of  your  ovn  braioi 
auitna  mia,"   Lady    Penelope  eaid,   "  or  else 
some  lover  in  disguise.    How  call  yoa  him  1 
have   sometimes   heard   you  spealc  of?" 
angry  blush  rose  on  Mary's  cheek  at  the  tons' 
levity  in  which  her  friend  indulged,  and 
replied  gravely, — 

"  Your  ladyship  means   Harry  KnoXi 
whom,   during  my   captivity,   1   received   the 
kindness  of  a  brother." 

"  Now   never  put  on  that  sad  look,   «hcn 
speaking  to  me,"  Lady  Peoelope  said  playfaUj 
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you  know  I  am  to  share  all  your  troubles, 
sweet  Mary,  and  can  the  giddy  tongue  of  one 
who  loves  you  dearly,  and  owes  you  much,  so 
soon  vei  you  ?'* 

''  I  could  have  answered  your  question," 
Mountjoy  said,  '^  if  I  had  known  of  whom  you 
were  speaking,  since  Harry  Knox  can  never 
put  on  the  semblance  of  a  villain ;  his  honest 
countenance  would  give  the  lie  to  such  a  dis- 
guise.'* 

**  Do  you  then  know  Harry  Knox  ?"  Mary 
Leslie  demanded,  joy  kindling  in  her  eye. 

'^  He  has  been  with  me  a  short  time,  and  it 
was  a  lucky  chance  that  brought  him  among 
us,  for  to  a  cool  head,  he  adds  the  courage  of  a 
lion,  and  the  gentleness  of  a  lamb.'' 

^*  And  why  did  you  not  bring  this  modem 
Amadis  hither  ?^  Lady  Penelope  asked,  as  she 
watched  with  a  malignant  smile  the  colour  that 
went  and  came  in  the  Scottish  maiden's 
cheek. 
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"  Becaaae,  fair  lady,  though  a  trusty  ; 
tried  follower,  still  he  is  among  mj'  servitors, 
and  therefore  do  meet  companion  for  the  &ir 
and  noble."  "Now  shame  on  thee,  Charles,  thus 
to  vilify  one  I  have  set  my  mind  on  floding 
come  of  gentle  blood.  How  say  you,  belLi 
Maria,  is  it  not  a  foul  aspersion  thus  to  desig- 
nate your  devoted  champion  a  menial  }" 

"  If  noble  feeling,  and  a  generous  heart  could 
confer  nobility  on  their  possessor,"  Mary  an- 
swered warmly,  "  then  would  Harry  Knox 
indeed  be  deemed  right  noble.  If  to  succour 
the  helpless  and  oppressed  be  the  highest  duty 
of  a  true  son  of  chivalry,  then  might  he  rank 
with  the  proudest  belted  knight  of  Christen- 
dom. But,"  she  added,  checking  herself  as 
§he  marked  the  meaning  glance  that  passed 
between  her  auditors,  "  the  line  of  demarca- 
tion drawn  between  the  high-born  and  the 
lowly,  may  not  be  disregarded,  and  thus  white  1 
bear  witness  to  his  greatness  of  soul,    I^ocd. 
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Mountjoy  is  right,  Harry  Knox,  if  a  menial,  is 
no  companion  for  the  noUe.'^ 

^  Now  out  on  you  for  a  eold-hearted  aristo- 
crat/' Lady  Penelope  said,  ^  I  will  cite  you 
before  the  tribunal  of  the  puissant  judge  Cupid, 
and  have  you  condemned  by  all  the  laws  of 
true  love,  and  its  Attendant  romance,  and  your 
punishment  shall  be  to  wade  through  the  an- 
nals of  the  court;  wherein  is  recorded  how  love, 
who  delights  in  overcoming  obstacles,  has  times 
out  of  number  broken  through  that  line  you 
speak  of,  even  as  it  were  the  spider's  flimsy 
web,  and  by  his  own  all  conquering  power, 
matched  the  prince  with  the  peasant." 

^'  Surely  not  matched,''  Mary  Leslie  said 
proudly,  '^  such  ill-sorted  union  can  rarely  pro- 
duce the  congeniality  of  heart  and  feeling  which 
ought  to  follow  so  sacred  an  engagement." 

*'  Well,  well,  we  will  not  argue  the  point," 
said  Lady  Penelope,  rising,  ^  we  have  already 
had  a  long  discussion  about  I  scarcely  know 
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what,  beginning  vrith  an  ugly  man  you  sa; 
peered  at  you  over  the  wall,  nnd  ending  with 
that  dullest  of  all  subjects — matrimony.  Come, 
Charles,  unless  you  are  lulled  into  slumber  by 
our  powers  of  preaching,  we  will  in  and  try 
what  a  merry  song  can  effect  towards  driving 
fear  from  la  belle  Maria,  and  a  6t  of  vaptmn 
from  me." 

"  1  am  ever  prompt  to  obey  you,  lady  ;  and 
yet,  could  1  choose,  I  would  linger  bere,  and 
listen  again  to  those  sweet  sounds  which  bare 
now  blessed  my  ears," 

"  Yet  bethink  thee,  flatterer,  that  I  do  invite 
thee  to  listen  to  heavenly  music,  albeit  breathed 
by  mortal  lips.  Come,  you  shall  judge  of  the 
duet  we  have  been  trying  together;  your  skill 
and  voice  will  mend  our  attempt."  She  led 
the  way  to  the  house,  and  soon  absorbed  in 
gentle  harmony  they  ceased  to  think  of  the 
incident  which  for  a  time  had  occupied 
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In  otic  of  the  dark  and  gloomy  dens,  for  so  the 
houses  in  ancient  London  may  without  offence 
be  termed,  seated  by  a  rude  oaken  table,  which, 
with  a  heap  of  rushes  spread  in  one  corner  aa  a 
bed,  and  an  iron  lamp,  formed  the  furnitnre  of 
that  low  chamber,  might  be  seen  a  man  of 
rather  beyotid  the  middle  age,  whose  swarthy 
and  sun-burnt  face,  told  of  years  passed  in 
warring  with  the  elements,  while  fierce  passions 
witbin,  had  aided  atin  and  wind  in  hoUowiog 


the  furrowB,  with  which  his  brow,  and  chei 
were  deeply  ploughed.  It  was  a  feart'ul  looking 
face,  one  that  children  cannot  withdraw  their 
wondering  gaze  from,  while  the  aileoce  of  their 
merry  voices,  the  dilated  eje,  and  deepened 
color,  shew  it  is  not  love  that  thus  Exes  them. 
A  red  tight  fell  on  the  lower  part  of  the  face, 
strongly  marking  the  lines  about  the  mouth, 
with  its  grizzled  moustache,  short  curljr  beard 
of  the  same  hue,  und  the  thick  bifll  neck  which 
was  bare.  The  forehead  and  eyes  were  at  the 
same  time  throwD  into  deep  shadow,  by  a  pecu- 
liar kind  of  bonnet  which  the  man  wore.  He 
appeared  deep  in  thought,  nod  the  Btillness 
around,  for  the  hour  of  midnight  bad  struck, 
offered  no  interruption  to  his  meditations.  A 
hollow  and  startling  laugh  at  last  broke  from 
him,  as  if  in  derision  of  what  was  occupying  his 
thoughts. 

"  Fool  that  I  am !"  he  said  gnuhiog  his 
teeth,  "  whenever  I  turn,  the  baby  face  of  t] 
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girl  is  before  me — and  why  cannot  I  at  onoe 
gratify  the  love  that  gnaws  me  like  a  vulturef 
and  the  revenge  that  equals  it  in  fiercetiett  of 
desire  ?  I  have  more  than  once  been  near  her 
when  she  dreamed  not  of  me — have  I  turned 
oonrd,  to  fear  the  shrill  screams  tf  a  woman  ? 
Pshaw  ;  they  have  rung  in  my  cars  tili  they 
seemed  but  a  merry  tune — or  mayhap  the  dag- 
ger of  that  young  apringal,  whose  death  I  have 
iwom,  Beared  me  from  my  prey.  He  had  been 
ten  foot  deep  in  earth  before  this,  but  she  cares 
not  for  him,  so  I  will  let  bim  lire  to  feel  the 
pangs  of  disappointment — Tracy  must  fall  first. 
He  stopped,  as  if  some  momentary  feeling  of 
remorse  checked  his  blood  thu^ty  resolve,  but 
old  in  crime,  the  cloud  passed  awayt  and  left 
the  wretch  cool  and  settled  in  purpose.  Hit 
soliloquy  however,  was  at  an  end,  and  whit 
more  he  meditated,  waa  locked  in  the  secret 
chambers  of  his  breast. 

Presently  the  door  opened,  and  a  man  muf- 
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fled  in  &  cloak,  stole  apon  bis  solitude. 
intruder's  step  was  noiseless,  and  he  laid  hia 
haud  on  Kirk's  shoulder  to  inform  him  of  hia 
presence,  a  movement  which  bad  nearly  coil 
him  dear,  for,  forgetting  his  appointment  with 
this  worthy  coadjutor,  and  believing  the  hour 
was  ut  hand,  when  before  an  earthly  tribunal 
he  must  render  an  account  of  the  crimes  he  had 
committed,  as  well  as  those  he  was  at  that  mo> 
ment  plotting.  Kirk  sprang  like  a  tiger 
the  man  at  his  elbow,  and  fixing  his  gripe  on 
the  wretch's  throat,  half  choked  him,  before 
was  aware  of  his  error. 

"  St.   Andrew !"  be  exclaimed   looung 
fingers  from   his  victim's   neck,  "  coulds*t 
speak,  and  say  it  was  a  friend  ?  Many  I  thoiigfal 
'twas   some   one  come   with   a  message    from 
Beelzebub." 

"  Old  friends  are  not  always  uppermost  in 
one's  thoughts,"  the  stranger  said  doggedly,  w 
he  slowly  recovered  from  his   rough   welcome. 


on 

^ 

not        I 
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and  threw  off  the  ample  garment^  in  the  folds 
of  which  he  was  involved,  losing  as  he  did  so,  a 
considerable  portion  of  his  apparent  size,  for  as 
he  now  stood  by  the  side  of  the  muscular  Scot 
they  formed  a  striking  contrast,  the  one  bearing 
a  close  resemblance  to  the  gnarled  oak,  when 
the  storms  of  many  winters  have  stripped  the 
verdure  which  once  gladdened  the  eye,  while 
the  other  was  the  willow,  in  all  save  its  grace- 
fulness, pliant  to  every  breeze.  His  thin  body, 
and  length  of  limb,  seemed  peculiarly  adapted 
to  insinuation,  which  was  further  confirmed  by 
a  hatchet  shaped  head  and  face ;  his  cheeks  ap- 
peared to  have  withdrawn  into  the  mouth,  to 
whisper  secrets  they  feared  might  be  overheard 
by  the  ears — there  was  no  mistaking  that  man, 
traitor  and  spy  were  visibly  stamped  on  every 
outline^  and  yet,  though  he  thus  bore  the  out- 
ward  and  visible  sign  of  that  uhich  wrought 
within,  this  villain  had  wound  himself  into  the 
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confidence  of  the   Earl  of  Essex,  to  wl 
])erformed  the  office  of  secretary. 

It  vers  tedious  to  analyse  all  the  hidden  mo- 
tivea  which  gave  birth  to  the  rancour  existing 
in  this  man's  luart  against  his  friend,  and  bene- 
factor ;  perchance  it  arose  from  that  perveraiij, 
sometimes  found  in  human  nature,  leading 
men  to  hate  and  injure  others,  for  possesuDg 
talents  and  virtues,  to  which  they  themselves 
cannot  attain ;  or  it  might  be,  that  Essex  in 
some  unguarded  moment,  had  indeed  given 
cause  of  olTence  to  hie  secretary ;  be  this  as  it 
may,  Cuffu  had  closely  leagued  himself  with 
those,  who  were  most  inimical  to  his  master*! 
safety. 

It  was  not  long  before  Raleigh,  and  others  of 
the  party  which  aimed  at  overthrowing  the 
favorite,  learned  how  subtle  a  serpent  bad 
crept  into  the  confidence  of  tbeir  foe,  and  the 
potent  spell  of  gold  soon  bound  to  them  tbis 
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powerful  auxiliary  in  their  hellish  plots.    At 
that  time  the  Queen,  irritated  by  the  insinua- 
tions of  his  enemies,  joined  to  his  own  peevish^ 
and  impatient  letters,  which  came  post,  after 
post,  while  at  the  same  time,  the  rebels  he  had 
been  sent  to  subdue,  were  daily  gaining  head 
was  loud  in  her  expressions  of  dissatisfaction, 
and  to  confirm  his  royal  mistress  in  this  humour, 
two  of  Raleigh's  agents  were  even  now  met  for 
the  purpose  of  finding  some  unguarded  expres- 
sion, which  being  convey^  to  the    Queen, 
might  widen  the  breach  between  herself  and 
her  minion.     It  may  easily  be  imagined  this 
was  no  difficult  task  for  one  in  Cuffe's  situation, 
he  having  remained  at  home  during  his  master's 
expedition  to  Ireland,under  plea  of  indisposition. 
The   Secretary  now  took   from   his   bosom  a 
packet  of  letters,  and,  while  the  eye  of  his  com- 
panion glcAsimed  with  delight,  drew  Kirk  for- 
ward to  the  table  to  examine  them  by  means  of 
the  lamp.    After  looking  over  one  or  two. 
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without  appearing  to  find  anj^thing  satisfafl 
lory,  Ciifie  uttered  att  expressloa  of  triumpb,  as 
holding  the  letter  he  was  perusing  towards 
Kirk,  he  pointed  to  a  passage  in  it,  while  the 
demoniacal  smile  that  curled  hia  lip  was  com- 
ment sufficient ;  a  like  expressioo  stole  over  his 
companion's  countenance,  as  he  read,  and  then 
th^ir  eyes  met,  giving  mute  testimony  of  t 
kindred  spirits  that  inspired  them. 

"  The  gold  ia  your  own,  comrade,"  Kirfc  < 
served  J  '=  Saint  Andrew,  but  you  are  a  lud 
dog !" 

"  It  had  all  but  escaped  me,"  the  other 
answered;  "  the  writing  was  seni  to  his  sister, 
but  it  chanced  that  he  directed  it  to  me,  in  I 
hurry  when  called  out  to  order  hia  men  i 
Borae  skirmish.  Marry,  1  knew  not  what  a 
precious  document  I  held,  when  after  juac 
glancing  over  a  few  worda  1  put  it  by  « 
some  other  papers  to  bo  burnt,  for  I  guu 
the  lady,  who    I  hear  is  as  proud  as  I>ucill 
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would  not  be  best  pleased  to  find  I  had  been 
before  hand  with  a  letter  of  hers.  But  how 
shall  we  so  order  it  that  the  words  here  set 
down^  may  reach  Queen  Bess*s  eye,  and  she 
not  suspect  they  were  foully  gained,  for  she  has 
a  hawk's  eye  in  such  matters  T'^ 

^*  We  must  leave  that  to  Raleigh,  he  has  the 
art  of  Beelzebub  himself ;  let  him  once  clutch 
the  letter  and  it  will  work  its  ends.'' 

*^  But  does  Raleigh  indeed  think  a  few  words, 
even  though  they  should  reflect  on  the  good 
old  lady  who  sits  so  high  that  nothing  ought  to 
reach  her,  will  work  so  powerfully  as  to  withdraw 
her  favor  from  Essex  ?*' 

Kaieigh  knows  Queen  Bess  better  than  you, 
or  1,  jind  he  swears  there  is  nothing  save  such 
afi  insult  as  this,  but  she  will  forgive,  aye,  and 
love  him  the  better  for  her  anger  ;  but  to  dis* 
parage  her  beauty  will,  he  says,  be  the  minion's 
total  ruin." 

'^  Ha,  ha,  ha !  who  would  not  be  the 
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favorite  of  a  woman  1  why  Essex  has    been  i 
dear  to  her  as  the  light  of  da^,  aod  yet  for  one 
word  of  truth  he  is  to  be  tumbled  from  hia  perch, 
it  may  be  with  the  loss  of  a  head." 

"  Those  who  are  the  means  of  fetching  hioi 
off  that  perch,"  Kirk  said,  "  must  have  special 
care  he  never  lifts  up  again ;  I  doubt  if  it  would 
be  of  much  use  ever  to  have  lowered  it,  if  the 
power  is  left  him,  still  to  tickle  the  ear  of  hia 
miBtress  with  flattery." 

"  Let  us  once  get  him  down,"  Cufie  answa 
pressing  as  he  sytoke  the  heel  of  his  boot  o 
floor,  as  if  in  the  act  of  crushing  some  noxious 
reptile,  "  and  never  trust  tlie  word  of  man  if  be 
lives  to  take  vengeance  on  those  who  have  laid 
him  low." 

"  And  how,  if  this  Ittter  should  not  succeed?" 

"  He  must  not  live  to  hear  the  plots  formed, 
while  he  was  away ;  the  Irish,  as  I  am  told,  arc 
bold,  and  daring,  and  will  blindly  risk  life  and 
limb  to  have  their  revenge ;  1  know  Esaex  never 
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yet  hid  himself  from  friend  or  foe^  an  arrow  is 
soon  sped,  a  dagger  is  sharp." 

^'  When  guided  by  a  sure  hand ;  yet,  even 
then,  the  arrow  may  miss  its  mark,  or  the  point 
of  the  dagger  may  break.  But  there  is  a  surer 
means ;  one  swifter  than  the  arrow,  more  trusty 
than  steel,  and  more  subtle  in  its  approach  than 
either." 

^  What  mean  you  ?"  Cuffe  asked  in  sur- 
prise. 

^'  Marry,  I  mean  the  black  powder  that  the 
devil  gave  to  the  German  monk — when  he 
wants  to  send  a  blessing  to  us  poor  mortals,  a 
monk  has  always  been  found  the  best  channel." 

^^  You  are  talking  of  gunpowder,^'  Cuffe  re- 
joined carelessly,  ^'  for  my  part  I  hold  a  good 
tolcdo  or  the  stiletto  of  Italy  the  readiest,  and 
surest  means,  of  dealing  with  an  enemy ;  I  have 
seen  little  of  the  effects  of  what  you  speak.'' 

''  Nor  I/'  Kirk  answered, ''  till  I  had  dealings 
with  one  who  taught  me  its  uses.    I  have 
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wished  somelimes  lie  had  left  me  as  ignorant  of 
them  as  he  found  me ;  but  'tis  no  good  wishing, 
what'd  done,  can't  be  undone." 

"  And  what  boots  it  thinking  of  ^rbat  is 
done  ?"  Cuffe  replied,  while  the  restless  glance 
of  his  light  grey  eye,  plainly  betokened  that  all 
was  not  at  peace  nithin,  *'  a  few  short  years 
and  we  shall  be  the  nothings  we  were  before 
chance  threw  us  into  the  shapes  we  wear. 
Hark  ye.  Kirk,  men  say  you  once  preached  the 
precious  stuff  they  tell  us  about  another  world — 
dost  believe  it  ?" 

"  I  have  done  my  best  to  forget  such  trai 
some  lore,  yet,  I  will  confess,  comrade,  that 
times  something  will  whisper,  what  the 
old  fathers  taught  may  be  true.  But  a 
to  such  reeol lections,  they  shall  be  turned 
adrift  as  easily  as  the  habit  I  once  wore  was, 
ccod  I  I  took  special  care  the  Geneva  cluok  and 
band,  never  peeped  from  under  the  rover's  cost 
— but  come,  you  have  stirred  up  thoughts 
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must  be  quieted."  He  took  from  the  cupboard 
a  flask  of  liquor^  and  two  drinking  horns^  then 
pledging  his  companion  in  a  bumper,  drained 
off  the  intoxicating  draught,  with  an  eagerness 
ihat  shewed  how  anxious  he  felt,  to  drown  the 
the  uneasy  feelings  his  partner  in  iniquity  had 
aroused,  by  an  allusion  to  the  grade  he  once 
held  in  society. 

^<  It  waxes  late/'  Cuffe  observed  as  he  set 
down  the  cup,  *'and  I  don't  know  yet  what  is 
to  be  done  with  this  precious  letter." 

"  Why  you  fool !  it  must  be  given  to 
Raleigh,  or  Mountjoy,  if  you  like  him  better ; 
cither  will  gladly  pay  the  marks  you  bargained 
for." 

^^  But  you  forget,  may  I  not  be  seen  within 
a  mile  of  them  without  creating  suspicion/' 

^^  And  therefore  am  I  here  most  puissant 
Cuffe,"  Kirk  said,  looking  contemptuously  on 
tlie  secretary's  spare  form,  as  he  stood  in  his 
uncertainty,   ^  to  ease  you  of  a  burden  that 
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sorely  oppresses  you ;  giTe  me  Ihe  p 

and  trust  to  my  brio^g  it  safe  to  Raleigh's 

hand." 

"  There  would  be  small  wit  in  that,"  Cuffb 
rejoined,  then  added,  as  he  marked  the  storm 
which  gathered  on  Kirk's  brow  at  the  implied 
doabt  of  hia  honorable  intentions.  "  No 
reflections  on  you,  comrade,  I  know  y 
honor  is  spotless  as  my  own." 

"  Nay,  if  you  give  me  credit  for  as  mucl 
honesty  as  you  possess,"  Kirlc  said  with  a 
a  laugb,  "  Old  Nick  will  have  a  better  bargiun 
in  me  than  I  thought  for — but  e'en  do  with  the 
paper  what  ye  list ;  I  will  tell  Raleigh  you  have 
it,  and  he  may  get  it  from  you  the  best  way  he 
can — and  now  I  think  yonder  is  the  grey 
of  the  njorniog  beginning  to  peep,  so  if  you 
don't  wish  to  be  seen,  you  had  best  be  jogging  ; 
and  for  all  the  good  you  have  done  coining  to  tne 
you  might  as  well  have  been  in  your  bed." 
Divided  between  his  fear  of  offending 
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with  whose  desperate  character  he  was  fully 
acquainted;  and  his  consciousness  of  the  risk  he 
ran,  should  he  place  the  letter^  for  which  he 
expected  to  receive  an  enormous  sum^  in  the 
hands  of  one  so  totally  devoid  of  principle^ 
Cuffe  stood  the  living  picture  of  indecision^ 
while  his  companion  watched  him  with  all  that 
contempt  depicted  in  his  countenance^  which 
the  bold  and  hardened  ruffian  may  be  supposed 
to  entertain  towards  one  less  flinty  by  nature^ 
or  not  yet  sufficiently  plunged  in  crime  to  have 
lost  all  fear.  At  length  Kirk  cut  the  matter 
short  by  suddenly  darting  on  the  papers  the 
secretary  heldj  his  hand  half  advanced  as  if  to 
give  them,  while  some  latent  suspicion  still  held 
it  back  ;  and  thrusting  the  letter  into  his  bosom 
with  one  hand^  while  the  other  was  •  employed 
in  keeping  Cuife  at  arm's  length  ;  for  finding 
the  treasure  thus  torn  from  his  grasp^  the  se- 
cretary sprang  on  him  like  a  cat, 

^<  No  noise !''  Kirk  said,    with    provoking 
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coolness^  as  he  firmly  grasped  the  writhing 
secretary^  ^^  jou  forget^  man^  there  are  those  at 
hand  you  would  be  sorry  should  find  you  here. 
Go  home^  and  trust  to  me;  there  is  honour  you 
know,  even  among  thieves,  and  though  I  might 
wrong  all  the  world  beside,  yet  it  shall  never  be 
said  of  me,  by  the  man  who  is  my  partner.'^ 

Finding  resistance  useless,  Cuffe  slowly  and 
sullenly  drew  back  from  his  powerful  adver- 
sary, saying — 

*'  Look  you,  do  not  deceive  me  Kirk,  for  as 
you  are  a  living  man,  you  shall  not  escape  me, 
if  you  prove  false." 

"  And  see  to  it,"  Kirk  answered  fiercely, 
*^  that  you  do  not  threaten  me,  Master  Cuffe  ; 
for  as  there  is  a  heaven  above  us,  he  who  docs 
so,  shall  be  food  for  worms  before  he  knows 
where  he  is.  Tush  man  !  *tis  but  a  little  rats* 
bane  in  a  glass  of  Nants,  or  a  couple  of  inches 
of  cold  steel.  But  fare  thee  well,  my  worthy 
mate,  the  gold  shall  be  \nth  thee  anon." 
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So  saying,  ^e  with  little  ceremony  opened 
the  door  for  the  secretary  to  pass,  and  having 
secured  it  after  hia  departure,  Kirk  threw  him- 
self upon  the  rushes  to  seek  repose. 
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CHAPTER   VUI. 


CoNriDENT  that  our  readers  are  fully  ao 
quainted  with  the  various  transactions  that  took 
place  during  the  sojourn  of  Essex  in  the  sister 
kingdom,  we  will  not  delay  our  narrative  by  a 
recapitulation ;  it  is  sufficient  to  remark^  that 
the  cabal  in  England^  which  had  plotted  the 
favorite^s  ruin,  had^  as  it  would  appear,  suc- 
ceeded beyond  their  most  sanguine  expectations; 
yet,  it  is  probable,  that  all  his  misconduct  in 
Ireland,  joined  to  their  malicious  reports,  might 
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have  been  pardoned  by  his  partial  sovereign^ 
but  for  that  luckless  sentence  we  have  before 
alluded  to  as  discovered  by  Cuffe^  in  a  letter 
intended  for  Lady  Penelope,  and  which  his  re- 
lentless enemy,  Raleigh,  took  care  should  be 
placed  before  the  eyes  of  Queen  Elizabeth  with 
every  possible  aggravation.  The  passage  de- 
clared that  ^^  her  conditions  were  as  crooked  as 
her  carcass  !^  and  she  whose  masculine  under- 
standing and  strength  of  mind  enabled  ber  to 
rule  a  powerful  nation  with  a  rod  of  iron,  was, 
nevertheless,  unable  to  conquer  the  feeling  of 
mortified  vanity  to  which  these  few  words  gave 
rise  ;  for,  ever  open  to  the  grossest  flattery,  on 
the  score  of  personal  attractions,  old  age  hadl 
not  abated  in  Elizabeth  one  tittle  of  this  most 
despicable  of  human  follies. 

The  indignation  which  glowed  in  her  boicrai 
broke  forth  into  bitter  reproaches^  when  the 
news  reached  the  Queen  that  Elssex  bad  agreed 
to  a  cessation  of  anna  until  the  first  of  May ; 
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a  course  of  proceeding  which  rendered  this 
expensive  undertaking  wholly  abortive.  Eliza* 
beth  failed  not  to  let  the  Earl  know  how 
dissatisfied  she  felt  with  his  proceedings^  and 
at  the  same  time  peremptorily  commanded  him 
to  remain  in  Ireland  until  further  orders. 

Glorying  in  his  success  both  in  love  and 
politics^  Mountjoy  no  longer  made  a  secret  of 
his  pretensions  to  the  hand  of  Lady  Penelope 
Devereux ;  and  every  moment  that  could  be 
snatched  from  the  business  in  which  his  in- 
trigues at  Court  involved  him,  was  spent  at  the 
feet  of  his  fair  enslaver,  who  forgot  in  the  satis- 
faction she  felt  in  listening  to  his  impassioned 
vows  that  it  was  to  the  deadly  enemy  of  her 
noble  brother  she  thus  yielded  up  her  heart. 
True  the  interposition  of  the  Queen  had  pro- 
duced a  seeming  reconciliation  between  these 
powerful  rivals,  but  Lady  Penelope  had  heard 
the  deep  oath  Essex  swore,  that  he  would  root 
out  his  hated  foe ;  while  the  words  which  from 
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time  to  time  fell  from  her  lover's  lips  might 
have    convinced  her,    that  even  love  for  her 
•had  not  softened  one  feeling  of  his  political 
enmity. 

The  morning  was  hot  and  oppressive,  and 
Lady  Penelope  Devereux,  languidly  reclining  on 
a  couch  was  endeavouring  to  forget  the  dis*- 
comfort  caused  by  the  weather,  in  times,  when 
the  style  of  dress  was  less  adapted  to  heat  than 
in  these  days  of  gossamer  and  muslin.  Mount- 
joy  sitting  at  her  feet  was  reading  Shakespeare's 
new  tragedy ;  while,  seated  in  the  deep  recess  of 
the  window,  Mary  Leslie  was  busily  employed 
at  her  embroidery.  Suddenly  their  quiet  was 
interrupted  by  the  clatter  of  horses'  feet  in  the 
paved  court;  and  before  time  was  given  to 
enquire  the  cause  of  these  sounds,  the  door  of 
the  apartment  was  flung  open,  and,  covered 
with  dust,  the  Earl  of  Essex  entered,  followed 
by  Tracy.  A  shnek  of  mingled  surprise  and 
delight  broke  from  Lady  Penelope^  as  forgetting 
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her  fancied  suffering  from  the  heat,  she  spn 
from  the  couch,  and  with  all  the  feeling  and 
energy  which  really  belonged  to  her  character,  ■ 
threw  herself  into  her  brother's  arms.  While 
their  greeting  paescil,  the  situation  of  Lord 
Mountjoy  was  sufficiently  eroharrusiog ;  the 
quick  eye  of  Essex  had  glanced  on  bitn  as 
be  entered,  but  Lady  Penelope's  movement 
diverted  the  Karl's  attention  from  his  en- 
emy. Nothing  however  occurred  to  remova 
the  eyes  of  Tracy  from  his  fortunate  rival,  upon 
whom  he  glared,  with  the  ferocious  expression 
of  some  beast  of  prey  just  prepared  to  spring. 
His  furious  looks  were  returned  by  Lord  Mount- 
joy,  who,  placing  them  solely  to  the  account  of 
Tracy's  well  known  attachment  to  Essex,  con- 
cluded he  resented  his  appearance  In  the  abode 
of  his  patron.  Mary  Leslie  marked  the  gather- 
ing storm,  and  hastened  to  prevent  its  bursting 
forth,  at  least  in  the  present  moment.  Quit- 
ting her  embroidery,  she  came  forward,  wit 
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that  mingled  dignity  and  timidity  which  fire* 
quently  accompanies  a  movement  m^d  on 
the  one  hand  by  a  sense  of  duty^  while  on  the 
other^  a  fear  will  arise  in  the  sensitive  mind 
lest  that  approach  may  carry  with  it  a  sem- 
blance of  boldness.  Holding  out  her  hand 
with  a  frankness  that  had  in  it  something 
mortifying  to  Tracy's  vanity,  since  it  plainly 
said^  ^  I  am  indifierent  about  you/'  she  eon- 
gratalated  him  on  his  return  to  England. 

By  this  time  Essex  had  disengaged  himself 
from  Lady  Penelope,  and  greeted  Lo/d  Mount- 
joy  with  all  that  coiutesy  for  which  he  was  so 
celebrated,  though  the  coldness  and  gravity  of 
his  demeanour,  while  he  paid  his  compliments 
to  this  unexpected  guest,  marked  that  if 
Mountjoy  had  been  met  any  where  save  under 
his  own  roof  they  would  have  been  more  negli* 
gently  rendered. 

^'  And  now.  Pen,"  the  Earl  said,  playfully 
addressing  his  sister,  as  he  threw  himself  into 
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a  chair,  "  hast  thou  nothing  to  bestow  on  two 
weary  wights,  who,  from  impatience  to  pay 
their  devoirs  to  the  fair  stars  that  rule  their 
destiny,  have  ridden  fast  and  far,  not  slacking 
their  pace  even  to  break  their  fast." 

"  I  know  not  what  pretensions  Miss  Leslie 
may  have  to  such  a  proof  of  anxiety  to  behold 
her,"  Lady  Penelope  said  somewhat  haughtily^ 
"  but,  for  my  part,  I  disclaim  all  such  flattery, 
since  a  brother^s  affection,  how  ardent  soever, 
seldom  leads  to  such  serious  sacrifices." 

"  You  are  right,  Pen,''  Essex  answered,  "  the 
star  that  attracts  my  devotion  is  not  that  of  my 
own  house ;  the  comet's  blaze  suits  the  eye  of 
Devereux  best,  and  though  the  fair  star  that 
graces  his  line  has  not  its  equal  for  loveliness,, 
yet  must  its  sweet  influence  yield  to  the  daz- 
zling splendour  of  the  sun  at  noon-day." 

"  A  truce  with  your  comparisons,  Devereux,** 
the  lady  said  impatiently,  "  as  I  never  had  the 
presumption  to  soar  my  falcon  against  that  of  a 
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Quecn^I  need  not  be  remiaoedof  my  inferiority ; 
but  see,  Romeo  has  been  endowed  with  more 
than  mortal  fleetness,  and  has  spread  a  banquet 
fit  for  Oberon  and  Titania^  with  all  their  elfin 
court;  were  it  not  unmaidenly  to  partake  of 
the  wine  cup  at  such  an  hour^  I  would  pledge 
you  in  some  of  that  Malvoisie  they  tell  me  is  so 
rare,  but  I  doubt  not  my  Lord  of  Mountjoy 
will  stand  my  champion  in  such  a  cause." 

Not  darinfi^  to  refuse  the  commands  of  one 
whose  slightest  wish  had  become  a  law  to  him^ 
Mountjoy  took  from  the  page's  hand  the  cup 
he  presented,  but  observing  that  Tracy,  by 
Essex's  invitation^  was  about  to  join  in  the 
pledge,  he  put  down  the  untasted  wine^  saying 
haughtily,  ^^  1  drink  not  with  serving  men." 

The  smothered  fire,  which  had  been  kept 
under  for  a  time  by  courtesy^  blazed  forth  at 
this  insult ;  the  blades  of  both  Elssex  and  Tracy 
half  started  from  the  scabbard ;  Mountjoy ^s  lip 
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curled  in  contcm^  as  folding  his  arms  tw 
prepared  to  abide  the  coiuiag  BCorm.  Terrxv 
tor  her  lover's  safety,  caused  Lady  Penelope  to 
forget,  that  her  interference  was  htile  calculaf 
to  assuage  the  wrath  of  ber  brother ;  and  iti 
agony  of  ber  apprehension,  the  proud  lady 
tiling  herself  on  her  knees,  beseeching  Mouot- 
joy  to  quit  the  room. 

"  Rise,  Lady  Penelope,"  lie  said,  endeavouiwJ 
ing  to  raise  her  from  the  humtiiating  posture 
Ehe  had  assumed,  "  your  slightest  wish  is  ever 
my  law;  there  needs  not  this  degradation, 
which  it  pains  me  to  witness ;  e])eak  but  the 
word  dearest,  and  I  am  gone  ;  or  bid  me  abid* 
by  you,  and  meet  the  fate  yon  angry  meo 
threaten,  the  rock  shall  sooner  be  made  to  quit 
its  place  than  I,  when  at  your  side." 

Essex  advanced  to  take  bis  sister  from  MounU 
joy's  supporting  arm,  but  she  waved  him  from 
her  wiih  such  an  expression  of  determined  r«ao< 
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iution^  that  the  EarPs  further  progress  was 
arrested,  and  he  stood  uncertain  how  a  scene 
so  unaccountable  would  terminate. 

^^  Tou  must  leave  me  now,  Charles,"  Lady 
Penelope  said,  in  some  degree  recovering  her 
composure,  and  with  it  a  consciousness  of  the 
strange  exhibition  she  was  making  of  her  feel* 
ings,  in  the  presence  of  so  many  witnesses, 
'^  to-morrow  I  shall  see  you  again ;  meanwhile 
your  peace  shall  be  made  with  yonder  angry 
brother  of  mine.  No  reply,''  she  continued, 
putting  her  hand  on  his  mouth,  as  he  was  about 
to  protest  against  any  advances  being  made  in 
his  name  towards  a  reconciliation  with  the 
haughty  Earl,  '*  no  true  knight  ever  yet  hesi« 
tated  to  obey  the  commands  of  his  lady«love.** 

Mountjoy  pressed  his  lips  to  the  fair  hand 
that  imprisoned  them,  then  castmg  a  look  of 
scorn  and  defiance  on  his  enemies  slowly  with* 
drew. 

^*  What  means  all  this.  Lady  Penebpe?*' 
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Essex  said  sternly ;  *^  and  wherefore  do  I  find 
the  man^  I  most  detest,  in  this  house,  and  as  it 
should  seem,  the  lover  of  my  sister?** 

"  It  is  ill  arguing  with  a  hungry  maoj"  the 
lady  replied^  ^^  therefore  sit^  good  brother,  and 
when  you  have  satisfied  your  appetite,  I  will 
recount  all  that  I,  your  Joving  sister,  have 
effected  in  your  absence." 

"  Pshaw  !  Lady  Penelope,  this  is  no  season 
for  jesting ;  I  know  all  that  false  hireling  has 
done  towards  pulling  me  from  the  height  he 
envies ;  but  i  looked  not  to  find  him  among 
my  household  gods." 

^^  And  is  it  no  praise  to  me  ?"  Lady  Penelope 
asked,  ^^  that  I  have  gained  to  our  side,  one 
who  you  say  seeks  your  ruin/' 

"  Silly  wench  !  you  know  not  what  you  talk 
of;  as  soon  shall  the  dove  seek,  and  find  pro* 
tection  beneath  the  wing  of  the  unhooded  fal* 
con,  as  aught  belonging  to  me  find  safety  by 
the  side  of  Mountjoy.*' 
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^^  Nay,  you  tvrong  him,  Devereux ;  he  has  a 
heart  open  and  generous  as  youi  own/' 

'^  Well,  well,  we  will  not  dispute  the  pointy 
fair  lady ;  Mountjoy  must  reckon  with  me  for 
many  things,  and  among  the  rest  for  having 
enlislted  so  powerful  a  pleader  in  his  behalf — 
Come,  Tracy,  we  have  Uttle  time  to  lose ;  a  cup 
of  wine  will  enable  us  to  meet  our  friends  as 
well  as  foes  in  better  guise/' 

The  Earl  seated  himself  at  the  table,  swal- 
lowed two  or  three  morsels  of  food,  and  then, 
as  was  his  custom,  sat  for  a  considerable  time 
silent,  and  in  profound  thought. 

Who  shall  describe  the  mingled  emotions  of 
Henry  Tracy  ?  He  had  seen  Mountjoy  at  the 
feet  of  Ljidy  Penelope  Devereux ;  he  had  bc- 
lield  her  agony  for  his  safety  ;  and  every  woid 
and  look  that  pcissed  between  them,  too  plainly 
declared  their  mutual  love.  Here  then  was  an 
end  to  the  fairy  vision  he  had  delighted  to  in- 
dulge in ;  and  as  he  turned  his  eyes  from  the 
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will  determine  whether  the  star  of  Devereux 
culminates  in  more  than  its  ancient  brightness^ 
or  sinks  into  darkness  for  ever/* 

'^  Your  interview  with  her  highness  this 
morning  was  favorable,**  Tracy  observed  •*  if 
we  may  judge  by  the  satisfaction  visible  in  your 
face  when  your  audience  ended.** 

"Why  aye,  Tracy,  I  thank  God,  that  though 
many  troubles  and  storms  assailed  me  when 
abroad,  I  yet  found  a  sweet  and  pleasing  calm 
at  home." 

"  Was  the  Queen  prepared  to  receive  you  ?** 

*^  No,  no  Tracy,  I  gave  no  time  for  prepara- 
tion, credit  me.  1  know  our  royal  mistresses 
humour  better  than  to  let  "a  formal  announce- 
ment cool  the  reception  which  surprise  blessed 
mc  with.  I  stood  not  upon  form,  but  made 
my  way  directly  to  the  Queen*s  chamber,  where 
I  found  her  newly  risen,  with  her  hair  about 
her  ears  ;  time  has  been  busy  with  it  since 
bards  celebrated  the  brilliancy  of  those  golden 
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springes ;  but  as  you  may  guess,  I  was  at  such 
a  moment  blind  to  the  change.  The  queen  was 
flattered  by  the  ardour  with  which  I  kissed  the 
hand  she  graciously  extended  towards  me^  and^ 
in  her  fond  credulity^  believed  my  asseveration, 
that  impatience  again  to  behold  her  face  had 
caused  my  precipitate  step  in  thus  returning 
without  her  permission ;  and  yet,  I  know  not 
why,  Tracy,  in  spite  of  her  affectionate  recep- 
tion, my  heart  is  at  this  moment  sad,  and  a 
presentiment  of  coming  evil  seems  to  weigh 
heavily  on  my  spirit.'' 

'^  'Tis  weariness,  noble  Devereuz,  that  makes 
you  feel  thus  ;  bethink  you  how  far  we  have 
ridden  since  day-break.'' 

*^  I  have  ridden  further  ere  now,*'  Essex  said, 
'^  and  joined  in  a  lengthened  revel  afterwards, 
without  this  sense  of  slumber  being  on  my 
soul." 

"  A  few  hour's  rest,  and  all  will  be  well  with 
you,  noble  Essex;  meanwhile,  I'll  to  Drury 
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House,  and  summon  all  your  friends  to 
and  welcome  you  home  to  England." 
turned  to  look  again  at  Lady  Penelope 
reux,  but  she  had  disappeared.  Essex  rose  from 
Ihe  table,  and  as  he  led  the  apartment,  Tracy 
fitund  himself  alone  vith  the  very  being  with 
Trhom  he  vould  most  willingly  have  shuoned  a 
t^fe-d-fgle.  Hia  embarrassment  would  have  been 
somewhat  relieved,  had  Mary  Leslie,  as  before, 
invited  him  to  a  conference,  but  she  was  pro- 
vokingly  busy  with  her  needle,  and  appeared 
quite  unconscious  that  Tracy  and  herself  were 
the  sole  occupants  of  the  room.  Tracy's  fiery 
spirit  could  not  long  brook  the  servile  sense  of 
fear  that  for  a  moment  checked  it,  and  assti* 
niing  an  appearance  of  reckless  gatety>  at  that 
moment  most  foreign  to  his  feelings,  he  op- 
pruached  the  table  at  which  the  Scottiah  maiden 


"  Haa  Miss  Leslie"  he  said,  "  not  one  kind 
vord  to  welcome  a  friend  who  has  crosa 
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briny  ocean^  and  been  in  many  dangers  since 
he  last  saw  her  ?" 

^'  I  should  be  unworthy  to  possess  friends,'* 
she  replied,  ^^  could  I  see  them  leave  me,  and 
return,  without  sorrow  and  joy ;  and,  as  I  be* 
lieve  my  lips  have  already  uttered,  poorly  per- 
haps, but  sincerely,  the  welcome  1  felt  in  my 
heart/* 

"  Yet,  you  see,  that  welcome  did  not  satisfy 
me,  sweet  Mary;  one  such  look  as  greeted 
Essex,  would  have  been  more  than  a  thousand 
cold  words  such  as  were  spoken." 

^^  Were  I  blessed  with  a  brother,"  Mary  said 
with  a  sigh,  ^  1  too  might  be  permitted  to  shew 
him  that  affection  it  were  unmaidenly  to  bestow 
on  a  stranger." 

*'  A  stranger !  Is  then  the  contract  that 
bound  us  in  infancy  indeed  so  void  in  your 
opinion^  that  Tracy  may  not  claim  from  Mary 
Leslie  the  affection  of  a  sister?** 

^^  And  if  that  contract  is  voidy*'  she  answered, 
H  3 
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while  the  proud  blood  rose  throbbing   to  ] 
temples,  "  who  has  made  it  so  ?" 

"  Are   you  then   so   unforgiving,"  he  saa 
"  that  you  cannot  pass  over  a  foolish  attach- 
ment, which  it  may  he  was  idly  begun,  and  has 
been  bitterly  punished." 

"  I  grieve  for  the  diseppointment  which  1 
anaited  your  return  to  England,  and  could  : 
have  been  averted,  no  exertion  should  lia^ 
been  wanting  on  my  part  to  spare  you  such 
trial ;  but  you  have  chosen  your  own  path, 
Henry  Tracy,  and  in  obliging  xat  to  seek  i 
own,  you  have  raised  a  barrier  between 
which  neither  has  now  power  to  break  down.** 
"  Your  determination  is  cruel,  maiden,  nor 
will  I  believe  it  could  be  so  6rmly  taken,  were 
your  heart  not  in  possession  of  another  j  this  it 
is,  which  has  made  jou  so  readily  embrace  a 
priTtence,  which  I  perhaps  have  too  lightly  a£%_ 
fiifdcd  you,  to  break  otf  a»  engngem^t,  bal 
to  you  from  the  beginning." 
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"  You  wrong  me,  Henry  Tracy,**  the  maiden 
answered,  '^  deeply  wrong  me.  From  my 
earliest  childhood  I  have  been  impressed  with 
the  sacred  engagement  entered  into  for  me  by 
my  sainted  father,  thereby  securing,  as  he 
fondly  believed,  the  happiness  of  his  child's  life ; 
this  engagement  has  never  for  one  moment 
been  forgotten,  and  Mary  Leslie's  heart  was 
free  to  be  given  where  her  troth  had  been  so 
long  plighted.  But  still  I  trust  her  heart  was 
that  of  a  modest  maiden,  and  though  it  would 
have  been  yielded  readily  to  him  whose  right  it 
was,  yet,  it  could  not  be  given  unasked — ^what 
was  the  reception  I  met  in  this,  your  country  ? 
coldness,  and  aversion,  marked  your  demeanour 
towards  me — even  this  1  was  disposed  to  attri« 
butc  to  my  being  a  stranger  to  you — but  this 
slight  hope  was  soon  destroyed,  when  from  your 
own  lips  I  learnt  the  secret  of  your  attachment 
to  Lady  Penelope  Devereux ;  thus  outraged  in 
feeling,  1  ask  you,  Tracy,  where  is  the  woman 
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who  would  not  deeply  feel  the  injury  and  strive  \ 
to  steal  her  heart  against  the  cause  of  her"! 
tnortification  ?*' 

"  Nay,  fair  lady,  1  blame  you  not,  but  ap- 
plaud the  spirit  you  have  displayed — yet,  now, 
hear  me  confess  myself  n  truant  kuight,  who 
has  been  led  astray  by  a  will  o'  the  wisp,  and 
whocasts  himself  on  yovu-  mercy,  acknowledging 
the  error  of  bis  ways,  and  promising  amend- 
ment." 

"  May  your  good  intentions   be  fulfilled,'*'   i 
Mary  Leslie  answered  mildly,  "  and  the  rather 
thatit  will  bring  comfort  to  yoor  Lady  mother." 

"  And  will  the  wanderer's  return  give  no 
pleasure  to  a  younger  and  fairer  lady  ?  will  not 
the  generous  heart  of  Mary  Leslie  beat  quicker 
at  the  news?" 

"  The  heart  of  Mary  Leslie  is  not  a  fealhi-r 
to  be  carried  about  by  every  idle  wind  that 
blows;  you  are  now  influenced  by  the  spirit 
of  jealouKy,  Tracy,  and  while  that  fcclin 
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dominates,  you  believe  yourself  sincere  in  the 
determination  to  break  the  chains  that  have 
bound  you  ;  but  let  the  lovely  being  you  have 
so  long  worshipped,  bestow  on  you  one  of  her 
bright  smiles^  and  Mary  Leslie  would  again  be 
regarded  only  in  the  light  of  a  barrier  between 
you  and  happiness.'' 

^^  Now  by  heaven  you  do  not  know  me^  Miss 
Leslie,'^  Tracy  said,  starting  to  his  feet  with  one 
of  those  impetuous  bursts  of  feeling,  to  which  he 
was  ever  too  prone.  **  My  heart  is  proud  as 
your  own,  and  while  it  has  deeply  felt  the 
power  of  yon  fascinator,  it  has  just  as  keenly 
felt  the  avowed  rejection  of  its  homage.  The 
wife  of  Tracy  must  not  be  one  at  whose  feet 
another  has  been  seen  to  sigh — no,  I  must  wor- 
ship at  a  pure  shrine  which  has  never  been 
sullied  by  the  breath  of  mortal.'' 

**  Yet,  you  blame  me  for  the  very  sentiments 
you  have  now  avowed^  and  urge  my  accept- 
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aace  of  a  love,  which   a   few   hours  unce 
proffered  to  aoother." 

A  smile  played  on  Tracy's  lip,  bs  he  replii 
"The  bee  when  seeking  the  floweret  he  Ion* 
moat  dearly,  must  often  travel  (srin  qaeat  of  it ; 
and  v(bo  shall  blame  him  if  he  sips  the  nectv 
from  some  of  the  lovely  blossoms  that  alrew 
his  way  ?" 

"  I  imderstand  your  simile  ;  it  would  impi 
upon  me ;  that  I  must  not  look  for  aSectii 
that  has  not  at  least  been  offered  to  another 
the  reflection  is  mortifyiog, yet,  I  would  not  nil- 
lingly  occupy  the  place  of  any  idol,  which  has 
been  rudely  broken  from  its  base^  that  I  may 
be  elevated  to  it." 

"  Our  feelings  are  too  nearly  alfin,"  Ti 
said  gaily,  "  for  us  to  be  always  separated.' 
But  fare  you  welt  for  the  present ;  something 
whispers,  yours  is  the  firm  and  gentle  hand 
that  shall  guide  and  restrain  the  fiery  steed  un- 
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accustomed  to  bit  and  bridle — but  for  a  time 
I  need  all  my  uncurbed  spirit  to  bear  Essex 
and  myself  through  the  difficulties  that  beset 
our  path."  With  playful  gallantry,  mingled 
with  deep  respect,  Henry  Tracy  bent  his  knee 
to  the  ground  as  he  took  the  Scottish  maiden's 
hand^  and  having  pressed  it  to  his  lips  vanished 
from  the  room* 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


We  must  again  introduce  our  readers  to  a 
scene  similar  to  the  one  described  when 
Mountjoy^s  challenge  was  conveyed  to  the 
Earl  of  Essex^  and  beg  them  to  imagine  the 
same  set  of  persons  gathered  around  the  boards 
with  this  difference  however,  that  whereas  at 
the  former  period  they  were  there  assembled 
purely  for  rest  and  refreshment,  afler  the 
fatigues  of  their  morning's  sport,  their  present 
purport  took  a  darker  shade,  and  counsels  were 


MARY   STUART.  155 

urged,  and  listened  to,  which  might  well  have 
caused  the  hearer's  cheek  to  pale.    At  the 
upper  end  of  the  table  was  seated,  as  formerly, 
the  Earl  of  Essex,  his  contracted  brow  bearing 
testimony  to  the  anxious  thoughts  that  occupied 
his  mind ;    while  in  the  fiery  looks  of  those 
who  designated  themselves  his  friends,  might 
be  read  the  fierce  passions  that  were  awakened 
by  their  patron's  threatened  disgrace.    Well 
had  it  been  for  Essex  if  even  one  among  that 
circle  had  wisely  counselled  him  to  continue  in 
the  path  of  humiliation,  into  which  he  had  so 
happily  struck^  when  the  Queen's  displeasure 
was  first   made  plain  to  him  ;  but  they  all 
partook  too  largely  of  his  own  ambitious  nature, 
prompting  them  to  cry,  all  or  nothing ;   thus 
when  the  Earl's  angiy  passions  required  the 
oil  of  persuasivenesss,  they  increased  his  irrita- 
tion by  the  vinegar  of  discontent.    The  glory 
of  triumphing  over  his  enemies  was  set  forth 
in  terms  of  delusive  sophistry ;  while  revenge 
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was  urged  as  a  quality  so  essential  ia 
character  of  a  soldier,  that  his  bolter  aature 
vrsa  far  a  time  overpowered.  At  a  short  distance 
from  the  Earl's  chair  was  a  low  seat,  with  a 
kind  of  board  before  it,  and  occupied  by  bis 
secretary,  CaSe.  Essex  was  deeply  engaged 
in  perusing  a  paper  the  wily  Cuffe  bad  just 
handed  to  him,  and  the  red  spot  that  by  degrees 
settled  on  his  check  plainly  indicated  the  con- 
tents were  not  quite  palatable. 

"  Ashton,"  he  said,  throwing  the  scroll  from 
him  with  marks  of  violent  indignation  and  ad- 
dressing himself  to  his  chaplain,  "  Ashtoa,  you 
counselled  welt,  when  you  preached  to  me, — put 
not  your  trust  in  princes !  would  you  credit 
it,  my  brave  friends,"  he  added  looking  round, 
Essex  did  but  solicit  from  his  gracious  sove^ 
eign  and  most  indulgent  mistress  a  renewal  of 
the  monopoly  of  sweet  nines  she  was  once 
pleased  to  confer  on  bim.  And  lo  i  here  is  her 
answer,  writtea  with  her  owa  hand  and  eooi 
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in  her  own  royal  language, — ^*  An  ungovern-*- 
able  beast  must  be  stinted  in  its  provender !" 

^^  And  will  you  tamely  bear  this  new  insult, 
noble  Essex  ?"  a  deep  voice  demanded. 

^^  Noi  by  my  father's  head !''  he  answered 
while  his  eye  flashed,  and  the  veins  in  his 
foi*ehead  swelled  like  whipcord,  ^^  I  will  hurl 
that  and  all  my  other  wrongs  back  in  the  teeth 
of  this  proud  woman ;  Elizabeth  Tudor  shall 
yet  learn  what  it  is  to  rouse  the  spirit  of 
Dcvereux.*' 

*^  Then  why  delay  the  accomplishment  of 
your  righteous  purpose  1"  Tracy  asked,  '^  look 
round  Essex  on  this  band  of  noble  friends, 
each  willing  to  spend  his  last  drop  of  blood  in 
your  service ;  think  on  the  soldiers  who  adore 
you,  on  the  citizens,  who  as  soon  as  they  shall 
see  your  banner  will  not  fail  to  gather  round 
it.  All  is  ready,  and  yet  you  hesitate  to  touch 
the  spring  by  which  the  mighty  machine  will 
be  set  in  motion.^ 
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"  Tracy  oounseU  well,"  said  the  same  deep 
voice  that  seemed  to  rise  from  the  eartbj  ao 
sepulchral  were  its  tones,  "Draw  theaword, 
most  noble  Essex,  and  cast  away  tbe  scabbard, 
a  thousand  will  be  bared  at  the  stgoal,  %rfaicb 

given   by   our    sovereign  Robert    the    firel !  ■' 
"  Boldly  spoken.    Sir   Fernauilo,''  Tracy  said, 
unsheathing  his  blade,  "  and  miue  shall  be  the 
first  weapon  consecrated  to  this  my  gracion^^l 

"  Thanks  brave  friends  for  your  ready  ^^f/^^^M 
in   my   behalf!"    Essex  said,   while    gratiOi^^H 
pride  spoke  in  the  glance  of  his  dark  eye.       ^^^^H 

"  But  let  not  your  love  for  Devcreui   lead          il 
you  to  do  aught  that  may  prejudice  our  royal 
mistress.      Should    we    be   iudeed   unhappily 
driven  to  unshcath  the  sword  it  will  only  be  to 
drive  those  evil  counsellors  from  her  presence^ 
who  have  poisoned  her  ear  against  her  faithful            " 
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have  compelled  us  to  take  up  arms  in  self 
defence.*' 

**  The  Queen  grows  old,''  another  of  the 
party  observed,  ^*  and  cannot  live  long ;  who  is 
so  fit  to  fill  her  vacant  chair  as  the  darling  of 
all  true  English  hearts  ?'' 

<*  I  have  borne  much  from  Elizabeth  Tudor,** 
the  Earl  observed,  as  if  seeking  some  plausible 
pretext  for  listening  to  opinions  so  inimical  to 
his  Sovereign,  **  more  than  the  free  spirit  of 
an  Englishman  ought  to  have  submitted  to ; 
but  Elssex  has  been  as  the  patient  ass,  crouch- 
ing his  back  to  the  burden,  and  paid  for  his 
ready  services  by  blows — God  of  my  fathers ! 
do  I  live  to  confess  that  such  dishonor  has 
indeed  been  mine,  even  though  the  hand  that 
struck  was  a  woman's  !*' 

''It  was  a  gross  insult,''  Southampton  said, 
^  and  the  agressor  should  dearly  abye  the  foul 
wrong  she  did  you/' 

''  Vengeance  had  followed  even  at  the  very 
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moment,"  Essex  replied,  bis  frame  convulsed 
by  the  rage  which  never  failed  to  accompacy 
any  recurrence  to  the  indignity  he  had  received 
at  the  Queen's  haiid>  *'  but  I  Ustened  to  those 
viho  preached  patience;  yoUjA&bton,  wasone; 
you  even  went  so  far  as  to  imply  that  when  Ibe 
vilest  of  indignities  were  oHered  me,  religion 
enjoined  me  to  sue  for  pardon.  Can  it  indeed 
be  so  !  does  God  require  it  f  is  it  impiety,  as 
you  represent,  not  to  do  this  ?  To  subscribe  to 
such  a  creed  would  be  virtually  to  acknowledge, 
tvhat  a  free  born  Englishmao  never  can  accede 
to — that  princes  cannot  err— tliet  subjects  can 
receive  no  wrong  from  Ibem — it  would  be  ma- 
king  an  earthly  power  intinite.  Such  can  neve* 
be  my  opinion.  Let  those  who  would  make 
their  profit  of  princes,  show  no  sense  of  priooes* 
injuries.  Let  such,  if  they  list,  acknowledge 
an  absoluteness  on  earth)  equal  to  the  absolute 
infiiiiteoess  in  heaven — but  fur  me,  I  have  re- 
ceived wrong — 1  feel  it — my  cause  is  good,  «Dd 
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let  what  mftj  happen,  the  blessed  martyrs  o^ 
old  cannot  exhibit  a  mot^  noble  spectacle  of 
heroic  constancy  amidst  their  tortures,  than 
shall  be  displayed  by  Devereux,  in  suffering  all 
that  may  be  necessary  to  vindicate  his  tarnished 
honor.*' 

Loud  applause  greeted  the  noble  speaker  as 
he  concluded,  and  when  it  had  in  some  degree 
sunk  to  quietness,  the  deep  voice  of  Sir  Fer- 
nando was  again  heard. 

'^Foul  fall  the  recreant  knight,''  he  said, 
''  who  shall  flinch  from  the  side  of  his  leader 
in  his  rightful  quarrel  against  those  rulers  who 
have  done  him  such  despite.  Noble  Essex, 
true  hearts  are  round  you,  backed  by  strong 
arms,  and  added  to  these  now  present,  here  is 
a  paper  promises  many  more  of  the  same 
metal." 

He  handed  a  list  to  the  Earl,  containiog  the 
names  of  a  considerable  number  of  noblemen, 
knights,  and  gentlemen,  all  of  whom  were,  or 
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appeared    to    be,    zealously    attached    tu 
person. 

"This  promUes  well,"  Essex  said,  whcQ  he 
had  finished  the  flattering  scroll,  "  and  we  nmst 
see  to  it  that  our  friend*  find  us  not  unjirepared 
to  second  their  noble  daring  in  our  cause.  How 
say  you,  Sir  Fernando,  shall  we  in  firm  reli- 
ance on  what  is  here  set  down,  and  our  own 
knowledge  of  the  people's  tove  to  our  person, 
forthnich  declare  our  purpose,  which  I  again 
repeat,  is  but  to  remove  from  her  grace's  pre- 
sence those  whom  we  know  to  be  inimical  lo 
our  own  interests  and  personal  safety." 

"  Your  grace  knows  well  I  have  ever  coun- 
selled prompt  measures.  Too  much  time  has 
been  lost  already  ;  your  enemies  daily  gaUieir  i 
strength." 

"  Fear  not,  Sir  Fernando,  they  w  ill 
away  as  a  snow  drift,  when  the  sun  has  looked 
upon  it,  when  Devercux  in  right  earnest  regard* 
Ihcm    in   the  hent  of  his  dispk-aaurc  ;  in   I 
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absence  they  think  themselves  absolute  at 
Court,  and  that  Esses  will  yet  be  seen  attendant 
on  their  chariots.  FooU !  they  shall  soon 
learn,  that  if  he  has  for  a  moment  seemed  to 
hide  himself  from  the  storm  their  malice  has 
raised  a<>ainst  him,  it  ia  but  to  gain  time  and 
strength,  to  meet  and  hurl  it  back  on  their  on'n 
heads," 

••  What  is  the  first  step  to  be  taken,  noble 
EiNX?"  Tracy  asked,  "  Sir  Femaudo'a 
ccnuuel  ia  good,  that  no  further  time  be 
loat." 

"  Our  first  core,"  the  Eati  replied,  "  must 
be  to  secure  the  palace,  and  the  Queen ;  this 
important  point  shall  be  entrusted  to  you,  Sir 
Christopher  Blount.  A  choice  body  of  my 
gallant  followers  shall  aid  you  in  attacking  the 
palace,  one  gate  of  which  you  must  seize,  while 
Davis  takes  posiesaion  of  the  hall.  I,  mean- 
time, will  rush  in  from  the  mews,  and  by  fair 
means,  or  force,  oblige   the  Queen   to   remove 
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my  enemies,  assemble  another  parlia 
settle  a  new  plan  of  go  vera  men  t," 

"The  plan  promises  well,"  Tracy  ! 
only  Deeds  resolution  to  put  it  in  force  ;  for- 
ward then,  brave  Essex,  and  dare  the  issue ; 
better  perish  like  men  with  sn-orda  in  our 
hands,  than  linger  out  our  time,  tmmured  like 
rats  in  a  tub  !" 

"  One  thing  we  are  forgetting,  Tr««y,"  the 
Earl  said,  and  his  countenance  fell  as  be  spolce, 
"  we  are  destitute  of  arms  and  ammunitioc ; 
and  again,  let  us  consider  that  the  plan  I  have 
this  moment  suggested,  may  perchance  cam- 
with  it  too  much  the  semblance  of  open  trea- 
son. Better  thai  I  should  rush  into  the  Queen's 
presence,  and  complaining  that  tny  life  is  aimed 
at  by  Raleigh,  and  his  adherents,  trust  to  her 
tenderness  to  grant  all  I  can  ask  for  my  pre- 
servation." 

Tracy  writhed  as  if  some  sudden  pang 
struck   him.      "Trust  to  a  woman's 
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ness !"  he  muttered^  ^^  aod  that  woman  Hany 
Tudor's  daughter!  as  well  might  you  trust 
your  life  in  the  paws  of  a  full  grown  lion's 
whelp  l" 

'^  Peace^  Tracy  I  you  know  not  how  deep  a 
hold  I  have  on  Elizabeth  Tudor's  heart ;  here 
is  a  talisman  that  will  ever  secure  Essez^  and 
all  belonging  to  him  from  harm." 

As  he  spoke^  the  Earl  touched  a  sparkling 
gem  that  adorned  his  hand ;  but  Tracy  was 
not  to  be  won  from  his  dissatisfaction. 

At  this  crisisi  a  heavy  foot  was  heard  ascend- 
ing the  winding  stair^  that  led  to  the  council 
chamber ;  a  sound  that  caused  a  dozen  shining 
blades  to  leap  from  the  scabbard.  Tracy^  with 
his  characteristic  impetuosity  sprang  to  the 
door,  and  disposed  himself  to  lunge  at  the  first 
man  bold  enough  to  attempt  an  entrance. 
There  was  however  no  disposition  manifested 
on  the  part  of  the  new  comer  to  thrust  himself 
on  their  privacy,  without  due  notice  ;  and  his 
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loud  koook  at  the  chamber  door,  was 

lo  as  sooQ  as  Tracy  bad  gathered   from    the 

Earl's  eve  penmsston  to  open  it. 

As  the  door  slovly  revolved  oo  its  hinges, 
B  tall  swarthy  Sgure,  attired  in  the  pecaliar 
costume  of  the  citizeDS  of  the  day,  aod  with  a 
ruff  of  Guch  lordly  dimensions,  that  it  hid  fair 
to  impede  his  ingress,  crossed  the  threshold. 
The  maa's  appearance  was  certainly  far  from 
prepossessing,  and  he  lowered  on  the  assetobty 
with  ail  ominous  scowl  that  spoke  of  hatred 
and  ruin.  Another  expression  mingled  uith 
bis  look,  as  it  glanced  momentarily  on  the 
secretary,  who  surprised  at  the  man's  appear- 
ance in  this  assembly,  shrank  within  himaelf, 
and  appeared  anxious  to  hide  from  that  basilisk 


eye, 


"  What  seek  ye  here,  friend  V   Essex 


sternly. 
"  I  seek 


you. 


Earl  of  Esses,"  the 


stnwger  a 


swercd  unhesitatingly,  "  and  I  come  from  t 
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who  are  right  willing,  Ghxl  wot  I  to  aid  you  in 
the  good  cauae,  you  and  your  trusty  friends  are 
embarked  in/' 

'^  Your  wcMrds  are  dark/'  the  Eail  answered^ 
'^  though  for  aught  I  know,  your  purpose  may 
be  fair.  Of  what  cause  do  you  speak  ?  I  do 
not  return  to  Ireland,  therefore  can  give  no  as- 
sistance  to,  or  require  it^  from  those  who  seek 
glory,  and  profit  there/' 

''  And  may  not  a  gallant  blow  be  struck  here 
in  merry  England,  as  well  as  over  the  water?*' 
the  stranger  asked  as  he  fixed  his  keen  glance 
on  Essex's  face,  '^  or  does  the  noble  Devcreux 
believe,  that  his  slightest  movements  are  a  mat- 
ter of  inditfercnce  to  those,  who  wish  him  well  r" 

"  A  truce  with  your  paltering,  Sir  Stranger," 
Tracy  broke  in  impatiently,  '^  and  let  us  know 
wherefore  you  are  come,  and  who  sent  you,  or 
by  my  fathcr*s  soul !  my  word  shall  help  to 
make  mince-meat  of  you,  for  beshrew  me,  I 
believe  you  are  come  as  a  spy  among  us  !'' 
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It  was  no  loving  look  the  stmnger  cast  upl 
tlic  last  spenker,  but  he  veiled  his  ire  undei 
shew  of  honest  indignation, 

"  Did  not  your   youth  protect 
sir,"  he  said, "  my  arm,  that  has   fought  more 
battles  than  you  have  numbered  years,  shoi 
teach  you  a  wholesome  lesson.     Spy  said  ji 
1  bear  an  open  message  from  the  good 
zens  of  London;  the  noble  Earl  may  receive 
it  or  not  as  he  lists," 

"  Peace,  Tracy,"  Essex  said,  "  your  love  to 
■us  renders  you  unjust  to  others.  Spenk  your 
mission  freely,"  he  added  turning  towards  tbe 
stranger,  "  and  forgive  what  has  been  said  in 
a  moment  of  heat.  He  who  conies  on  tbe 
part  of  my  trusty  friends,  the  citizens, 
not  lightly  be  termed  a  spy,  while  Dev 
is  present," 

"  Yctj  I  sorely  mistrust   Iiim,"  Tracy 
tcred  to  himself,  "  that  cut  throat   look   nerer 
belonged  to  an  honest  man. 


Bore 


s,    may  I 

(  never         I 
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Regardless  of  a  compliment  purposely  in- 
tended for  his  ear^  the  stranger  advanced  nearer 
to  Essex  as  he  said. 

"  Pardon  me,  my  lord^  if  the  Vords  of  a 
passionate  boy,  made  me  forgetful  of  my  first 
duty.  Your  loving  friends^  the  good  citizens, 
greet  you  noble  Essex,  and  they  pray  you  to 
believe,  they  have  seen  with  shame,  and  grief, 
the  unworthy  treatment,  to  which  of  late  you 
have  been  subjected ;  and  they  pray  you  by  me, 
to  rouse  the  spirit  they  know  is  in  you,  and  no 
longer  to  be  held  in  thrall  by  a  capricious 
woman.*' 

*^  And  what  aid  would  my  kind  advisers  af- 
ford me,**  Essex  demanded,  *^  were  I  disposed 
to  follow  their  counsel  ?*• 

*^  Marry,  the  aid  which  stout  hearts,  and  good 
blades,  will  always  give  to  him  the  people  love  ; 
think  noble  Earl,  that  by  me,  not  only  the  citi- 
zens of  London,  but  all  true  bom  Englishmen 
speak.'* 

VOL.   III.  I 
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*  And  what  n 


e  do  y 


1  bear. 


worthy 

fnend  ?"  Essex  said,  a  latent  suspicion  rising 
in  his  miod,  &s  he  Ustened  to  language  scarcel; 
ill  unison  vritb  the  apparent  rack  of  him  who 
littered  it. 

"  Men  call  me  Penniless  Walter,"  the  man 
answered  with  a  sardonic  smile,  "  but  yoo 
shall  know  of  my  name  and  lineage  hereafter, 
most  noble  Essex,  I  am  a  roan  on  whom  fortune 
has  frowned,  witness  my  cognomen — yet,  oner 
I  bid  fair  to  be  one  of  her  ^voriles,  but  the 
slippery  jade  soon  grew  weary  of  me,  and 
turned  me  over  to  her  eldest  daughter,  wlu>  has 
ever  since  ruled  me  with  a  rod  of  iron — yet, 
Bueh  a  one  is  fittest  to  fight  in  your  cause,  toy 
good  lord,  since  should  you   lose,   1   am   bat 


what  I  was,  Penniless  Walter,   with  that 


pCT- 


Y  neck  which  chimes  s 


with  my  name,  and  wilt 


ill — while  if  you  w 


rove  a 
should  h 


to  hope  from  your  generosity." 
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^^  Give  him  gold,  Tracy,''  Essex  said,  pleased 
with  the  daring  recklessness  of  the  strangefj 
'^  give  him  gold,  and  thereby  take  from  him 
the  vile  epithet  they  have  bestowed  upon  him.^ 

^^  I  give  him  gold  !''  Tracy  said,  the  title 
of  passionate  boy,  which  the  bold  stranger 
had  so  unceremoniously  bestowed  upon  him, 
still  rankling  in  his  memory.  '^  Not  I  faith  ; 
had  your  brdship  bade  me  furnish  him  with 
what  he  says  chimes  with  his  name,  and  which  I 
take  to  be  a  halter,  I  would  have  made  no  diffi- 
culty, seeing,  in  that  case,  rhyme  and  reason 
would  for  once  have  gone  in  company. " 

^^  Nay,  heed  him  not,'*  Essex  said^  as  he 
marked  the  red  spot  rising  in  the  stranger's 
cheek,  ^*  Tracy  does  but  jest ;  he  takes  upon 
him  the  airs  of  a  petted  child,  for  he  knows  how 
dear  he  is  to  Devereux.  But  a  truce  to  this 
idle  prate,  and  tell  me,  firiend,  how  soon  may  I 
look  for  aid  from  those  who  sent  you  ?" 
1  3 
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"  This  very  hour,  my  lord,  they  wait  but  I 
your  signal." 

"Yet  'tia  strange,"  the  earl  said  musing,  "thi 
come  not  at  once  to  offer  me  support." 

"  There  were  little  policy  in  that,"  the  man 
answered,  "  your  enemies,  noble  Essex,  are  oa 
the  watch,  and  any  unusual  gathering  of  the 
people  could  not  fail  to  awaken  their  suspicioD  ; 
better  therefore  that  the  citizens  should  remain 
(juietly  in  their  houses,  until  they  hear  the 
signal,  which  you  must  instruct  them  in  through 
me,  and  doubt  not,  that  at  the  welcome  soi 
numbers  will  croud  around  you." 

"  My  watch-word  in  fight  has  ever 
God  and  the  Queen  !  and  this  shall  stilt  be  my 
cry,  seeing  those  who  seek   my  life  will  in 
end  be  found  traitors  to  her  likewise." 

"  Be  it  so,  my  lord,"  the  stranger  said, 
will  not  fail  to  deliver  your  words ;  when  shall 
I  bid  them  be  ready  to  obey  your  summons  }'* 


nough 
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it 


Two  days  will  suffice  to  gather  those  who 
are  yet  distant  from  London^  and  on  the  third 
from  this^  Essex  will  try  the  metal  of  the 
citizens." 

^^  And  doubt  not,  my  lord,  it  will  ring  true/' 

*^  I  doubt  it  not ;  there  has  ever  ^been  a 
right  good  understanding  between  the  worthy 
burghers  and  myself/' 

'^  Aye,  my  good  lord,  those  who  sent  me 
hither,  long  to  see  the  noble  Devereux  exalted 
to  his  proper  place.  On  the  third  day  from 
this,  I  think  you  said,  those  who  wait  for  your 
coming  forth  may  be  ready  to  greet  you." 

*^  Say  as  much  to  my  loving  friends,''  Essex 
answered,  ^^  and  bid  them  rely  on  Devereux's 
gratitude  should  he  succeed." 

^^  That  your  head  shall  yet  be  lifted  higher 
than  it  was  before  this  unlucky  breach  with 
your  royal  mistress,  take  the  oath  of  many  a 
brave  man  as  pledge.    And  now  farewell,  most 
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coble  Essex,  time  is  precious,  I  must  basleii  ti 
prepare  all  for  the  appointed  day." 

The  stranger  bowed  low  to  Kssex,  as  he^ 
passed  out,  bestowing  too  upon  Tracy  a  smile 
of  scornful  defiance.  As  he  descended  the 
stair-case,  bis  efforts  to  stifle  a  burst  of  laughter 
were  conspicuous,  but  it  was  not  until  he  darted 
down  one  of  the  most  obscure  alleys,  chosen  as 
leading  most  securely  to  bis  place  of  destiaatisn 
that  Kirk  gave  way  to  the  mirth  his  late  inter- 
view inspired.  After  turning  and  winding  with 
the  dexterity  of  an  experienced  fox,  he  reached 
Ilaleigb's  house  in  safety,  where  measuri's  were 
speedily  taken  to  improve  the  advantage 
Essex's  credulous  belief  in  their  emissary's 
false  report  could  not  fail  to  give  them. 

Meanwhile  a  vehement  dispute  was  carried 
oil  among  the  friends  of  Essex,  assembled  i 
Drury  house,  touching  the  expediency  of  con- 
tiding  in   the  oScrs  of  assistance  so   strangely 
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conveyed  to  them  from  the  citizens  of  Iion- 
don. 

Tracy  was  loud  in  his  protestations  against 
any  reliance  being  placed  in  one  he  still  de* 
nounced  as  a  spy ;  nor  was  he  without  support 
in  this  opinion  ;  more  than  one  of  the  assembly 
declaring  it  would  be  little  short  of  madness  to 
trust  to  the  word  of  an  obscure  individual, 
whose  person  was  unknown  to  them,  and  who 
might  prove  a  mere  instrument  in  the  hands  of 
their  enemies,  to  find  out  how  far  the  Earl's 
views  extended. 

Ashton,  the  EarFs  chaplain,  in  particular 
argued  strenuously  against  trusting  to  the  faith 
of  the  pretended  messenger ;  and  pointed  out 
to  Elssex  the  enigmatical  tendency  of  several  of 
his  speeches ;  and  concluded,  by  advising  that 
all  should  be  kept  quiet  until  after  the  specified 
time.  But  there  were  others  whose  advice  was 
more  consonant  with  the  ambitious  views  of 
the  haughty  favorite,  whose  former  promises  of 


17» 


THE    LAST   DAYS   OF 


protection,  on  the  part  of  his  partial  mistress, 
rendered  fearless  of  danger  under  any  circum- 
stances. The  cry  '<  to  arms/'  burst  from  his 
lips  and  the  assembly  rose  tumultuously  to  rush 
headlong  into  treason. 


MART   STUART. 
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CHAPTER    X. 


At  the  dawn  of  the  following  day  two  persons 
might  be  seen  slowly  pacing  the  aisle  of  one  of 
the  churches  in  the  Metropolis.  The  spot 
chosen  for  their  confcitsnce  showed  they  brook- 
ed no  intrusion ;  to  secure  themselves  from 
that,  as  far  as  regarded  their  fellow  men,  they 
scrupled  not  to  convert  the  building  dedicated 
to  their  God  into  a  place  of  rendezvous,  where 
they  might,  with  more  deliberation,  plot  the 
downfal  and  death  of  a  fellow  creature,  whose 
I  5 
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greatest  crime  consisted  in  too  !ar( 
ing  the  sovereign's  favor.  They  both  wore 
large  wrapping  cloaks,  and  oue  appeared 
studious  to  dispose  hts  in  such  a  fashion  as 
might  best  conceal  his  vhole  person ;  while 
the  other,  who  was  dislioguished  no  less  by 
his  martial  hearing,  than  grace  of  demeanour, 
suffered  his  to  fall  off  one  shoulder,  thereby 
revcahng  a  cousiderable  portion  of  the  richly 
laced  dress  beneath ;  which  together  with  a  hat 
with  a  single  feather,  well  becumc  the  bci 
As  the  light  of  the  moming  grew  stron| 
bringing  out  of  obscurity  objects  which  had 
hitherto  lain  in  the  deep  shadows,  a  tail  and 
powerful  looking  man,  dressed  in  a  sailor'a 
costume,  became  visible,  leaning  against  a 
tomb,  oa  which  was  sculptured  the  tigurcof  an 
armed  knight,  in  the  attitude  usually  chosen  to 
represent  the  repose  of  death.  At  the  further 
end  of  the  church  lay  onotlier  man,  wrapped  in 
a  cloak  similar  to  those  worn  by  ihe  other  twg^ 
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and  which  was  drawn  closely  round  him,  pro- 
bably to  defend  the  sleeper  from  the  chill 
tnoming  air,  that  came  creeping  through  the 
aisle,  curdling  the  blood,  and  giving  the  heart 
that  faint  sensation  which  even  the  most 
dauntless  have  at  times  been  sensible  of. 

"  It  will  be  of  no  use,"  one  of  the  men 
observed ;  in  reply  to  some  observation  made 
by  the  other,  *^  true,  the  lion  is  in  the  toils ; 
but  how  keep  him  there  V* 

^  Tush  man  V*  the  other  answered,  ^'  think 
jou  I  mean  to  leave  him  teeth  or  claws  to  work 
his  way  out  ?  no,  no,  Raleigh  is  no  bungler ; 
I  will  not  leave  him  so  much  life  as  shall 
suffice  to  wag  his  tail,  even  should  a  right 
royal  hand  stoop  so  low  as  to  caress  the  ugly 
beast/' 

^'  Perchance  then  you  mean  to  slay  him  ?'* 
the  other  rejoined^  with  the  most  perfect  non- 
chalance.*^ 

^  In  a  fray,"  Raleigh  answered,,  with  a  mcaa- 
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axf  diana^m 


^iEKi9^''«lio  ofl  tell  what  mxj  < 

I  vraw,  ni  ooladcT  blow  often  dori 

;  Biidt  >  miscliaDce   may  befal  Essei, 

I .  dari  wcfi  I  wmi  nqr  Lord  of  MoQntjoy  would 

■■I  wear  tbe  auonct^  gois'r  thougb  report 

ipE^s  loodlT-  of  his  being  one   day  ctofid; 

aSed  to  the  nobk  hoaae  of  Deverenx." 

■  X«y,  were  my  aoUe  bro»her-in-law,  thtt 
to  b^  qiriietly  inhumed,"  MooDl^oy  obsenvd, 
"  the  wine  cup  md  tbe  masque  would  be  i 
■BBoer  <rf' showing  grief ;  bat  not  one  word  M 
Ah  to  my  csr  nre  thine.  Kaleigh ;  Lady  I 
ndope,  imdeT  iH  the  witcJiing 
n&  the  spirit  of  «  Iton ;  and  should  it  reach 
her,  Out  I,  in  any  »bape,  countenanced  her 
broker's  deaUi,  she  would  stru^e  hard  to 
cast  me  fivm  ber  love.  But  the  bloiv  oncx 
strtu^,  without  my  hand  appearing,  1  will  trust 
to  tim;  to  moderate  a  grief  trbicb  will  doubtIe$s 
at  fint  be  nolent — would  that  securirr  tcashl 
be  giTeo  without  coming  to  extremiUes." 
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thtn^l 
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^^  Talk  not  of  it*"  Raleigh  said  impatieDtlj^ 
^^  you  know  not,  as  1  do^  the  doting  fondness  of 
that  foolish  woman  for  her  minion ;  look  at  her 
reception  when  he  so  daringly  disobeyed  her 
commands^  and  returned  from  Ireland ;  what 
would  have  cost  another  his  head,  only  gained 
him  caresses;  and  though  it  is  true  Elizabeth 
seemed  for  a  time  to  biuy  the  lover  in  the 
majesty  of  the  Queen,  ordering  the  delinquent 
to  be  confined  to  his  house,  and  examined  by 
her  council,  this  appearance  of  rigour  was  but 
adopted  to  blind  men's  eyes ;  strip  the  ermined 
robe  in  which  she  had  dressed  him^  and  the 
same  naked  urchin^  with  bow  and  arrow,  would 
have  been  discovered,  that  has  ever  ruled  our 
gracious  sovereign." 

'^  But  how^  if  Essex  should  cautiously  avoid 
any  appearance  of  violence  ?  there  will  be  too 
many  eyes  upon  us  to  permit  our  falling  upon 
those  who  bear  themselves  peaceably." 

*^  Think  you,''  Raleigh  answered  contemptu- 
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ously,  "  I  would  dig  a  mine  and  neglect 
train  to  fire  it  ?   A  single  blow  struck  by  one 
Essex's  followers  will  be  fiutficieot 
exterminate  the  wbole  band ;  and  such  a  bl 
is  ioaured." 

"  I  have  selected  a  k\\  of  my  trusty  folloi 
ers,"  Mountjoy  said,  "  to  aid  the  undertaking 
I  must  of  course  be  absent;  that  hour  will  be 
passed  with  Lady  Penelope,  the  better  to  take 
from  her  all  suspicion  of  my  having  any  ibaie 
in  the  business ;  and  in  a  week  I  am  to  set 
for  Ireland,  being,  as  you  know,  appointed 
Essex's  post  there.  Will  you  be  present  at  tW 
affray?" 

"  Not  openly ;  that  might  lose  me  the  share 
of  favor  I  expect  to  gain,  aAer  this  monopoliser 
shall  be  removed ;  yet  I  would  not  willingly 
quit  sight  of  the  fox  I  have  started,  until  be  is 
fairly  earthed — Who  wiU  have  cbitrgc  of  yaax 
band  f " 

Mountjoy  pointed  to  the  sailor. 
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'<  Can  he  be  trusted  ?" 

'^  As  firmly  as  myself;  only  he  believes  cap- 
tivity^  not  death,  is  intended/' 

''  Tib  as  well  so/'  Raleigh  answered,  ''  yon- 
der  lies  one  not  over  scrupulous;  add  to  which, 
he  has  received  some  personal  aflfront,  either 
from  Essex,  or  one  of  his  clan,  it  matters  not 
which/' 

**  The  day  after  to-morrow  then— at  what 
hour  ?" 

"  Nine  in  the  morning;  all  shall  be  ready,  at 
least  as  far  as  I  am  concerned/' 

"  You  will  remember  my  substitute,*'  Mount- 
joy  said,  ^'  give  him  what  orders  you  list,  he 
will  obey  them.  And  now,  as  I  think,  the 
hour  of  our  conference  is  ended ;  it  would  be 
best  we  should  not  be  seen  to  quit  the  church 
in  company.  The  sexton,  who  stands  my  friend 
when  I  wish  for  a  quiet  hour  to  lay  a  plan,  has 
left  both  doors  unlocked.  Farewell  then.  Sir 
Walter ;  there  lies  your  path,  this  is  mine/' 
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"  have  been  obeyec 
your  service,  seeing 
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brave  knight,  and  noble  gentleman,  may  give 
an  honest,  though  poor  man — '^ 

He  stopped  abruptly,  and  Mountjoy  com- 
pleted the  sentence. 

^  Should  any  of  an  opposite  tendency  be 
issued  by  my  friend,  you  would  scruple  to  fulfil 
them — that  is  what  you  would  say,  young  man 
— and  though  I  find  such  a  reserve  on  your 
part  somewhat  impertinent,  seeing  it  reflects  on 
this  noble  knight,  and  through  him  on  me,  yet 
as  I  honor  the  feeling  which  dictates  it,  I  am 
well  inclined  to  overlook  your  presumption : 
see,  however,  it  is  not  repeated.'^ 

He  passed  quickly  from  the  church,  leaving 
Harry  Knox  far  from  satisfied  with  the  arrange- 
ment so  coolly  made.  A  conviction  forced  it- 
self on  his  mind,  that  the  enterprise  about  to 
be  undertaken,  was  such  as  his  master  shrank 
from  being  openly  implicated  in  ;  and,  as  his 
eye  rested  on  the  sleeper  at  his  feet,  Harry  felt 
he  was  about  to  be  mixed  up  with  the  base  and 
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mercenary.  Aware  ihal  the  efforts  of  Mount 
joy  and  his  coadjutors  were  directed  against  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  Knoi  had  been  taught  to  con- 
sider these,  the  laudible  attempts  of  a  few  bold 
patriots,  to  free  their  countn'  and  themselves 
from  the  tyranny  of  a  haughty  demagogue, 
who,  having  found  means  to  win  the  affection 
of  a  doting  Queen,  had  made  use  of  the  authori* 
ly  he  thereby  acquired  to  oppress  and  enslave 
his  fellow  men.  Imprisonment  or  banishment 
did  not  appear  too  severe  a  penalty  for  such  on 
usurper  to  pay ;  but  had  Harry  Knox  been 
told  that  the  dagger  of  the  assassin  was  hired 
against  the  leader  of  tbe  faction  he  was  colled 
on  to  oppose,  world's  could  not  have  bribed 
him,  to  league  himself  with  the  conspirslon. 
Full  of  unpleasant  reflections,  Harry  Knox, 
after  a  time,  approached  the  sleeper,  and 
stirred  him  with  his  foot,  but  recoiled  back 
several  paces  when  the  man  ihroving  from  his 
face  tbe  cloak  which  had  bitberto  concealed  it. 
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displayed  the  well  remembered  features  of  the 
bold  ruffian.  Kirk,  with  that  mocking  smile  of 
malicious  scorn,  which  seemed  their  natural 
expression. 

"  Good  morrow,  fair  sir/'  he  said,  enjoying 
hit  companion's  evident  confusion  at  this  unex- 
pected rencontre.  '^  What  !  your  step  would 
not  have  sounded  so  firmly  on  the  stone  pave« 
ment,  had  you  known  I  was  so  near,  and  I 
warrant  my  sleep  might  have  lasted  tiU  dooms- 
day, before  it  had  been  disturbed  by  you,  seeing 
you  would  as  soon  have  roused  a  tiger  from 
his  lair.^ 

'^  Nay,  had  the  devil  himself  been  sleeping 
instead  of  one  of  his  sons,^  Harry  answered, 
recovering  himself,  ^^  I  should  not  have  scrup- 
led to  arouse  him  ;  so  away  to  your  master, 
honest  Kirk,  and  see  that  the  hangman  does 
not  claim  his  lawful  prey  before  you  reach  him. 
But  harkye,  one  word — since  I  find  yuu  are 
to  be  one  of  my  messmates  in  this  business, 
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;ou  may  look  else-wbere  for  a  partner,  : 

t  Id  caanot  be  nork 


!  engaged  I 


any  thing  you  are  t 
for  an  honest  man." 

"  And  I  warrant  you  would  betray  us,"  Kirk 
Bald,  laying  bis  baud  on  his  dirk,  and  advancing 
a  few  paces  nearer  his  foe,  "  but  you  shall  not 
live  to  do  that ;  I  owe  you  a  grudge,  and  this 
is  as  good  a  time  as  any,  to  clear  off  old 
scores." 

"  If  my  foot  was  upon  the  green  turf,  instead 
of  these  flag  stones,"  Harry  replied,  "  I  would 
say,  come  on,  it  would  not  be  the  first  time 
I  have  measured  my  strength  with  yours ;  but 
I  care  not  to  brawl  in  this  place." 

"  A  coward  La  never  at  a  losa  for  an  excuse," 
Kirk  said  with  a  sneer,  "  but  this  shall  not 
serve  your  turn,  a  few  yards  will  carry  us  from 
this  holy  sanctuary,  as  I  suppose  you  term  it, 
and  the  walk  will  stretch  my  legs,  which  are 
cramped  by  my  hard  bed." 


'  My  sword   shall   never   be   red 
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blood  of  such  as  thou/^    Harry  said  firmly, 
^^  if  attacked,  I  know  how  to  defend  myself.'* 

^^  My  blood  is  purer  than  thine,  false  bastard,'' 
Kirk  answered  furiously, ''  tell  me  if  you  can, 
what  fountain  supplied  the  current  that  runs 
through  your  veins  ?** 

Stung  to  madness  by  this  taunt,  the  young 
sailor  lost  all  self-command,  and  drawing  his 
sword,  rushed  on  Kirk,  who,  to  avoid  the  sud- 
den encounter,  sprang  over  the  rail  of  the  altar 
they  stood  near. 

"  Ha !  ha !  my  brave  lad,''  he  said  with  a 
sneer,  ^*  when  I  was  armed  you  had  no  stomach 
for  fighting ;  but  I  too  can  play  the  wily  cat ; 
a  wary  eye  and  nimble  foot,  have  many  a  time 
freed  me  from  worse  danger  than  the  feeble 
thrust  of  a  boy's  arm." 

"  Insolent  wretch  !'*  Harry  Knox  cried, 
'<  the  altar  itself  shall  not  protect  you  from  my 
just  vengeance." 

Thus  speaking,  he  cleared  the  opposing  bar- 
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rier,  a  movement  which  was  speedily  followed 
bj"  a  counter  one  on  Kirk's  part,  who  laughed 
provokingly  at  the  baffled  lury  of  his  opponent. 
"  Hark  j-e,  Harry  Knox,"  he  said,  *  would 
it  not  be  as  well,  instead  of  leaping  backward 
and  forward  like  two  frogs  in  a  dittdi,  ' 
more  noise  though,  for  the  cold  (Ubby  paws  i 
such  nioible  gentry  would  scarcely  raiK  tbe  ' 
echoes  in  this  old  place  as  our  heavy  boots  do, 
would  it  not  be  aa  well,  I  say,  to  let  there  be 
peace  between  ua,  till  the  business  of  lo-morrow 
is  over,  and  then  I  shall  be  ready  to  let  a  little 
daylight  through  your  doublet  whenever  you 
call  on  me  to  do  so.  A  minute  ago  I  resolved 
you  should  never  leave  this  church  aiive,  I 
now  I  bethink  me,  this  aSiur  csoDOt  go  t 
without  my  aid,  and  if  you  are  found  dead 
here,  the  hue  and  cry  will  be  raised  against  mc 
for  sacrilege — God  save  the  mark! — and  though 
I  mi^htcaaily  get  over  your  death,  about  which 
no  man  would  care,  yet  1  should  raise  a  I 
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net's  nest  about  my  ears  in  them  of  the  band 
and  casaock;  therefore^  I  say^  let  there  be 
peace  betwixt  us^  and  to  bribe  you  to  it,  know 
that  by  noon  to-morrow,  the  hand  of  your  love 
will  again  be  free." 

^^  How  mean  you,^  Harry  asked,  breathless 
with  agitation,  '^  you  do  not  meditate  ill  to  the 
affianced  husband  of  Mary  Leslie  ?" 

'^  Ha !  I  have  stirred  your  cold  blood  at  last ! 
Yes,  she  you  call  Mary  Leslie  shall  be  free  as  the 
breeze  on  her  own  native  hills.  How  say  you, 
is  not  such  a  prize  worth  striking  for?'' 

''  And  if  I  did  strike  in  such  a  cause,"  Harry 
answered,  ^^  it  should  be  to  deliver  that  lady's 
affianced  husband,  as  I  once  did  herself  from 
the  power  of  a  ruffian." 

^'  Be  silent  boy !"  Kirk  said  passionately, 
while  his  clenched  teeth,  and  gleaming  eye, 
told  of  the  rage  that  fired  him,  as  the  discom- 
fiture he  sustained  at  an  early  period  in  our 
history,  was  brought  to  his  recollection,    ^^  An- 
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Other  word  on  that  score,  and  hy  the  Dean 
above,  you  will  drive  me  to  forswear  all  ) 
prudent  resolves  I  have  made,  to  remember  n 
patron's  quarrel  before  my  own." 

At  this  moment,  the  door  at  the  further  « 
tremity  of  ihe  church  opened,  and  the  spu 
form  of  an  old  man  was  aceo  cautiously  Insiani 
ating  iteelf  through  the  aperture.  Approa<S 
ing  nilh  noiseless  step,  the  sexton,  for  suS 
was  the  ghost*like  functionary  by  profcssioi 
\i  arned  the  inmates  of  this  holy  place,  that  tl 
din  occasioned  by  their  angry  altercation, 
reached  the  ears  of  some  persons  on  the  • 
side,  who  not  perfectly  satisfied  by  his  assure 
that  tbe  sounds  were  caused  by  rats,  had, 
suspected,  gone  for  a  reinforcement  to  search  ll 
church,  in  which  case,  the  discovery  of  stra 
gers  there  at  that  unusual  hour,  could  not  I 
to  subject  them  to  uapleasant  questions, 
bringhlmself  into  au  awkward  dilemma.  In  trutl 
even  while   he  was  speaking,  the  sound  of  an 


MART  STUART.  193 

approachiDg  throng  reached  their  ears.  The 
old  man  pointed  to  the  door  opposite  to  that 
whereby  he  entered^  and  Kirk  lost  no  time  in 
profiting  by  the  hint.  Harry  Knox  would  have 
followed^  but  the  sexton  detained  him^  and 
taking  from  his  side  a  ponderous  key,  he  pro- 
ceeded with  as  little  noise  as  possible  to  secure 
the  outlet.  Scarcely  was  the  key  withdrawn, 
when  a  number  of  persons  entered  the  church, 
and  at  sight  of  the  sexton  and  his  companion, 
a  considerable  excitement  took  place. 

^'  Seize  them !  they  are  committing  sacri- 
lege," was  the  cry,  but  no  one  ventured  to  ap- 
proach, each  being  internally  impressed  vrith 
the  idea  that  one  at  least  of  the  figures  was  no 
creature  of  flesh  and  blood,  but  rather  the  spectre 
of  some  venerable  monk  of  the  good  old  times, 
who  had  obtained  a  few  hours  respite  from  the 
pains  of  purgatory,  with  permission  to  re-visit 
the  scenes  of  his  mortal  career,  where  it  was  to 
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be  supposed,  the  bitter  mortification  of  find! 
how  changed  that  c)iurch  had  become  since  the 
A.bbot  of  Unreason  had  there  held  his  court  of 
ftaisrule,  would  be  a  puoishment  to  the  tortured 
'  spirit  scarcely  less  efficacious  in  atoDing  for  his 
I  sins  than  the  fiery  comforts  of  his  prison  botise. 
This  delusion  might  indeed  be  well  favored  by 
'  the  gliding  and  ghost-like  form  of  the  old  sex- 
ton, as  seen   in   the   dim  shadowy  light  timt 
stole  through  the  ivindons  ;  but  the  spell  was 
broken  as  the  old  man  advanced  to  meet  the 
inquisitors,  many  of  whom  knew  him  jieraon- 
ally.      Somewhat    ashamed    of   their    former 
incredulity,   they     now    raised    no    objection 
'  against  the  truth  or  probability  gf  the  account 
given  by  the  sexton,  touching  the  unwonted 
sounds   they  had   heard,  and  which  he  again 
assured  them,  himnelfand  his  assisunt,  an  office 
he  chiAe  to  invest  Harry  Knox  with,  pro.  Urn. 
had  ascertained  proceeded  from  rats,  "  which'' 
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the  old  man  observed^  with  a  cunning  nod^ 
'*  always  grow  fat  and  riotous  when  they  get 
into  the  church/' 

Thus  reasoning,  the  man  of  skulls  proceeded 
civily  to  conduct  his  auditors  from  the  scene 
of  their  terrors. 
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CHAPTER    XII. 


The  reflections  of  Harry  Knox^  as  he  slowly 
threaded  the  streets  leading  to  his  patron's  man- 
sion, were  by  no  means  of  a  pleasing  nature. 
To  find  himself  thus  suddenly  brought  into 
contact  with  a  man,  be  knew  capable  of  the 
blackest  crimes,  and  associated  with  him  in  an 
enterprise,  which,  by  the  hint  received  from 
Kirk,  he  judged  involved  in  it  a  darker  pur- 
pose than  imprisonment,  at  least  as  it  regarded 
one  individual,  against  whom,  how  keenly  so- 
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ever  his  heart  might  feel  the  bitterness  of 
Tracy's  possessing  the  hand  of  Mary  Leslie, 
be  could  yet  bring  no  reasonable  accusation, 
since  his  claim  to  that  hand  was  indisputable* 
Still  less  reason  could  Lord  Mountjoy  have  for 
nourishing  any  personal  enmity  against  the 
young  man,  Knox  was  therefore  compelled  to 
believe,  that  should  danger  really  threaten 
Tracy  on  the  morrow,  it  could  only  take  its 
rise  in  the  vindictive  spirit  of  Kirk,  who  sought 
to  remove  a  being  against  whom  his  malignant 
mind  nourished  enmity,  as  the  chosen  of  her 
who  was  the  object  of  his  brute  passion.  Harry 
Knox  shuddered  at  the  idea  of  being,  in  any 
degree^  instrumental  in  accomplishing  Kirk's 
diabolical  purpose,  and  he  resolved  to  avert 
the  doom  of  Tracy,  believing  he  should  thereby 
spare  Mary  Leslie  the  agony  of  losing  her 
affianced  husband. 

"  I  would  willingly  die,*'   he  said,  "  to  save 
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her  from  a  lighter  grief  than  this  must  be  to  I 
mind  like  hers." 

With  this  generous  resolve,  Harry  quicbeni 


3  pacCj 


and  1 


found 
house, 


himself  i 
which,  «■ 


I  presently 
court-yard  of  Mountjoy's 
ing  to  the  custom  of  the  day,  was  filled  with 
that  nobleman's  retainers  lounging  about  in 
idleness,  or  following  such  sports  as  formed  the 
pastime  of  that  rude  age. 

"How,  now.   Master   Knox?"  one  of  t 
party   said,  advancing  from   the   throng,  i 
confronting  him  with  an   angry  look, 
entered   the   portal,     "  where   hast  tarried  i 
long  ?  by  the   hand  of  my  lady,  Mountjoy's 
dagger  and  your  jerkin  will  ere  long  be  i 
quainted  if  you  play  truant  thus  !** 

"  I  was  about  roy  master's  business,"  Knox 
answered,  not  well  pleased  at  the  harsh  tone  of 
the  speaker,  though  prevented  from  resenting 
St  as  he  otherwise  might,  by  his  rank. 


inox  I 
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^  That  can  hardly  be/^  the  other  rejoined, 
"  seeing  he  has  been  calling  for  you  this  hour, 
saying  he  knew  not  what  had  become  of  you — 
but  away  with  you,  man,  and  don't  stand 
staring  there,  like  a  fool — Mountjoy  has  gone 
out  alone,  as  if  these  were  times  to  run  such 
risks  r 

''And  where  am  I  to  seek  him?''  Harry 
asked. 

^  In  heaven,  for  anything  I  know,''  was  the 
reply,  '*  seeing  he  stands  a  fair  chance  of  being 
sent  there  before  his  time,  by  these  frequent 
visits  Co  the  wolfs  den.  Marry,  Essex  is  of  a 
different  mind  to  most  of  us,  if  he  suffers  an 
enemy  to  escape  him." 

Harry  Knox  waited  to  hear  no  more  of  the 
tirade  uttered  by  the  noble  knight,  against  the 
infatuation  of  his  friend,  of  whose  motives,  in 
thus  persisting  to  frequent  a  house,  fraught 
with  so  much  personal  danger  to  him  as  the 
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avowed  enemy  of  its  owner,  he  was  profounl 
ignorant. 

As  the  young  sailor  traversed  the  way 
Essex  house,  a  mingled  trnin  of  thought,  and 
feeling,  occupied  his  mind,  and  there  predomi- 
nated an  undefined  emotion  of  hope,  founded 
on  he  scarce  knew  what.  Harry  Knox  felt  he 
was  on  the  eve  of  some  strange  event,  and  it 
seemed  that  the  issue  of  that  event  in  some 
measure  hung  upon  himself.  Kirk  had  darl 
intimated  that  the  life  of  Tracy  was  in  danj 
and  forgetting  the  rival,  in  the  husband  of 
he  loved,  Harry  felt  it  an  imperative  duty  to 
warn  Tracy  of  the  impending  danger.  Perhaps 
it  might  have  been  the  thought,  that  the  nohle 
action  be  was  about  to  perform,  would  elevate 
his  character  in  the  eyes  of  Mary  Leslie,  that 
urged  him  on  to  an  undertaking  which  less 
generous  or  less  romantic  natures  would  ba^'e 
contented  themselves  with  admiring,  bat  which 
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they  would  have  believed  only  in  the  power  of 
a  madmao  or  a  fool  to  follow  out. 

Arrived  at  Essex  house,  Harry  Knox  found 
that  Lord  Mountjoy  was  with  Lady  Penelope 
Devereux,  and^  ushered  by  a  splendidly  attired 
pagej  he  crossed  the  hall  to  the  apartment, 
where  the  Court  beauty  was  wont  to  hold  her 
le v^.  The  door  revolved  on  its  hinges,  and  in . 
another  moment  Harry  found  himself  in  a  sump- 
tuous room,  but  in  which  there  appeared  no  trace 
of  living  being ;  yet  it  seemed  to  have  been  re- 
cently inhabited^  and  the  musical  books  and 
instruments  scattered  about  shewed  in  what  way 
the  time  of  its  occupants  had  flown.  A  window, 
opening  on  the  lawn,  was  open,  and  believing 
be  should  obtain  a  view  of  those  he  sought, 
Harry  advanced  towards  it ;  his  purpose  how* 
ever  was  arrested  by  the  door  again  opening, 
and  a  lady  richly  dressed  entered.  At  the  sight 
of  a  stranger  she  started,  and  was  about  to 
withdraw ;  but  the  next  moment  her  intention 
K  5 
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changed,  and  advancing  towards  him  with  f 
step  which  had  lost  some  of  its  firmness,  i 
uttered  his  name  in  a  low  and  agitated  ton^ 
with  a  mien  equally  embarrassed,  the  young 
sailor  beheld  Mary  Leslie  approach  him,  and 
no  one  could  have  recognised  in  that  timid 
youth,  the  hero  who  bad  braved  death  in  a 
hundred  shapes  unappallcd ;  but  how  often  is  it 
found,  that  the  dart  of  Cupid  is  more  potent 
in  daunting  the  giant  strength  of  man,  than 
the  spear  of  Mars,  Mary  was  soonest  restored 
to  equanimity.  In  the  first  glance  she  had 
only  recognised  her  young  protector,  who  had 
rendered  her  such  signal  service  in  the  pirate's 
Island  ;  at  the  next  the  badge  of  Mountjoy 
which  he  bore,  reminded  her,  that  although 
her  debt  of  gratitude  was  great,  yet  her  credi- 
tor was  of  inferior  grade,  and  the  native  pride 
of  a  high-born  lady  came  to  aid  her,  in  guard- 
ing  against  any  display  of  feeling  that  might 
lower  her  in  her  own  estimation. 
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'*  I  have  long  wished  to  see  you/'  she  said* 
while  the  tell-tale  bloody  which  scorned  the  re- 
straint she  would  willingly  have  imposed  upon 
it,  spoke  in  her  cheeky  and  testified  that  her 
words  were  sincere^  **  partly  that  I  might  ex- 
press my  obligations  to  you^  better  than  I  could 
in  the  agitated  state  I  was  in  when  we  last 
parted ;  but  chiefly  that  I  might  restore  a  little 
volume  to  its  owner^  which^  if  I  mistake  not^  you 
said  was  valuable  to  you/* 

She  went  to  a  small  chesty  and  drew  from 
thence^  the  well  worn  bible  he  had  received  from 
bis  venerable  relative  the  day  she  died.  Harry 
mechanically  stretched  out  his  hand  to  take 
the  book  she  held  towards  him^  but  the  touch 
seemed  to  awaken  him  from  the  stupor  which 
had  so  unaccountably  seized  him,  on  her 
entrance. 

^^  I  may  not  take  it,  lady,'^  he  said  suddenly 
drawing  back  his  hand,  ^^  'tis  a  holy  book^  and 
I  am  doubly  unworthy  such  a  treasure,  both  on 
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its  own  account,  and  ita  having  been  in  1 
possession  of  an  nngel." 

"  Its  being  a  holy  volume,"  she  rejoin 
affecting  not  to  appi;  the  latter  part  of  I 
speech,  "  13  the  greater  reason  why  you  shoal 
have  it  by  you,  since  it  affords  counsel  a 
guidance,  to  those  who  are,  like  you,  exposed! 
the  dangers  of  the  world." 

"  The  star  that  would  guide  my   cot 
best,  lady,  is  brighter  and  fairer  to  look   > 
than  the  dull  pages  of  yon  strange  book." 

"  Yet,  I  pray  you  take  it  now,*'  she  aatd.  Ma 
blushing  at  her  own  carneBtnesG,  she  again 
proffered  the  volume.  "  It  may  be  long  before 
we  meet  again ;  perhaps,"  she  continued  en- 
deavouring to  conquer  the  emotion  which  wel! 
nigh  choked  her,  "  this  is  the  last  time  wc 
shall  ever  meet ;  all  who  have  shewn  kindneu 
to  Mary  Leslie  must  sooner  or  later  be  Uini 
from  her." 

"Had  I  said  ao  of  myself  lady,  there  vol 
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be  reason  for  it — but  you»  surrounded  as  you 
are  by  friends^  and  with  an  afBanced  husband 
who  must  adore  you,  what  can  bring  such  a 
thought  ?" 

The  cheek  of  Mary  Leslie  grew  deadly  pale. 

**  Friends  !  husband  P'  she  repeated^  *'  alas  ! 
what  mockery  in  those  words.^  Then  suddenly 
checking  herself,  she  added  coldly,  ^  Lord 
Mountjoy  is  in  the  shrubbery,  will  you  seek 
him  there  V 

The  change  in  her  tone,  and  manner,  thrilled 
like  an  ice  bolt  to  the  heait  of  him  she  address- 
ed;  he  had  marked  too,  that  her  eye  was  fixed 
on  the  badge  of  his  service,  and  abashed  at  his 
own  presumption  in  having  for  a  moment  ad- 
dressed his  beautiful  companion  in  the  tone  of 
mn  equal,  the  young  sailor  felt  as  if  an  immea- 
■ureable  space  had  suddenly  intervened  between 
them^  of  whose  existence  he  had  not  until  that 
moment  been  sensible. 

^  Lady,''    he  said,  ^^  pardon   the  boldness 
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which  has  thus  for  a  moment  iairuded  upi 
you  ;  yet,  let  it  be  my  excuse  that  1  sought-tl 
render  you  a  service ;  and  forgive  t0O| 
abruptness ;  perhaps  but  a  few  momeDta  are  li 
me  to  aay  what  must  here  meet  no  ears,  t 
your  own.  Danger  is  near — yet  not  tbreaiq 
ing  you,  save  as  it  may  afiect  one  most  dear  1 
you." 

"  Nay,  pause  not,"  Mary  saJd  tiling  on  I 
her  large  dark  eye  which  was  dilated  beyond  n 
natural  size  by  intense  anxiety,  "  Do  not  heed 
me,"  she  continued,  "  I  am  prepared  for  the 
worst.'' 

"  The  etory,  I  can  tell  you,  lady,   must  ■ 
vague,"  Harry  said,  suddenly  alive  to  the  di£R^ 
rulty  he  should  experience  in  aivakeniog  her 
fears  respecting  Tracy,   without  betraying  I 
patron.    *'  Yet,  now  1  bethink  me,  you  rem 
ber  Kirk  ?" 

"  You  are  dealing  in  riddles,"  Mary   Leslie 
said,  rising  with  mucb  ^dignity,  "or  perhafia," 
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she  added^  ^  you  haTe  foi^tten  that  the  on- 
fbrtunate  circumatances  which  formerly  threw 
us  together,  did  not  oblige  a  Highland  maiden 
to  become  personally  acquainted  with  those, 
among  whom  it  was  her  ill  fate  to  find  herself 
a  captive/' 

^  I  hare  not  merited  your  rebuke,  lady,** 
Harry  Knox  answered,  hurt  by  her  displeasure. 
<<  Ood  is  my  witness,  I  ever  sought,  as  far  as 
my  poor  means  would  allow,  to  guard  you  from 
being  even  looked  upon  by  those  so  unworthy 
that  honor — and  now  I  would  willingly  bury  all 
the  past  in  forgetfulness,  rather  than  recal  to 
your  remembrance  the  horrors  of  yonder 
Island ;  but  to  make  you  understand  my  story, 
I  must  speak  of  it — since  then  the  name  of 
Kirk  is  strange  to  your  ear,  know,  he  who  bears 
it,  is  the  same  it  was  my  good  fortune  to  rescue 
you  from." 

<*  I  am  most  ungrateful  to  you,  my  kind,  my 
generous 'preserver/^  Mary    Leslie  said,   re- 
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Burning  ber  Beat,  fortherecolleclionofthat  n 
meet,  when  the  ruffian's  grasp  was  upon  ! 
at  once  levelled  the  barrier  pride  had  raised  L 
twcen  the  heiress  of  Leslie  and  Lord  Mountjo] 
retainer.  "  Speak,"  she  continued,  while  ' 
shudder  that  passed  through  her  frame  shewi 
how  much  the  mention  of  Kirk's  name  unner4 
ed  her,  "  tell  me  if  1  am  to  espect  any  atH 
violence  from  that  horrid  man  ;  he  has  been 
near  me  1  now  I  know  it  all,  ihat  frightful  face 
which  has  twice  so  appalled  me,  was  bis." 

"  He  dared  not  lo  speak  to  you?"  Harry 
said,  laying  his  hand  on  the  hilt  of  his  dagger, 

"  Nay,  his  words,  if  indeed  he  uttered  any, 
were  inaudible,'*  she  answered  evasively,  dread- 
ing to  work  further  on  the  passion  she  saw  too 
much  roused  already ;  "  but  you  spoke  of 
danger  threatening  me,  or  some  one,  tbrougli 
this  man." 

"  Lady,  I  did  ;  I  may  not  shock  your  pure 
mind  by  naming  the  feeling  this  tatscrcantdaret 
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to  nourish  towards  you^  that  were  profanation  ; 
but  I  have  heard  from  his  own  lips  that  he 
seeks  to  render  you  again  free,  by  some  medi- 
tated violence  towards  your  intended  husband.'' 

*'  You  speak  of  Henry  Tracy,  doubtless/' 
Mary  answered  with  as  much  composure  as  she 
could  assume,  while  her  blanched  cheek  again 
spoke  of  the  conflict  within  '^As  a  friend  his  safe- 
ty is  dear  to  me,  and  I  will  lose  no  time  in 
warning  him  of  the  threatened  peril ;  but  in 
what  shape  shall  I  bid  him  expect  it  ?^ 

At  a  loss  to  account  for  the  strange  manner 
iif  which  Mary  Leslie  spoke  of  Tracy,  Harry 
Knox  answered  mechanically — 

*^  To-morrow  morning,  when  he  goes  forth 
with  the  Earl  of  Essex— "  Then  suddenly 
checking  himself  he  added,  ''  bid  him  tarry  at 
home  till  after  to-morrow.'' 

'^  Is  it  then  so  near  ?"  Mary  said  clasping 
her  hands. 

'*  Nay,  sweet  lady,  be  not  thus  distressed," 
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Hairy  said,  looking  upon  her  agitatioD  as 
natural   consequence   of  her  love    for    Tri 
"  there  are  yet  many  boura  before  suit-set>  ai 
I  will  seek  the  noble  Tracy  myself,  and  warn 
him  of  his  danger ;  no  harm  eholl  happen  to 
one  so  dear  to  you,  if  Harry  Kaox  can  pi 


"  It  is  not  for  Henry  Tracy  alone  I 
she  replied,  "  more  will  be  involved  in  the 
if,  as  I  am  led  by  my  own  ob&ervattous 
lieve,  some  scheme  fraught  with  mischief  i& 
even  now  in  agitation.  The  Earl  of  Essex  has 
received  deep  offence,  either  irom  Qucea  Eliza- 
beth herself,  or  from  some  of  her  ministers,  and 
his  impatient  spirit  chafes  for  revenge.  Trecy 
is  too  impetuous  a  counsellor  for  one  already 
but  too  much  irritated.  Perhaps  you  are  evi 
now  seut  to  avert  the  storm  that  threatens 
overwhelm,  not  only  Essex  and  Tracy,  but  two 
whose  very  lives  are  wrapped  in  them.  I  mean,' 
the  added,  fearing  her  auditor  might  mist 
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lier  Bpeech  by  applying  it  to  herself,  "  Lady 
Tracy  and  Lady  Penelope  Devcreux." 

**  Say,  lady,  your  own  happiness  is  touched 
by  mischance  to  Tracy,  and  my  life  will  be  held 
a  poor  sacrifice  to  insure  his  safety." 

"  The  welfare  of  Henry  Tracy,"  Mary  Leslie 
said  calmly  and  distinctly,  "  must  be  an  object 
of  interest  to  all  his  friends,  and  as  one  of 
them,  I  would  do  all  in  my  power  to  insure  it ; 
time  was,  when  I  believed  it  would  be  an  im- 
peraUve  duty,  bs  well  as  my  highest  pleasure,  to 
watch  over  it.  But  enough  of  my  own  history 
— can  you  not  give  mc  a  more  distinct  clue  to 
this  danger  ?" 

As  Harry  Knox  was  about  to  reply,  footsteps 
approached  the  open  wiudow,  and  in  the  next 
moment.  Lady  Penelope  Devereux,  followed  by 
Mountjoy,  entered  from  the  lawn.   '■  How  now, 

Icara  mia!"  the  lively  lady  exclaimed  gaily, 
"we  come  to  break  in  upon  your  solitude,  but 
io !  I  find  it  leas  insupportable  than  I  had 
eipected." 
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"  Mountjoy's  quick  eye  read  ia  the  fioBbi 
cheek  of  bis  retainer,  no  less  palpably  titan  i 
the  pale  aud  anxious  brow  of  Mary  Lcsttl 
something  that  alarmed  him,  and  he  felt  eagt 
to  get  rid  of  one,  «ho  he  was  aware,  tbougl 
not  thoroughly  acquainted  ffith  his  macbina* 
tions  against  the  £arl  of  Essex,  vns,  neverthe- 
less, too  much  in  the  secret  to  be  trusted  tei;] 
speak  in  the  presence  of  his  fair  mistress, 
wardly  cursing  the  ill-luck  which  had  taken  h 
from  the  room  when  Knox  had  entered,  he 
instantly  formed  a  plan  to  send  him  away  aa 
speedily  and  quickly  as  possible. 

"  Have  you  brought  the  packet?"  he  i 
advancing  towards  Harry  Knox,  as  if  anxio 
to  receive  some  expected  intdligence. 

"  What  packet,  my  lord  ?"  hi«  attendi 
asked  in  some  surprise. 

"  Why,  that  I  have  been  expecting  thi 
three  days,  1  bade  Ralph  give  it  you  if  it  I 
Hrixed,  9nd  send  you  ou  here  uritb  it.". 
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"  Xotbing  was  delivered  to  me,  my  lord, 
except  orders,  somewhat  peremptory,  to  come 
here  with  all  speed." 

"  The  fools  have  misunderatood  me !"  Mount- 
joy  muttered,  "  but  never  mind,  I  will  go  back 
and  see  to  it  myself." 

Aa  he  crossed  the  room  in  quest  of  his  cap, 
which  he  had  thrown  on  a  seat,  Mary  Leslie 
arose,  and  placiug  herself  before  him,  said 
abruptly — 

"  Know  you  of  any  enterprise,  Lord  Mount- 
joy,  in  which  Tracy  is  engaged  ?" 

A  movement  and  tone  so  opposite  to  Mary's 
usually  quiet  and  digniflcd  demeanour,  caused 
Mountjoy  to  start,  while  the  consciousness  of 
his  plots  against  the  liberty,  if  not  the  life  of 
Essex,  completed  his  embarrassment.  Finding 
he  did  not  answer,  but  that  his  face  turned 
deadly  pale,  Mary  Leslie's  suspicions  were 
coDfirmed  ;  but  not  being  aware  of  the  bitter 
animosity  existing  between  the  Earl  of  Essex 
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and  Lord  Mounljoy,  she  naturall;  imputed 
change  of  countenance  to  the  anxiety  be  fell 
respecting  the  hrother  of  hia  mistress.   Tarnii 
to  Lady  Penelope  she  said,  *'  no  time  mu&t 
lost ;  my  fears  for  your  noble  brother  are 
too  well  founded." 

"  Your  nerves  are  sadly  weakened,  carai 
Lady  Penelope  said,  with  a  smile,  "  you  wl 
.-icted  so  heroically  when  those  wicked  men 
captured  your  barque,  and  bore  you  to  their 
horrid  den,  now  in  the  midst  of  friends,  you 
are  perpetually  startled  by  some  shadow  that 
flits  past  you.  Come,  this  must  not  be,  1  will 
drive  the  evil  spirit  from  bis  throne."  She 
caught  up  a  guitar,  and  struck  a  lively  chord, 
but  Mary  Leslie  interrupted  ber. 

"  Lady  Penelope,"  she  said,  earnestly,  **  this 
is  HO  time  for  triiling  ;  again  and  again  I  have 
sought  lately  to  call  your  attention  to  the 
change  that  has  come  over  the  Earl  of  Essex, 
but  you  heeded  me  not,  and  even  n 
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is  standing  on  the  edge  of  a  precipice,  you  will 
not  stretch  out  a  hand  to  save  him. !'' 

^^  It  is  but  little  you  know  of  my  father's 
daughter,^  Lady  Penelope  answered  haughtily, 
^'  if  you  indeed  think  me  capable  of  sueh  su- 
pineness  where  real  danger  exists ;  but  I  am 
not  so  soon  alarmed  by  every  passing  cloud 
which  a  light  breeze  may  blow  over  the  horizon 
of  a  favorite,  to  make  it  a  matter  of  anxiety. 
Charles/'  she  continued,  turning  to  Mountjoy, 
you  will  not  deceive  me,  does  there  exist  any 
ground  for  serious  apprehension  from  this 
seeming  anger  of  the  Queen  towards  Devereux?'' 

^^  Her  frowns,  dearest,  have  ever  turned  to 
brightest  sunshine,  when  the  noble  Essex  is 
concerned,"  Mountjoy  answered  evasively, 
**  this  fair  lady's  fears  were  but  now  awakened 
for  Tracy,  and  we  can  well  understand  her 
anxiety  in  that  quarter;  but  now  they  seem 
to  have  taken  a  new  bent,  and  glance  at  Deve- 
rcux." 
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"  Oae  danger  threatens  both,'  Maty  an; 
ed  impatiently,  *•  if  to-tnorrow  be  fatal  to 
it  will  be  80  to  bis  friend  Ukewise.' 

"  To-morrow !  tatal !"    Mountjoy  repeat 
"what  mean  you,  Misa  Leslie? — villaiD 
added  in  a  low  tone  to  Harry  Knox,  ••  yo« 
have   betrayed  me,  and  yoar  life  eboll  auswcr 
for  the  treachery." 

*'  My  lord,  1  am  no  villain,"  he  aiuwered 
boldly,  "  and  1  know  not  what  you  mean  by 
betraying  you ;  I  learned  this  iDoming  that 
danger  ihretttened  one,  who  though  a  stranger 
to  me,  yet  to  prevent  this  lady  pain,  I  would 
most  williugly  Eavc.  I  knew  not  you  bad  a 
quarrel  against  him,  or  if  you  bare,  it  is  not  by 
your  wis))  the  assassin's  knife  ia  diivcted  agaiaat 
bis  life," 

"  Bandy  not  words  with  me,  Kirrah  l** 
Mounljoy  said,  enraged  at  the  young  suW* 
hardihood  in  thus  presuming  to  make  good 
his  story,   "  begone,  ttnd  keep  your  own  plaoeM 
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yoa  presume  too  moch  upon  being  permitted 
to  hold  coQTene  with  the  fair  and  noble." 

^  Ah,  do  not  eend  him  away^  Lord  Mount- 
joy,**  Mary  Leslie  aaid  in  an  imploring  tone^ 
^  at  least  not  until  he  has  explained  what  the 
danger  is^  he  spoke  of  but  now." 

.  ^  Doubt  not,  gentle  lady^  that  I  will  search 
it  outj''  Mountjoy  said  with  grave  courtesy, 
^  yttf  bethink  you,  that  the  word  of  a  serving 
man  must  not  be  listened  to  as  an  oracle." 

The  eyes  of  Harry  Knox  flashed  brightly  as 
raising  them  to  Mounljoy's  face,  he  said  firmly, 
'*  What  reason  you  hav^  my  lord,  for  wishing 
to  cast  doubt  upon  the  word  of  one  who  scorns 
a  lie,  as  much  as  any  belted  knight  in  Christen- 
dom, I  shall  leave  to  your  own  conscience  to 
determine,  yet,  I  go  not  hence  till  I  have  warn* 
ed  you,  that  through  me  Mr.  Tracy  shall  be  in* 
formed  of  what  I  have  heard*  You  smile  soorxH 
fully,  my  lord,  but  1  swear  on  this  holy  book 
that  what  I  have  uttered  is  no  invention  of  my 
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own,  but  cornea  from  one  I  Itnow  to  be  a  robbi 
and  a  murderer,"  he  stretched  out  his  hand 
lake  the  little  bible  Mary  Leslie  slill  held,  : 
having  kissed  it  in  token  of  the  truth  of  his  as- 
sertion, V  as  about  to  place  it  in  his  bosom ;  as  he 
did  so,  it  came  in  contact  with  some  part  of  the 
ornaments  which  covered  his  vest,  and  the  linen 
case,  which  had  for  manj  a  long  year  preserved 
the  binding,  of  what  in  those  days  was  an  ex- 
pensive book,  gave  way  beneath  the  impatient 
jerk,  Harry  Knox  bi^stowed  in  order  to  effect 
its  disentanglement ;  and  through  the  aperture 
thus  unintentionally  produced,  a  slip  of  paper 
made  its  way,  and  fell  at  the  youth's  ftrt.  Vexa- 
tion at  his  own  awkwardness  had  brought  a 
burning  flush  to  his  cheek,  and  to  cover  tbia 
confusion,  rather  than  to  gratify  any  curiositjj 
Ht  a  moment  when  every  feeling  was  still  i 
from  the  unmerited  contempt  with  nhicb  ha 
had  been  treated,  Harry  picked  up,aad  proceed- 
ed to  examine  the  paper  ;  but  as  his  ere  noted  i» 
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contents^  a  diange  came  over  him^  which  filled 
thoee  who  marked  it  with  astonishment^  and 
alarm.  His  face^  at  the  first  glance  at  the  wri- 
tingj  had  assumed  a  shade  so  deep  that  it  ap- 
peared the  rushing  tide  that  gave  its  hue  must 
burst  the  channels  that  confined  it;  this 
suddenly  ebbed,  and  a  deathlike  paleness  suc- 
ceeded, which  was  again  chased  away  by  the 
bright  color,  like  the  setting  sun  now  obscured 
by  some  fleecy  cloud,  and  anon  bathing  it  in 
a  flood  of  crimson  glory. 

It  was  not  until  he  had  twice  perused  the 
paper  that  Harry  Knox  seemed  fully  to  com- 
prehend its  real  meaning ;  then  he  lifted  his 
eyes  to  the  astonished  group  before  him,  flash- 
ing with  pride  and  high  resolve. 

'^  Lford  Mountjoy,"  he  said,  '^  it  pleased  you 
but  now  to  throw  discredit  on  my  word ;  at  the 
moment,  as  your  retainer,  I  was  restrained 
from  testifying  my  just  indignation  ;  the  bonds 
which  confined  me  are  broken ;  then  I  stood 
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before  you,  your  inferior^  now  I   stand   on   ! 
same  ground  your  equal,  and  as  such  I   hurl 
back  the  charge  of  falsehood  with  nthich  you 
thought  fit  to  brand  me,  and  will  tnainlain  t 
truth  of  what  I  advance  in  knightly  fashion,  i 
against  any  odds." 

"  He  raves !"  Lord  Mountjoy  said,  turning 
on  his  heel,  "  send  for  the  leech,  the  poor  lad 
has  lost  his  reason." 

"  My  reason  is  as  clear  M  your  own,  proud 
lord — but  I  forget,  this  is  no  presence  to  ai^ 
a  quarrel — Lady,"  he  said,  advancing  to  Mary 
Leslie,  *'  as  Harry  Kuox,  the  sailor,  you  i 
vouclisafed  me  the  happiness  of  being  near  ya 
and  the  name  by  which  you  shall  next  bearO 
me,  may  be  one  that  shall  convince  you,  tU 
you  have  not  been  degraded  in  doing  so. 
Tracy,  fear  nothing ;  he  shall  he  secured  frO 
harm,  even  though  to  ensure  his  safety,  I  , 
obliged  to  sacrifice  my  own  life ;  though  that 
indeed  would  be  valueless,  since   in   rcstori 
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him  to  you  and  happiness^  I  destroy  my  own 
for  ever.'* 

He  bent  his  knee  and  taking  her  hand,  kissed 
it  respectfully,  and  had  quitted  the  room  before 
Mountjoy  was  sufficiently  recovered  from  his 
astonishment  to  interrupt  his  exit. 

It  required  all  the  art  that  nobleman  was 
master  of  to  lull  asleep  the  fears  and  suspicions 
Harry  Knox's  extraordinary  conduct  had  awa- 
kened in  the  mind  of  Lady  Penelope  ;  and  it 
was  not  until  he  repeatedly  assured  her  that  he 
would  instantly  seek  out  Essex,  who  had  for 
some  days  entirely  absented  himself  from  his 
home,  and  warn  him  of  the  peril  that  was  said 
to  hang  over  his  friend,  and  then  again  seek  her 
side,  from  which  he  promised  nothing  should 
withdraw  him  on  the  morrow,  that  the  fair  lady 
permitted  him  to  leave  her. 

On  Mary  Leslie,  Lord  Mountjoy's  pi;ote8ta- 
tious  of  ignorance  respecting  Harry  Knox's 
communication,  fell  as  words  full  of  sound  with- 
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She  desriy  mr  lie  wts  in 
in  the  affinr,  bat  how  eoorince 
Pendope's  fickle  tempemnent ! 
die  AdyOii  the  obyect  of  soqn- 
hopden  tnsk^  and  rirlr  at  heart 
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Agitated  and  bewildered  by  the  unexpected 
discovery  that  singular  paper  had  opened  to 
him,  Harry  Knox  passed  rapidly  down  the 
stairs,  scarce  knowing  whither  he  went.  If 
that  writing  might  be  believed,  his  place  was 
among  the  nobles  of  the  land  !  But  how  estab- 
lish a  claim,  alone,  unfriended,  and  at  the  pre- 
sent moment  involved  in  a  personal  quarrel  with 
a  powerful  nobleman,  whose  active  exertions 
would  too  surely  be  directed  against  the  bold 
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aspirant  to  lionors,  which,  by  placing  tiira 
an  equality,  would  give  to  one  whom  hi 
lately  regarded  in  the  light  of  a  retainer,  ft 
power  to  demand  Batisfnction  for  the  iqbi 
Mountjoy  had  so  unwarily  put  upon  him. 

"  England  will  not  afford  me  justice,"  he 
said,  speaking  to  himself,  "  but  Scotland  may, 
and  thither  will  I  go;  'tis  the  country  of  Mi 
Leslie." 

He  stopped  abruptly;  a  bitter  feeling  rose 
with  that  name  ;  once  the  thoughts  of  high 
titles  and  wealtii  would  have  been  gratifying,  as 
assimilating  him  more  closely  with  the  hi 
of  Leslie;  now  these  had  lost  their  charm,, 
since  they  could  never  be  shared  with  her, 

"  My  last  moments  in  England,"  he  cool 
□ned,  after  a  long  pause,  "  shall  be  spent  ifl  hi 
service ;  and  then  if  my  birlhright  be  accorded, 
it  may  serve  to  distinguish  the  bold  adventurer 
who  will  seek  new  honors  and  fresh  wealth 
amid  those  wondrous  Bcenos  thoy  tell  ua  the 
new  found  world  is  rife  with." 
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Thui  iolUoquisiogy  Harry  Kqox  directed  his 
steps  to  Drury  house,  where  Essex  and  his 
cabal  were  wont  to  meet ;  but  here  he  was  de- 
nied admittancey  nor  could  threats,  entreaties^ 
or  even  a  bribe  prevail  on  the  cerberus,  placed 
as  sentinel,  to  take  a  message  to  either  EUsex  or 
Tracy.  Exhausted  by  fj^tigue,  he  was  about  to 
abandon  the  attempt  to  serve  the  object  of  his 
solicitude;  but  his  better  feelings  prevailed^ 
and  he  continued  to  walk  patiently  before  the 
door^  in  the  expectation,  that  their  deliberations 
over,  one  or  both  would  come  forth.  His  ex- 
pectations, however,  proved  vain,  for  by  means 
of  a  more  private  e^ess,  the  Earl  and  Tracy 
had  reached  Essex  house  several  hours  before 
he  quitted  his  post. 

^*  I  will  make  another  effort  to-morrow 
morning,''  he  thought^  **  nice  was  the  hour 
fixed  on,  but  I  will  be  before  them ;  and  Kirk 
shall  yet  be  disappointed  of  his  prey." 

Before  yielding  himself  to  the  repose  he  so 
L  5 
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much  needed,  Harry  Knox's  first  care  o 
ing  the  humble  ajjertment  he  had  engaged  for 
the  night,  was  to  take  from  his  apparel  every 
thing  that  might  point  him  out  as  belonging  to 
Lord  Mouotjoy's  household ;  this  accomplished, 
he  threw  himself  on  a  miserable  bed,  where  he 
sought  in  vain  for  sleep  to  reheve  his  neuriness. 
The  contents  of  the  paper  were  perpetually  be- 
fore him,  and  the  vivid  colours  in  which  the 
words  he  bad  read  presented  themselves  to  his 
closing  eyes,  edectuallj  chased  slumber  from 
them.  All  that  had  bewildered  him  during  his 
sojourn  with  Criohton  was  now  explained,  and 
it  only  remained  to  be  proved  whether  others 
would  as  readily  recognise  his  affinity  to  the 
daring  freebooter's  illustrious  victim  aa  he  him- 
self had  done. 

The  dawn  of  day  found   Harry   Kuox   ! 
agitated  by  doubts  and  conjectures,  and  per-   i_ 
ceiving  it  was  vain  to  attempt  their  cxpulaion, 
he  rose,  and  proceeded  to  Essex  house ;  as  he 
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approacbed  be  oould  observe  persons  enteriog 
the  gatej  some  alone^  others  by  two  and  three 
together.  At  firsts  be  entertained  the  idea  of 
boldly  entering  with  the  rest,  and  stating  at 
once  to  Tracy  the  purport  of  his  mission ;  bat 
this  scheme  was  soon  abandoned,  as  the  thought 
of  betraying  Lord  Mountjoy  presented  itself  to 
his  mind.  With  that  nobleman's  enterprise 
against  Essex,  Harry  Knox  had  nothing  to  do, 
nor  would  he  in  any  degree  interfere  with  its 
execution,  feeling  as  he  did  satisfied  with  its 
justice ;  his  only  aim  was  to  save  Tracy,  whose 
death  he  believed  inevitable ;  while  to  the  £arl 
of  Essex  he  had  been  assured  captivity  or  exile 
alone  would  arise. 

Presently  it  appeared  the  musters  were  com* 
pleted,  and  Harry  Knox  could  hear  the  massive 
keys  perform  their  office,  forbidding  any  egress 
without  special  permission ;  then  came  a  brief 
pause,  only  broken  by  the  hum  of  the  throng 
assembled  in  the  court-yard.     It  seemed  as  if 
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the  whole  city  was  resting  on  the  eve  of  son 
mighty  convulsion,  bo  stilt  and  breathless  di 
every  street  appear,  whereas  al  this  hour  the; 
usually  teemi-d  n  ith  life  and  bustle.  Ever  and 
auon  might  be  seen  an  inquisitive  h«ad  thruat 
&om  a  door  or  window,  and  a»  speedily  villt 
drawn. 

After  about  an  hour  passed  in  an: 
pense,  a  fresh  party  was  seen  slowly  approud 
ing  Essex  house.  In  one  of  the  two  who  walkcdij 
first,  Harry  Knox  had  uo  difSculty  in  rcco^ 
nisiog  the  Lord  Keeper;  the  others,  who  oil 
seemed  of  high  rank,  wet«  strangers  to  him, 
Pausing  at  the  wicket,  the  venerable  noblemaa. 
struck  with  his  staff,  aummoning  those  with] 
in  the  Queen's  name,  to  open  to  her  offit 
At  lirst  no  answer  was  returued,  but  at 
second  sumtnoDs,  the  wicket  flew  opcOi  and 
Essex  himself  stood  on  the  threshold.  Ttw 
Earl  was  clad  in  a  suit  of  armour,  composed  of 
fl^xibk  mg»,  aQd-oyer.tbi^iJts  if  to  hide  as  far 
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as  possible  even  the  outward  demonstration  of 
any  warlike  purpose,  Essex  had  thrown  a  velvet 
mantle,  lined  and  trimmed  with  the  choicest 
fur.  His  head  was  uncovered,  and  bearing  on 
his  brow  the  spint  of  high  and  bold  emprize, 
he  had  never  perhaps  appeared  to  greater  ad- 
vant»(>e.  Close  behind  him  was  seen  the  figure 
of  hii*  favorite,  Tracy,  eagerly  bending  forward 
to  »can  those  without,  and  ready  to  share  any 
peril  to  which  his  friend  might  be  exposed ;  he 
had  not  adopted  any  defensive  clothing,  but 
was  attired  in  a  suit  of  green  velvet,  richly  em- 
broidered, such  as  was  usually  worn  by  the 
gallants  of  the  day  on  some  festive  occasion, 
and  a  cap  of  the  same  material,  round  which 
was  flung  the  chain,  used  as  a  band,  rested 
lightly  on  his  spirited  head. 

••  My  Lord  of  Essex,"  the  Lord  Keeper  said 
in  a  tone  of  grave  rebuke,  "  what  means  this 
concourse  of  people  here  assembled  ?  Seetc  ye 
to  draw  our  Bovereign  lady's  liege  subjects  into 
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deeds  of  violence  and  rebellion ;  or  wist  ye  n 
that    yc   must  forthwiih    answer    before 
Council  touching  tlieae  unlnwful  doings !" 

"  Come  you  hither,  my  good  lord,  ifl  y 
own  name  ?"  Essex  demanded  haughtily,  " 
in  that  of  one  to  whom  even  the  proudest 
among  us  must  perforce  render  an  account  of 
our  actions  ?" 

"  1  come,"  be  replied,  "  in  the  oame  of  our 
gracious  Sovereign,  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  1 
chai^  you  from  her  instantly  to  lay  down  ths 
arms  of  rebellion  which  it  ha£  been  certitied  to 
her  you  have  already  assumed  ;  and  she  graci- 
ously promises,  on  her  part,  to  deal  with  you  aa 
with  wayvard  children,  on  whom  the  parent 
must  impose  some  wholesome  restraint,  lest^ 
too  much  liberty  prove  their  destruciioii ;  but 
acknowledging  your  transgression  and  folly, 
she,  as  your  parent,  will  agaiu  receive  yoo  to 
her  loving  favor." 
**  &fy  thanks  ore  due  to  ibc  gracious  lidy," 
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Essex    answered    soornfully/'   bat  the   lamb 
may  not  safely  dismiss  the  faithful  dogs  that 
guard  her^  while  the  prowling  wolf  is  near. 
Bear  back  to  her  highness  the  humble  duty  of 
her  poor  subject,  Robert  Devereux,  and  say  that 
he  is  driven  to  the  step  he  takes  in  self-defence. 
My  enemies  are  numerous  and  powerful,  good 
my  lord,  they  thirst  for  my  blood ;  even  now  a 
conspiracy  is  on  foot  to  spill  it,  and  for  the  de- 
fence of  my  person  are  these  my  faithful  friends 
here  assembled,  not  with  the  arms  of  rebellion, 
as  those  who  poison  the  Queen's  ear  falsely 
assert ;  but  to  stand  by  me  in  the  hour  of  need, 
should  those  who  are  bandied  together  for  my 
destruction  proceed  to  open  violence/^ 

The  Lord  Keeper  was  about  to  reply  when 
he  was  interrupted  by  those  within  the  gates, 
who  breaking  forth  with  a  simultaneous  cry, 
raised  such  a  din  that  all  attempts  to  be  heard 
werejunavailing;  nor  could  the  commands  of 
Essex  himself  hush  the  tumult ;  still  the  cry 
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rose  wildly  to  heaven  "  Death  to  the  enci 
of  noble  Devereur  I"  Anxious,  if  possible  to 
gain  a  hearing  from  that  insensate  throng,  the 
venerable  Lord  Keeper  pressed  forward,  fol- 
lowed bj  bis  companiuns,  and  as  Essex  fell  back 
a  few  paces,  he  entered  the  ticket,  chai^iig 
the  noblemen  whom  he  saw  aaseinbled  in  that 
court-yard,  to  lay  down  iheir  arms,  and  iu- 
atantly  return  to  their  duty. 

Harry  Knox  was  prepared  to  follow,  but  a> 
the  last  of  the  Lord  Keeper's  attendants  crossed 
the  threshold,  the  door  closed,  a  band  of  mns- 
ketecrs  swept  round  the  party,  and  hurried 
into  the  bouse;  they  were  placed  in  a  strong 
room,  and  strictly  guarded. 

As  soon  as  the  Lord  Keeper,  and  his 
panions  were  thus  secured,  the  gates  were  flung 
open ;  and  leaving  a  party  to  guard  the  house, 
Essex,  at  the  head  of  the  rest  of  his  adherents, 
sallied  forth,  and  took  his  route  towards  the 
city.     It  was  then,   Harry   Knox 
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opportuoity  be  had  io  earnestly  sought^  and 
making  his  way  to  Tracy's  side,  compelled  him 
for  one  moment  to  stop^  while  he  said. 

^*  Danger  lurks  in  your  path^  £ur  sir ;  take 
the  advice  of  one  who  wishes  you  well^  and  do 
not  dare  it  too  rashly/' 

TVacy  impatiently  shook  off  the  hand  which 
the  speaker  had  laid  on  his  arm^  and  looking 
at  him  fiercely  said^  '^  when  was  a  Tracy  known 
to  turn  from  his  path>  because  danger  was 
before  him  ?  Keep  your  warning,  friend,  for 
cowards/^ 

He  sprang  gaily  after  Essex,  who  had  pre* 
ceded  him  during  this  brief  conference.  As 
he  took  his  usual  station,  on  the  left  hand  of 
that  nobleman,  the  Earl  looked  at  him,  and 
seeing  his  favorite's  flushed  cheek,  and  ruffled 
brow,  said,  ^  how  now,  Tracy  1  what  has  hap* 
pened  to  chafe  you  thus  ?'' 

^*  Marry,  my  Lord !  I  was  stopped  by  a  fool, 
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who   whispered   sometfaiug  Jo  toy  ear 
danger."  .    .i 

"  And  what  thanks  did  you  give  hinfifriT 

**  Such   as  cowards  should   always 
Tracy  answered,  "  I  e'en  bade  hira  ro  to  i 
devil." 

"Yet,    perhaps    bis    warmog    was    kindly 
meant,"  Essex  said  musing,  **  Tracy,"  be  c 
tiaued,  raising  his  head,   after   a   ino 
pause,  "  how  comes  it  you   wear  no 
to-day  ?" 

"  1  eball  not  need   it,  good  my  Lord, 
mbsion  is  a  peactful  one,"  Tracy  replied  arch- 
ly, "and  if  we  are  assHulted,  why,  1   must  e'en 
tight  in  doublet  and   hose,  which  has  happ< 
many  a  time  before." 

"  Yel  I  trust  you  have  not  omitted   a  i 
of  mail  beneath  thy  gay  doublet  ?"  Essex  said 
unxiously. 

'*  Do  you  then  think  we  shall  o 
my  Lord  ?"  Tracy  asked. 


be  coife^^— 
neata)^^^! 

% 

d  arch- 
ist  e'en 
fipen^^H 

a  skil^^^ 


!  shall  come  to  bloi«^^^| 
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^  Now  heaTen  forbid,  Tracy ! — I  do  but  9eek 
my  own  safety  in  the  coarse  I  am  takings  not 
to  involve  my  loving  countrymen  in  broils. 
But  see,  Tracy,  we  are  entering  the  city ;  seems 
it  not  to  you  that  all  is  more  quiet  than  it  is 
wont  to  be  ?'' 

^'  Tlie  lazy  knaves  are  snoring  when  they 
should  be  up,  and  doing,"  Tracy  answered  in 
a  tone  of  disappointment,  ^'  but  perchance,^  he 
added  more  gaily,  '^  they  but  wait  to  see  your 
Grace  really  among  them,  and  then,  noUe 
Devereux,  they  will  swarm  from  their  hiding 
places  like  hornets.'' 

Tracy's  supposition,  however,  proved  un- 
founded. As  the  unfortunate  nobleman  passed 
onwards,  the  windows  became  crowded  with 
faces,  anxious  to  gain  a  look  at  this  idol,  but 
no  one  stirred  to  welcome  him,  nor  was  a  single 
individual  added  to  his  train.  In  vain  Elssex 
bent  on  the  gazers  a  look  of  anxious  expecta- 


lion,  as  he  cried  aloud.    "  For  ihe  Queen  ( 
tho  Queen  !  my  life  is  in  danger !" 

The   citizens   heard   him    in    silence, 
suffered  him  to  pass  on  unaided.  "* 

Di^sappoinud  and  perplexed,  EswJi' 
manded  his  followera  to   halt,  that   he   mij 
consult  with  the  noblemen  in  his  train,  toui 
ing  the   beat   method   of  proceeding.      TTicir 
deliberations  were   speedily  cut  tSxort  by  the 
sound  of  a  trumpet,  and,  as  in  mnte  anKtety 
turned  their  eyes  tovards  the  quarter  whei 
it  proceeded,  a    gallant    hand,    headed    by 
Knight  Marshni,  rode  up  the  street  am 
claimed,  Robert  Devercux,  Ear!  of  E-^scX] 
ther'nith  all  his  adherents,  Iraiton. 

The  etTect  of  this  dennneiatioQ  on  the 
dispirited  party,  was  like  magic.  In  silence 
they  shrank  one  by  one  from  the  side  of  him, 
whom,  but  a  short  time  before,  tbey  had  swom 
to  stand  by,  to  tlie  last  drop  of  their  blood 
and    had    his    enterprise    proved 
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H       Essex  looked  round  in  bitterness  of  spirit ;  of     ^^H 

H       the  two  hundred  iTho  had  fulloued  him  so  con-      ^^H 

H       Sdentlf  when  he  left  Essex  house,   scarce  half      ^H 

H        a  dozen  remained,  and  he  read  in  the  looka  of      ^^M 

H        these  true  hearts,  anxiety  sod  dismay.      Tracy      ^^M 

H        alone  preserved   a    dauntless    air,   increase  of     ^^M 

danger  Iiad    but  made  his  eye    sparkle    more       ^^l 

brightly,  and  as  he  li&tened  to  the  words  of              ^ 

the  Knight  Marshal,  which  6«d  on  his  leader       ^^J 

the  odious  epithet  of  traitor,  his  hand  grasped       ^^M 

the  hilt  of  his  sword,  and  he  swore  he  would       ^V 

wash  out  the  foul  stain  thus  cast  on  Eases^a 

shield,  in  the  blood  of  that  bold  roan,  who  had               | 

thus  braved  his  vengeance.  But  as  he  turned  to      ^^H 

look  onEase  vlie  manifest  dismay  he  read  in  the      ^^M 

countenance  which  he  expected  to  see  blazing               ' 

with  indignation,  sent  a  thrill  to  Tracy's  heart, 

that  for  one  moment  might  seem  like  fear;  but               ' 

the  next  it  was  chased  sway  by  the  proud  tide 
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pctuosity  from   the   unwooted   check 
received. 

"  Courage,  noble  Devereus  !"  he  said,  "  we 
are  few  in  number  'lis  true  ;  God's  curse  upon 
the  recreant  knaves  who  have  left  us  bo  !  Yet 
let  us  forward,  and  strike  one  good  blow  agaiast 
yon  proud  man  who  dares  to  couple  yoL-r  name 
with  that  of  traitor." 

'*  Forbear  Tracy  !  He  does  but  fulfil  the  c< 
mflnda  of  those  he  dares  not  gainsay.  We  have 
been  deceived,  my  friend.  Sec  you  not  that  the 
Commons  will  take  no  part  in  my  quarrel.  We 
must  back  to  our  den,  there  at  least  we  may 
defy  the  malice  of  our  enemies,  until  such  time 
as  we  have  obtained  a  promise  of  safety  fti 
the  Queen." 

Thus  speaking,  he  turned,  and  Tracy  wbi 
obliged,  though  most  reluctantly,  to  follow 
yet  he  lingered  to  bestow  one  parting  glai 
and  a  withering  ouc  it  was,  upon  the  Ki 
Marshal,  whom  he  longed  to  have  within 
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nave  ^^^^ 
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reach.  To  avoid  all  appearance  of  flight  or  fear, 
Essex  retraced  his  steps  slowly — ^a  measure 
which  gave  his  enemies  full  leisure  to  complete 
their  preparations  for  his  destruction.  Still  no 
attempt  was  made  to  interrupt  the  Earl's  pro- 
gress, until  he  reached  the  middle  of  the  city ; 
here  it  was  suddenly  arrested  by  a  chain 
drawn  across  the  street,  and  behind  it  were 
assembled  a  party  of  armed  men. 

^  What  means  this  interruption,  my 
masters?''  Essex  exclaimed,  for  the  first  time 
losing  his  coolness,  ^  undo  the  chain,  and  give 
way  to  those  above  you." 

^^  My  Lord  of  Essex,"  the  leader  of  the  band 
answered,  stepping  forward,  ^  it  is  my  painful 
duty  to  bar  your  further  progress ;  such  were 
the  orders  of  the  Lord  Bishop  of  London,  and 
his  word  none  may  dispute." 

^  Now  by  heaven  !  saucy  knave,  your  inso- 
lence shall  not  go  unpunished,  as  the  other 
popinjay's  did  1"    Tracy  said  passionately,  at 


240 


THE    LAST    DAYS    OF 


the  same  time  violently  shaking  the  oppoat 
barrier. 

"At  that  ntomcr.t,  a  tnaa  advanced  fraii 
the  crowd  which  had  begun  to  gBther  in  the 
rear  of  Essex's  parly,  and  addressing  himself  to 
Tracy,  besought  him  to  fall  back. 

"  Ha !  my   brave    counsellor,"    Tracy 
swered>  as  he  recognized  the  same  person  who" 
had  before  warned  him  of  peril,  "  art  thou  come 
again   with  thy  raven's  croak  ?     See  the  eai 
with  which  Tracy  cuts  through  all  opposiiioi 

lie  drcn  his  sword,  and  the  divided  chaijl 
fell  useless  by  the  posts  that  supported  it. 

"  They  have  committed  violence  t"  a  loiu 
voice  cried  from  the  opposite  party,  *'  ihej 
blood  be  on  their  own  heads  !" 

"  The  sworda  of  Tracy  and  the  speaker  had 
already  crossed,  notwithstanding  tbi?  anziout 
endeavours  of  the  leader  to  prevent  the  comiDj^ 
strife. 

"  Slay  them  not,"  he  said, "  they  arc  but  fci^ 
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surround,  and  make  them  prisonerSi  my  mates  l** 
but  his  orders  were  unheeded,  Essex  had 
already  drawn  his  sword,  and  casting  away  the 
scabbard,  seemed  resolved  to  rush  on  certain 
destruction.  His  furious  onset  was  gallantly 
seconded  by  Tracy,  who  would  fain  have  made 
his  way  to  the  spot  where  the  leader  of  the  party 
stood ;  but  the  sword  of  his  first  assailant  wns 
pointed  at  his  breast  wherever  he  turned,  and 
provoked  at  the  steady  malice  of  the  stranger's 
attack,  Tracy  at  last  directed  all  his  attention 
to  rid  himself  of  so  troublesome  a  foe.  In  his 
eagerness  he  stumbled,  and  before  he  could 
recover  himself,  the  sword  of  his  adversary 
might  have  found  an  easy  entrance  into  his 
breast,  had  not  another  interposed.  Harry 
Knox  had  hitherto  borne  no  part  in  the  fray, 
but  he  stood  prepared  to  defend  Tracy,  should 
he  need  assistance.  A  fierce  oath  from  Kirk 
greeted  the  success  with  which  he  intercepted 
the  ruffian^s  thrust,  while  Tracy's  gratitude  was 

VOL.    HI.  li 
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tiot  Lq  proportion  to  the  service  which  had 
rendered  him.  Seeing  a  Btranger,  and  one  lo- 
vards  whom  be  bore  no  good  will  interfere  in 
Ilia  quarrel,  and  apparently  intending  to  make 
it  his  own,  Tracy  rudely  repulsed  his  proffered 
nid,  bidding  him  "  meddle  with  those  who 
needed  it,"  and  rendered  doubly  furious  by  the 
false  step,  from  which  he  had  recovered,  he 
ruihed  again  to  the  encounter,  eager  to  ef^c 
tlie  impression  of  hia  mal-addrcss. 

Harry  Knox  still  lingered  near,  prompt 
succour  the  headstrong  youth,  but  his  seconi 
etTort  was  not  attended  by  the  same  success 
as  the  first ;  Tracy,  again  thrown  off  his  guard 
through  his  own  too  great  eagerness,  received 
the  sword  of  his  antagonist  in  his  side,  and  afier 
one  feebhi  attempt  to  strike,  fell  back  into  the 
arms  of  him,  whose  generous  efforts  to  preserve 
him,  he  had  so  madly  rejected.  Cn'y  one 
more  of  Essex's  party  sustained  any  injury; 
Sir   Christopher  Blount   was     wounded 
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taken  prisoner ;  the  rest  with  their  leader  fell 
back,  and  passing  swiilly  down  a  narrow  street, 
gained  the  river,  entered  a  barge,  and  reached 
Essex  house  in  safety. 

The  remainder  of  the  unfortunate  Earl's  brief 
career  is  too  fully  known  to  render  the  inter- 
ruption, our  narrative  must  sustain,  should  we 
pause  to  trace  it,  at  all  necessary ;  it  will  be  suffi- 
cient to  observe,  that  preparing  to  defend  his 
house  against  every  attack,  Essex  consulted  the 
safety  of  his  sister  and  her  friend,  by  sending 
them  to  a  place  of  safety ;  and,  unconscious  of 
the  loss  that  venerable  lady  had  sustained,  Mary 
Leslie,  on  being  desired  to  name  the  place  of 
their  temporary  residence,  requested  to  be  con- 
ducted to  Lady  Tracy,  as  the  fittest  protector 
for  herself  and  Lady  Penelope,  who  was  over- 
whelmed with  grief  and  despair,  when  she  was 
informed  of  the  danger  into  which  her  brother 
had  so  rashly  plunged. 

M    3 
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As  Mary  Lcsiie,  aod  ttit 
Ladr  Penelope  Devere 
near  the  house  of  Lady ' 
forctbW  taken  frotn  her 
recovered  frooi  one  swo< 
by  the  unusual  appearsi 
seated.  Id  place  of  ihe 
formerly  kept  the  gate,  ] 
within,  yet,  though  tbeii 
uid  ferocious  aspect,  pli 
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tion,  the  stillness^  which  at  that  moment  per- 
vaded the  group^  shewed  that  some  deep,  and 
powerful  feeling,  was  holding  those  fierce  spirits 
under  its  potent  spell.  As  the  carriage  rolled 
heavily  into  the  court-yard,  Mary  Leslie  looked 
round  for  some  one,  who  might  explain  this 
strange  scene,  and  likewise  bear  a  message  on 
her  part  to  Lady  Tracy,  soliciting  protection 
for  herself,  and  a  friend ;  but  no  fmialiar  face 
met  her  eye  ;  and  finding  none  of  the  soldiers 
appeared  able  to  answer  the  questions  put  to 
them,  she  ordered  the  page,  who  bad  accom- 
panied bis  lady  from  Essex  house,  to  open  the 
door,  then  conquering  with  a  strong  effort,  the 
feeling  of  dread  that  had  almost  overpowered 
her,  she  advanced  to  the  ball  which  was  quite 
deserted.  Finding  no  one  in  the  lower  apart- 
ments, Mary  ascended  the  staircase,  at  the  top 
of  which  were  two  rooms,  one  appropriated  to 
the  mistress  of  the  mansion,  the  other  to  her 
■on,  during  bis  occasional  visits.     The  door  of 
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the  latter  apartment  was   open,   and  as    Mi 
passed  it,  some  object  on  the  floor  attraci 
her  attention,  and  she  started,  on  obserriog 
maa  the  dress  slie  had  seen  Henry  Tracy   «i 
that  morning.       As  she  drew  near,  to  couvii 
herself  of  its  identity,  her  eye   fell  on  seT< 
drops  of  blood,  nnd  she  now  observed  the  dreW 
was   saturated   \Tith   the   same   crimson  fluid. 
Faint  and  bewildered,   she  gazed  around,  ex- 
pecting to  behold  fresh   spcclactcs  of  horror, 
but  nothing  further  appeared,  and  almo&t  un- 
conscious of  her  own  movements,  she  sought 
the  chamber  of  Lady  Tracy.     The  door  yielded 
to  her  trembling  hfuid,  and  she  entered  the 
room.    The  transition  from  the  r.oon-tide   ray 
to  the  sepulchral  light  of  that  chamber  of  denlh, 
rendered  it  difScult  for  Mary  Leslie  to  obscntc 
those   assembled  in  it ;  and   us  her  cyo  grew 
more  accustomed  to  the  gloom,  it  tras  loo  in- 
tently fixed  on  the  inanimate  form  of  Tracy,  to 
note  any  thing  beside.  Dtath  bod  robed 
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tim  in  its  least  appalling  garb ;  it  seemed 
that  he  only  slept,  yet,  there  lingered  on  his 
brow  and  lip,  that  indescribable  expression  of 
rapturous  repose  which  told  that  sleep  would 
know  no  waking  again  in  this  world  of  sorrow. 
Unconscious  that  any  witnessed  the  action, 
for  no  breath  appeared  to  disturb  the  deep  hush 
around,  Mary  Lfcslie  advanced  to  the  couch, 
and  after  gazing  for  a  moment  on  the  lifeless 
clay,  pressed  her  lips  to  the  marble  brow  ;  the 
thrill  of  its  icy  touch  opened  the  springs  of 
mourning  nature's  best  relief,  and  her  tears 
fell  fast  upon  the  cheek  of  Tracy.  A  trembling 
hand  rested  on  her  head,  and  looking  up,  Mary 
beheld  the  venerable  mother  of  the  dead.  She 
stood  erect,  as  when  they  last  parted ;  pride 
had  lent  its  aid  to  counteract  any  tendency  to 
bend  which  age  might  naturally  have  produced; 
that  pride  still  sustained  her,  even  under  the 
heaviest  weight  which  mortal  can  sustain. — A 
mother's  grief  for  her  first  bom  son — no  tear 
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betrayed  how  much  that  haughty  lady  inwardly 
felt — yet,  the  anguish  in  the  sunken  eye,  and 
the  momentary  quiver  of  the  hp  as  she  essayed 
to  speak,  told  that  tale  of  woe  more  eloquently 
than  tears  could  have  doQc.  The  struggling 
emotion  was  speedily  conquered,  and  Lady 
Tracy  thanked  the  Scottish  maiden  for  the  rcs- 
peet  which  she  beUcved  had  prompted  her  thus 
to  seek  the  house  of  mourning, 

"  Short  sighted  mortals  we  are,"  the  vener- 
able mourner  continued,  "  how  my  heart  rose 
against  you,  my  daughter,  when  you  crossed 
the  threshold  of  my  dwelling.  I  believed 
my  blindness,  that  nilfulaess  and  obstioi 
were  the  guides  of  your  conduct,  yet,  now  1 
can  plainly  trace  in  it  the  providence  that  rults 
all  things,  placing  a  harrier  between  you  and 
your  betrothed.  Thank  God!  1  have  not  ad> 
dcd  to  my  own  sorrow,  tlie  burden  of  a  widon'a 
grief,  such  as  it  has  been  my  lot  to  feel.  Twenty 
years  agOj  the  father  of  him  laaiv  i|us$,iu,.^ 
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stretched  on  this  same  bed.  But  I  may  not  re- 
pine ;  it  is  but  the  common  lot  of  mortals ;  I 
shall  go  to  themi  but  thejr  cannot  return  to  mc/' 

With  her  usual  statelxness  of  step.  Lady 
Tracy  left  the  couch,  and  took  her  seat  in  her 
chair ;  as  Mary  Leslie  followed  for  the  purpose 
of  soliciting  shelter  for  Lady  Penelope  Deve- 
reux  in  her  hour  of  need,  she  beheld,  with  some 
surprise,  Harry  Knox  standing  behind  it.  Her 
look  of  wonder  was  observed,  and  replied  to  by 
Lady  Tracy. 

^  He  sought  to  save  my  son,^  she  said,  **  and 
my  thanks  and  gratitude  are  due  to  him,  though 
it  was  decreed  that  his  gallant  efforts  should  be 
lost/' 

^  Would  to  God  that  the  sacrifice  of  my 
life  oould  have  ensured  his  !"  Harry  Knox  said 
with  deep  emotion. 

'*  Are  we  always  to  meet  thus  in  scenes  of 
horror  and  death?'*  Mary  Leslie  murmured, 
her  thoughts  recurring  to  the  first  time  she  bad 
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beheld  one  eo   singularly  placed   near  her  i 
every  hour  of  irinl. 

"  Not  always,  I  trusl,"  the  young  BailO 
answered  in  a  low  tone. 

Fearful  of  continuing  a  conversation  dange> 
rous  at  Buch  a  moment,  Mary  LesUe,  address- 
ing herself  to  Lady  Tracy,  briefly  stated  (he 
situation  of  Lady  Penelope  Devereux.  At  ibai 
name  the  stoical  firmnesis  of  the  proud  Indv  kcU 
nigh  deserted  her. 

"  I  cannot  look  upon  ^her !"  she  said  i 
more  emotion  than  she  had  hitherto  showO) ' 
"  yet,  as  the  sister  of  him,  he  died  to  defend, 
she  must  not  want  a  shelter  while  this  roof  can 
afford  faer  one." 

Grateful  for  this  implied  permission,  andCl 
nnxiouB  to  escape  from  a  scene  which  so  mueb 
distressed  her,  Mary  Leslie  hastened  down  to 
the  court-yard,  where  she  found  Lady  Penelope 
still  suffering  as  she  bad  left  her.  She  was 
lifted  from  the  carriage,  and  carried  by  the  at-  j 
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tendantt  to  the  room  formerly  occupied  by 
Mary  Leslie,  who  once  again  took  her  station 
by  Lady  Penelope's  sick  bed,  tending  her  with 
the  care  and  affection  of  a  devoted  sister.  Long 
ere  she  rose  from  that  fevered  couch,  Tracy 
had  been  consigned  to  the  tomb,  and  her  noble 
brother  had  atoned  for  his  errors  by  an  igno- 
minious death.  Yet  a  few  short  years  found 
Lady  Penelope  Devereux  married  to  that  bro- 
ther's bitter  enemy. — '  Frailty,  thy  name  is 
woman.' 

Lady  Tracy  did  not  long  survive  her  son ; 
her  grief  was  deep  ;  some  who  looked  upon  her 
accused  her  of  unnatural  indifference ;  but  there 
were  those  who  felt  that  hers  was  the  sorrow  that 
drinks  the  fountain  of  life.  If  she  could  have 
derived  consolation  from  a  source  so  horrible, 
such  might  have  been  hers  from  the  execution 
of  Kirk,  who,  falling  into  disgrace  with  those 
by  whom  he  had  been  employed,  paid  the  for- 
feit of  his  numberless  crimes* 
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Once  more  left  without  guide  or  protector, 
Mary  Leslie  naturally  sought  the  shelter  of  her 
paternal  halls,  and  she  speedily  embarked  for 
Scotland.  She  soon  became  aware  that  her 
safety  was  watched  over,  during  the  voyage,  by 
one  whose  foot  never  quitted  the  deck ;  and 
though  maidenly  pride  forbade  any  outward 
demonstration  of  the  gratitude  she  felt  for 
Harry  Knox's  anxious  care  for  her  safety  and 
comfort,  every  action  was  carefully  treasured 
up  in  *  memory's  waste.* 
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CHAPTER    XIV. 


While  Mary  Leslie  sought,  in  the  cahn  to 
which  she  was  restored,  forgetfulness  of  the 
troubled  scenes  she  had  passed  through,  Harry 
Knox  was  busily  engaged  endeavouring  to  ob- 
tain further  confirmation  of  the  statement  he 
had  found  in  that  paper,  respecting  his  parent- 
age. His  first  care  was  to  seek  the  spot  where 
his  earliest  days  were  spent  with  his  aged  rela- 
tive. But  all  recollection  of  her  had  faded  from 
among  its  present  inhabitants ;  and  receiving 
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the  same  answers  to  his  oft  repealed  questioni 
he  turaed  from  the  gaping  throng,  whose  cu^ 
oaity  was  strongly  excited  by  the  young  stranf 
who  was  so  anxiously  speeringabimcec 
wife  lang  syne  dead.  Harry's  heart  sank  as  I) 
took  the  road  to  Edinburgh,  for  Michod 
friends  to  guide  and  support  him,  how  migU 
he  hope  to  gain  credence  for  a  tale,  sf 
strongly  of  romance  and  imposture.  Every 
effort  made  towards  establishing  his  claim,  only 
tended  to  increase  his  despondency ;  those  to 
whom  he  applied,  either  satisfied  tbnt  be  was 
an  impostor  at  once  rejected  his  suit,  or  if  a 
latent  suspicion  stole  upon  them  that  bis  story 
might  be  true,  prudence  interposed  her  unan- 
swerable  arguments,  urging  them  not  to  meddle 
with  what  did  not  concern  Ihem. 

At  length  the  account  of  the  slrangerS  clainl 
reached  the  ear  of  King  James,  of  gossippiof 
memoi-y,  and  that  sapient  monarch  at  onoe 
signified  his  intention  to  investigate  it  thorough- 
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ly,  and,  should  it  be  foand  correct,  to  restore 
the  titles  and  estates  to  him  whose  right  they 
unquestionably  were.  The  heart  of  Harry 
Knox  beat  high,  when  a  royal  page  conveyed 
to  his  humble  abode  the  king's  commands^ 
that  he  should  forthwith  repair  to  Holy  rood ; 
there,  in  the  presence  of  James  and  all  his 
court,  to  state  the  grounds  on  which  he  founded 
so  bold  a  claim* 

The  sailor's  dress,  which  Harry  Knox  had 
once  more  adopted,  contrasted  strangely  with 
the  gorgeous  robes  and  sparkling  gems  which 
shone  in  that  gay  throng.  As  he  moved  up 
the  room  his  eyes  naturally  sought  him  whose 
station  beneath  the  canopy  proclaimed  the 
Monarch  of  Scotland.  Probably  Harry  Knox 
expected  to  trace  in  the  son  of  Mary  Stuart, 
some  portion  of  that  transcendent  beauty,  and 
matchless  grace,  in  praise  of  which  all  Europe 
had  rung ;  for  he  absolutely  started  on  behold- 
ing the  strange  ungainly  figure,  which  seemed 
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placed  in  the  chair  of  stale  as  if  in  mockery^ 
Not  a  vestige  of  the  majesty  of  deoieBnon] 
which  so  eminently  distinguished  his  matcrnd 
graiidsire  had  descended  with  his  sceptre. 

A  pair  of  large  unmeaning  eyes,  incessontljl 
in  motion  ;  a  forehead,  which  though  high  v 
not  stamped  with  the  impress  of  intellect; 
mouth  espressive  only  of  imbecility;  n  chin' 
f^amished  with  a  scanty  beard,  approaching  to 
a  dirty  straw  colour;  and  to  finish  the  portrait, 
knees  bo  feeble  that  (hey  vere  ill-calculated  t 
sustain  the  weight  of  the  somewhat  corpulen 
body  dependent  on  them  for  support.  Add  tf 
this,  a  dress  ill  chosen  and  slovenly:  such  i 
the  extraordinary  looking  being  on  whose  brow 
fortune,  in  one  of  her  blind  freaks,  had  placed 
the  crowns  of  two  potent  kingdoms.  Bui, 
King  Jamea'  acknowledgmeot  of  the  strangi 
obeisance,  carried  with  it  kindness,  if  it  ttaie 
in  regal  dignity,  and  he  bade  him  approach  bis 
footstool   with  an  encouraging,   though  harsh 
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jVs  Harr;  Kat3X  kneeled  at  the  feet  of  the 
Scottiati  King,  looks  were  interchanged  in  that 
brilliant  assembly  which  said  aa  plainly  as  eyes 
might  speak,  that  had  noble  bearing  been  a 
Icgilimate  claim  to  high  dignity,  a  new  order  of 
things  bad  come  to  pass,  and  the  royal  Jame^ 
perchance,  been  suitor  to  his  suppliant.  And 
there  were  some  among  the  assembled  nobles 
who,  in  Harry  Knox,  the  sailor,  traced  too 
strong  a  resemblance  to  the  murdered  Domly, 
to  doubt  that  one  of  his  blood  was  there  before 
his  father's  son  ;  but  policy  bade  them  be  siieni 
on  a  subject  which  might  be  an  unpleasing  one 
to  the  royal  ear. 

"  It  hath  been  certified  to  us,  fair  Mr,"  the 
King  said,  endeavouring  to  call  up  a  look  of 
benign  dignity,  an  effort  which  added  greatly^ 
to  the  usual  grotesque  cast  of  his  countenance, 
"  that  you  believe  yourself  in  some  way  en- 
titled to  claim  affinity  even  with  ourself ;  the 
nsserlion  is  a  bold  one,  and  we  pray  you  to 
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bear    on    what    you    found    so     high 


"  Gracious   prioce,"    Harry    Kaox   repUi 
'  pardon  the  boldness  of  my  petition— 


'  Nay,   speak   boldly,    man,"     James 


hastily. 


interrupting  him,  "body  o' i: 
le  presence  of  a  christian  king,  one  v 


s  bound  to  see  justice  done,  i 


a  to  the 


est  of  his  subjects.     Tell  us  then,  without  fear, 
what  tirat  put  this  chimera  into  your  brain." 

"  Tiie  belief  that    I  was   well-born,"    Harry 
Knox  replied,  somewhat  nettled  at  the  term  by 
which  King  James  designated  his  claim, 
first  given  me,  your  grace,  by  one  I  believe  CI 
be  my  maternal  grandmother.  She  would  ofb 
«ay  I  was  come  of  gentle  blood,  though  i 
gave  me  no  clue  to  her  meaning.    At  her  dci 
she  put  into  my  hand  a  bible,  telling  me,  Ihei 
in  I  should  find  my  iDherilance." 

"  By  which,  she  doubtless   meant   not  | 
earthly  possession,  but  one  beyond  the  grav& 
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the  king  said  laughing.  *'  And  so,  poor  youth, 
you  have  been  led  astray  by  the  common-place 
jargon  of  an  old  woman  in  her  dotage  P' 

'*  Your  Grace  has  promised  to  listen  patiently 
to  my  story ,^  Harry  Knox  rejoined  bluntly. 

^^  Right,  right,  I  did  so,  and  I  am  not  keep- 
ing my  promise  by  thus  interrupting  you.'' 

"  After  the  death  of  my  aged  protectress,'* 
Harry  resumed,  ^^her  gift  was  neglected  by  the 
thoughtless  boy  she  deserved  more  gratitude 
from ;  and  the  words  she  uttered  on  her  dying 
bed  would  probably  have  been  forgotten,  had 
not  the  strange  fate  which  threw  mc  into  the 
hands  of  one  who  seemed  in  some  sort  connected 
with  the  author  of  my  existence,  forced  them 
from  time  to  time  back  upon  my  memory." 

"  And  who  was  this  man  T  James  demanded. 

Harry  Knox  hesitated  a  moment,  ere  he  ven- 
tured to  pronounce  a  name,  which,  connected 
as  it  was  with  a  mother's  infamy,  could  scarcely 
be  grateftil  to  James'  ear ;  at  length,  thinking 
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such  hesitatioQ  might  impugn  the  veraciLj 
his  statement,  he  said  boldly  "the  Earl 
llothwell." 

A  deep  shade  pas&ed  over  the  king's  brow. 

"  How  now,  sirrah !"  he  said  passionatel 
"  wert  ihou  sent  hither  by  the  arch  traitor  to 
beard  ua  with  some  false  tale,  trumped  up  by 
him  ?  By  the  God  above,  your  life  shall  he 
given  over  to  the  laws  that  villain  and  his  fol- 
lowers so  boldly  defied?  Begone,  I  will  hei 
you  no  further !" 

James  staned  from  his  seat,  and  dashed 
footstool  several  paces  from  him.  Harry  Kaox 
also  sprang  to  his  feel,  and  thus  tor  a  moment 
confrouted  the  angry  monarch  who  glared  upon 
him  with  an  expression  of  impotent  malice. 
But  the  anger  of  King  James,  lilte  all  hi 
other  passions,  ivas  transient  as  violent, 
scaling  himself,  he  called  for  a  cup  of  wine,  am 
having  swallowed  the  liquor,  returned  to  the 
investigation  as  if  no  such  gust  of  pasaiuo  hi 
interrupted  it. 
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^'And  did  he  yoa  named^''  James  said, 
evading  the  utterance  of  Botbweirs  namey  say 
aught  to  confirm  the  belief  that  you  are  the  son 
of  my  unfortunate  father  ?" 

'^  He  dwelt  much,  your  Grace,  on  the  likeness 
he  found  in  me  to  the  Lord  Damly.*' 

*^  A  likeness — humph  !  that  almost  equals 
the  inheritance  your  good  old  grandam  bade 
you  seek  in  her  bible.  And  did  any  other  per- 
son remark  this  resemblance  ?'' 

^  The  Queen  of  Scotland  did  me  the  honour 
to  mistake  me  for  her  princely  son." 

How  far  Harry  Knox  might  really  think  the 
Ukening  him  to  James  of  Scotland  an  honour, 
we  cannot  determine,  but  the  idea  seemed  pro- 
ductive of  much  inclination  to  mirth  in  those 
around.  The  King  of  Scotland  probably  read 
something  of  what  was  passing  in  his  courtitr*s 
minds,  but  his  good  humour  had  entirely  re- 
turned, and  fur  from  feeling  offended,  he  joined 
in  the  mirth  he  saw  ready  to  break  forth. 
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"  Mistake  you  for  mc  ?  body  o'  me  I  I  shaQ 
think  better  of  myself  from  this  day  forth,  'tia 
true,  my  royal  mother  never  saw  tne  since  I  n'aft 
in  the  cradle.  But  I  sec  hon-  it  is,  being  liken- 
ed to  a  priacc,  even  though  that  prioce  were 
ugly  as  Lucifer,  has  been  too  much  for  yoi 
brmn,  and  you  wisely  concluded  that  ouo 
must  father  us  both.  But  since  you  eee  how 
little  truth  there  is  in  your  resemblance  to  the 
King  of  Scotland,  you  must  not  be  angry,  good 
youth,  if  he  finds  your  claim  to  bis  father's  title 
equally  unfounded.  Yet,  we  pardon  you,  see- 
ing you  have  had  so  much  to  bewilder  yoi 
mind." 

"  Yet,  here  is  one  proof,  gracious  prince,  tl 
I   speak  the   truth ;  deign  to  look  upon 
pnper,  which  I  discovered  concealed  in  the  c 
of  the  book  my   aged  relative  presented 
with." 

Harry  Knox  knelt  a*  he  spoke,  and  tendered 
to  Jnmcs,  the   paper  which  had  so   slrwigely 
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emerged  from  its  biding  place.  The  King  re- 
ceived the  document  with  some  reluctance, 
perused  it  carelessly,  then  raising  his  eyes, 
fixed  them  on  the  sailor,  with  as  great  an  ex- 
pression of  severity  as  he  could  at  any  time 
assume. 

"  The  writing  is  in  all  points  correct/'  he 
said,  ^*  save  that  it  is  drawn  up  according  to  the 
formula  of  the  English  Protestant  Church,  to 
which  Lord  Damly  did  not  belong.  Tou  have 
therefore  doubtless  obtained  some  false  certifi« 
cate  forged  by  the  enemies  of  my  noble  father 
for  their  own  execrable  purposes.'^ 

*'  May  there  not  be  some  in  this  assembly, 
gracious  prince,'^  Harry  Knox  urged,  unwilling 
to  forego  the  only  opportunity  which  he  could 
ever  hope  to  obtain  for  establishing  his  claim, 
''who  can  bear  testimony  to  this  being  Lord 
Darnly's  signature  or  not  ?" 

He  pointed  as  he  spoke  to  the  name  of  Henry 
Lennox,  scrawled  on  one  comer  of  the  paper. 
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Those  whose  presence  in  the  Court  of  Qui 
Mary,  rendered  it  possible  for  them  lo  ide: 
(he  handwriting  of  her  ill  fated  husband, 
summoned    to  examine  the  name  as  (here  ■ 
down.     More  than  one  affirmed  the  writing  1 
be  that  of  him,  who  in  the  first  year  of  his  mar- 
riage had  shone  among  tliem  a  dazzling  meteor, 
admired  and  wondered  at  by  all   who  bebd 
his  "  pride  of  place." 

*'  But  what  will  Esme  say  if  we  should  allow 
your  claim  to  be  a  just  one?  body  o'  me  !  what 
is  to  be  done?" 

Such  was  the  exclamation  of  the  fickle  mo- 
narch, who,  now  as  firmly  convinced  of  the 
truth  of  the  claimant's  assertion,  as  he  hud 
formerly  been  of  its  falsehood,  would  pn^bably, 
acting  from  the  impulse  of  his  good  nature, 
without  further  hesitation,  have  put  the  strsD- 
gcr  in  possession  of  the  bonore,  and  estates,  1 
descent  from  Lord  Darnly  would  appear  ^ 
render  bis  right ;  but  the  thought  ofhis  favorite 
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Eame  Stewart,  on  whom  he  had  already  be- 
stowed them,  suddenly  crossed  his  bewildered 
mind,  rendering  the  King^  a  prey  to  that  inde- 
cision, equally  ludicrous  and  painful  to  witness. 
But  his  guardian  angel  came  to  James's  assist- 
ance in  this  moment  of  perplexity,  under  the 
form  of  one  of  Mary  Stuart's  most  trusty 
friends.  Claiming  the  privilege  his  age  and 
tried  fidelity  claimed,  he  advanced  to  King 
James's  side,  and  after  expressing  his  convic- 
tion that  the  hand  writing  was  indeed  that  of 
Lord  Darnly,  some  of  whuse  letters  were  still 
iu  his  own  possession,  he  thus  continued* 

<•>  From  the  document  in  your  Grace's  hand, 
it  appears  that  a  marriage  did  indeed  take  place 
between  the  parties  therein  specified ;  but, 
while  the  ceremony  was  such  as  to  remove  all 
imputation  from  (be  mother  of  this  young  man, 
who,  w€  may  reasonably  suppose  was  ignorant 
that  the  party  with  whom  she  contracted  was 
of  a  difierent  religion  to  her  own,  still,  as  the 
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nirriige  between  a  Protestaot  aad  a  CaH 
must,  to  feeder  it  valid  and  binding,  be  cele- 
brated according  lo  the  fonnula  of  both 
churches;  it  seems  tome,  tiiat  while ^onr  Grace 
may  snfeljr  give  countenance  to  tliis  person,  as 
the  oSHpriog  of  your  Grace's  father,  bis  claim 
to  the  titles  and  estates  of  the  noble  familr  of 
Lennox  may  not  be  allovred  to  the  prejudice  cf 
their  present  possessor." 

"  Spoken  like  an  oracle,  Sir  Robert,"  Jatnes 
said,  rubbing  his  hands,  and  essaying  in  no 
\'ery  courlly  measure  to  cut  a  caper,  (hereby 
testifying  the  satisfaction  be  felt  at  being  le- 
lieved  from  what  had  before  appeared  a  heavy 
burden  to  hia  weak  mind.  "  How  say  you, 
fair  :>)r,"  be  continued,  addressing  himself  to 
Harry  Knox,  "  ate  you  content  with  the  de- 
cision of  our  venerable  friend  and  counsellor 
here,  and  ivilling  to  receive  from  our  band  the 
lionor  of  knighthood,  with  sucli  muiatcnaace  as 
bctiia  one  in  some  sort  cm 
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you  still  cootinue  to  urge  a  claim  which  can 
never  be  established?" 

^^  Nay,  if  it  please  your  Grace,  I  will  not  lose 
the  substance  by  reaching  afler  the  shadow/' 
Harry  Knox  answered,  kneeling  and  kissing 
the  hand  graciously  extended  to  him. 

^^  But  stay,"  the  King  said,  hastily  resuming 
the  paper,  which  contained  on  one  side,  the 
certificate  of  Henry  Liennox's  marriage  with 
Ellen  D'Arcourt,  and  on  the  other,  the  date  of 
her  death,  together  with  the  rank  and  title  of 
her  husband,  '*  I  would  know  whether  your 
mother's  death  preceded  the  marriage  of  mine. 
No  time  lost,  since  by  this  date,  she  breathed 
her  last  the  very  day  before.  Heaven  assoilzie 
her !" 

He  placed  the  paper  again  in  Harry  Knox's 
hand,  wh6m  ho  then  dismissed,  with  the  con* 
solatory  promise  of  being  again  summoned 
shortly ;  and  to  do  the  Scottish  monarch  jus- 
tice, he  kept  his  promise,  since  a  few  days  after 
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the  honour  of  knighthood  was  conferred  o 
Harry  Knox,  and  a  Euitable  pension  settled  c 
him  and  bis  heirs  for  ever. 

News,  whether  good  or   bad,   flies   fast,  and' 
the  events  passing  in  the  Scottish  Court  reach- 
ed the  ears  of  Mary  Leslie,  even  in  the  seclu-  _ 
aion  which  the  days  of  mourning  for  an  atlinn-fl 
ced  bridegroom  restricted  her. 

Whether  the  advancement  of  the  frieiui 
of  her  earlier  days,  was  as  a  matter 
indifference  to  the  Scottish  maiden  or  not, 
could  scarcely  be  gathered  from  the  manner 
in  which  she  received  the  intelligence;  but 
shortly  after,  it  was  observed  that  she  took  i 
unusual  love  for  walking,  particularly  in  the 
direction  whefe  a  tall  and  handsome  stranger 
had  crossed  her  path.  More  than  once  the 
same  figure  was  seen  lingering  around  the  anti- 
quated mansion,  that  appeared  to  contain  some 
powerful  attraction.  Who  might  it  be  ? — Som 
unhappy  lover  perchance,  withering  beneath  tl 
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spell  of  (Iisap|)Dint merit  rf  such  were  indeed  the 
case,  the  charm  was  cast  otf  with  the  mourning 
garh  of  the  fair  mistress  of  the  wide  domain, 
and  shortly  af^er,  the  cheerful  sound  of  the 
tniirriBgc  hell  told  a  tale  o'er  hill  and  valley,  that 
tcitra  and  Borrow  hud  given  place  to  mirlh  and 


P.inl«a  Lj  T;  C.  >eit.y.  Angel  lliU.  Bury. 


